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rhe  Largest  Stock  of  Drafting  instru- 
ments, Supplies  and  Artists' 
Materials  to  be  found  in 
New  England. 

Wadsworth,  Howland  &  Co., 

(incorporated) 
82  and  84  Washington  St..  Boston. 

Send  for  Catalogue. 


GOIiF  GOODS. 

JUST  RECEIVED 

per  steamer,  an  invoice 
of  especially 
selected 

It  Golf  Clubs 

oi  the  noted  makers, 
Fergie,  Hutchison, 
Auchterionie, 
Crosswaite 

and  others. 

Henley  &  Melfoit  Calls, 
Caddy  Bags,  Etc. 

FIXE  GUNS. 
Scott,  Westley,  Richards ,  Greener,  Colt, 
Parker,  A:c. 

FINE  RODS  AND  FISHING  TftGKLE. 

YACHT  GUNS.  CAMP  OUTFITS.  RUBBER 
BLANKETS,  TEXTS,  TOURISTS' 
KNAPSACKS  &c 
NOW  CLOSING  OUT.  some  HIGHEST  GRADE 
NEW    MAIL    BICYCLES   (new).     Other  makes 
Ladies"  and  Men  s  patterns.  s85.  $30  JUVENILE 
WHEELS  all  sizes.   A  few  Men's  Wheels,  $10  and 
ft  15.  se.-ond  tiand. 


WM.  READ  &  SONS, 

107  Washington  St..       Boston.  Mass. 

Established  1826 


STUDENT'S 
SHOES. 

Distinctive  in  style  and  character. 
$4.00,  $5.00  and  $6.00  a  pair. 

THAYER,  McNEIL 
&  HODGKINS, 

14  Temple  Place, 
Boston. 


THK  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


Phillips  Academy, 


ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Cecil  F.  P.  Bancroft,  Ph,  D,,  LLD,  Principal. 


THE  Academy  prepares  large  classes  of  young  men  for  the  Colleges,  the 
scientific  schools  and  in  some  cases  for  the  professional  schools.  One 

hundred  and  thirty  candidates  went  to  college  last  year. 

The  faculty  consists  of  twenty  professors  and  instructors. 

The  pupils  last  year  numbered  over  four  hundred,  less  than  one-half 

of  whom  were  from  New  England,   and  the  others  from  more  distant 

places. 

The  current  year  begins  Sept  14,  1898,  with  vacations  at  Christmas 
and  Easter. 

The  expenses  vary  from  $250.00  to  $500.00  a  year,  according  to 
the  accommodations  selected. 

The  income  of  benevolent  funds  and  scholarship  endowments 
amount  to  five  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

The  present  needs  of  the  Academy  are  funds  for  teaching  and  for 
building,  and  for  various  current  uses.  For  further  information,  and 
for  copies  of  the  annual  catalogue,  address  Principal  Bancroft. 

JVIRS.  C.  A.  SHATTUCK, 

54  MAIN  ST.,  ANDOVER. 

Gut  Flowers  and  Designs.  Violets  a  Specialty. 

G.  W.  CHANDLER 

—dealer  in— 

COAL.   AND  WOOD. 

Teaming   and   Jobbing  at   Short  Norice. 

Orders  left  and  bills  payable  at  store  of  O.  P.  Chase. 


TEACHERS  WANTED. 


UNION  TEACHERS'  AGENCIES  OF  AMERICA, 
Rev.  L.  D.  BASS,  D.  D.,  Manager. 


Pittsburg,  Toronto,  New  Orleans,  New  York,  Washington,  San  Francisco,  Chicago,  St.  Louis 
and  Denver.  There  are  thousands  of  positions  to  be  filled.  We  had  over  8000  vacancies  dur- 
ing the  past  season.  Teachers  needed  now  to  contract  for  next  year.  Unqualified  facilities 
for  placing  teachers  in  every  part  of  the  U.  S  and  Canada.  Principals,  Superintendents, 
Assistants,  Grade  Teachers,  Public,  Private,  Art,  Music,  Band  Leaders,  etc.,  wanted. 

Address  all  applications  to  Washington,  D.  C  ,  or  Pittsburg,  Pa. 


THE  ffW  EXPOSITION  TOURIST  COMPANY. 

HIGH  CLASS  EXCURSIONS  under  Superior  Conductorship.  "Vacation  Party"  for 
Preachers  and  Teachers  arranged  for  June,  July  and  August,  1900.  Select  Parties.  First- 
class  Travel.    Best  Hotels.    In  order  to  secure'cheap  rates  in  advance,  write  immediatey  to 

PARIS  EXPOSITION  TOURIST  CO.,  Pittsburg,  Pa 
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Notice  Students'  Discount. 

RIMLESS  GLASSES. 


25  per  cent  Discount 
to  Students. 

Co-operative   list.     Oculists'   orders  filled. 
Factory   on    premises.    Mail  orders  a 
specialty.    Catalogues  mailed  on 
application. 

C.  E.  DAVIS  &  CO. 

Manufacturing  and 

Prescription  Opticians. 
2  Park  Square,         -  BOSTON. 


Albert  E.  HtUme, 
d,  m.  d. 


F  .  P.  HIGGINS, 
BAKERY, 

Confectionery,  Oigars,  Tobaoco,  etc. 

LUNCH  BOOM. 

MUSGROVE  BUILDING, 
ELM  SQUARE. 
A  Full  Line  of  Kennedy's  Biscuits. 
ANDOVER,  MASS. 


Edmard  G.  Conwy, 

A.  M.,  M.  D. 


Office  and  Residence, 

36  MAIN  STREET. 


Office  Hours, 
Until  10  A.  M.,  2  'till  4  P.  M. 
7  to  9  P.  M. 

Dr.  John  P.  Torrey, 

Physician  and 
Surgeon  .  .  . 

Essex  St. 

OFFICE  HOURS: 
Until  10:  3  to  5  P.  M.    After  7  P.  M. 

P.  A.  '92. 

QEO.  PIDDINQTON, 


T3  School 
Street. 

Fancy  Roses,  Carnations,  Violets 
and  all  kinds  of  seasonable  flowers. 
All  kinds  of  Decorations  


GEO.  P.  RHYM0ND, 
COSTUME    v  PARLORS, 

17  Boylston  Place,  Near  Old  Public  Library.  Boston.  Mass. 

TELEPHONE  TREMONT  1314. 
Costumes  for  Masquerades,  Old  Folks'  Concerts,  Private  Theatricals,  Tableaux,  Etc. 


FRED  D.  LANE. 
^PRIVATE   +  CATERERS 

Special  facilities  for  Weddings 
and  all  kinds  of  Private  House  Catering. 

:cidnecno°rd  st.  Lawrence,  Mass. 


Ill 
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Any  number  of  languages  can  be  written  on  the  same  machine,  separate 
tvpe  shuttles  costing  only  $2.50.  Machines  $100.00  and  $80.00,  with  three 
set6  of  tvpe.    Work  in  sight,  automatic  stroke,  any  width  of  paper. 


MACHINES  ON  TRIAL, 


SOLD  AND  TO  RENT. 


The  flanjnjond  Typewriter  CoiDpamj. 

300  Washington  St.,  Boston. 

FOR  SALE.  PIANOS  TO  RENT. 


Violins,  Banjos,  Guitars,  Strings,  etc.,  etc. 


DYER  <£  CO., 


337  ESSEX  STREET, 
LAWRENCE. 


O.    A.    LAWRENCE    <£s  JSOIV, 

Photograph  and  View  Photographers, 
Ferrotypes  of  all  Styles* 


181  ESSEX  STREET, 


LAWRENCE, 
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Cannon  of  Cannon's  Commercial  College. 

LAWRENCE,  MASS. 

EXECUTES  FINE  PES  WORK  OF  ALL  RI\DS. 

Hand  written  invitations  and  cards  equal  to  steel  engravings  a  specialty. 
Orders  left  with  G.  R.  Cannon  of  class  1901,  52  Salem  St.,  Andovor,  or  at  the  college, 
will  receive  prompt  attention. 

Established  1893.  ALFRED  P.  WEIGEL,  Prop. 

Gem  Restaurant. 

398  ESSEX  ST.,  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


T.  A.  HOLT  &  CO., 


DRY  GOODS  &  GROCERIES 


Hnbover  anb  IRo.  Hnbover. 

FRATERNITY  PRIZE 

BADGES,       tf^^^m  MEDALS, 

CLASS  PINS,  p      »  SOCIETY 

RINGS,          OhI^  JEWELS, 

Etc.,  Etc. 

FROM  ORIGINAL  AND  EXCLUSIVE  DESIGNS 

 MADE  BY  


HENRY  C.  HASKELL, 


11  JOHN  STREET,  NEW  YORK. 

GORRESPOHDEHCE  INVITED. 
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A.  Shuman  &  Company, 

Summer  and  Washington  Sts.,  Boston. 

Cental's  Cliiers  and  Oilers. 

Hats,  Shoes,  Furnishing  Goods. 

Bicycle  and  Golf  Apparel. 

EVENING  DRESS  A  SPECIALTY,  READY  MADE. 


SHUMRN  CORNGR- 


JAS.  WARD,  JR.,^ 

J>    Produces  the  J> 

1 

finest  Catalogue  aub  magazine  tDork, 
Souvenirs  anb  Hopelties  a  Specialty. 
Samples  anb  (Estimates  Submitted 

COR.  FRANKLIN  AND  METHUEN  STS.,  LAWRENCE. 

C.  E.  WINGATE, 

Cut  flowers  apd  Desi^p^, 

Wholesale  and  Retail. 

decowor. 

182  ESSEX  STREET.  Telephone. 

J\    E.    MOSELEY   &  CO., 


469  WASHINGTON  ST., 
BOSTON. 


Style  of  BOOIS  and  SHOES 

Young  Men 
Reasonable  prices  from  $3.50  to  $7.50. 
Discount  to  Andover  5tudent?. 
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September  i£,  1898. 

Our  stock  for  Fall  and  Winter 
1898-99  is  now  ready  in  all  de- 
partments. 

Brooks  Brothers, 

Broadway,  cor.  22d  St., 

New  York  City. 


CLOTHING  AND  FURNISH- 
ING GOODS  READY  MADE 


AND  MADE  TO  MEASURE. 


Celebrated 
HATS  .  .  . 


LATEST  DESIGNS 


AND 


COLORS  of  the  SEASON. 


Collins  & 
Ifairbanks  Co. 


BOSTON. 


VIII 


Uhc  IPbtllips  Hnbover  /Iftirror, 


Vol.  VHL  OCTOBER,  1898.  No.  U 


£be  Bunts  of  Hpollo. 

A  STUDY.* 

TN  THE  two  Misses  Millard's  closet  of  family  skeletons, 
prim,  well-swept,  and  scented  with  bunches  of  sweet- 
grass,  and  where,  in  a  spirit  of  New  English  practicality,  they 

might  also  have  kept  their  preserves,  there  was  one  the 

very  king  and  emperor  of  all  the  white  bone-lords  enthroned 
upon  those  neatly  papered  shelves.  He  represented  to  Miss 
Charlotte  and  Miss  Sarah  Ellen  the  anniversary  of  a  terrible 
public  calamity,  the  incurrence  of  disgrace  to  a  long  and  honor- 
able line  of  ancestors.  There  were  other  commemorating 
skeletons  in  that  assembly ;  one  to  the  falling  down  of  Miss 
Charlotte's  embroidered  petticoat  as  she  was  dancing  at  a 
grand  ball  given  in  honor  of  the  Governor  at  the  Town  Hall ; 
and  another,  keeping  green  the  memory  of  a  certain  dish  of 
crimson  cranberry  sauce,  which  Miss  Sarah  Ellen,  upon  the 
minister's  bald  head  and  the  foam  of  white  locks  that  broke 
about  that  theological  islet,  had  upset !  (And  it  was 
this  same  day,  Miss  Charlotte  was  wont  to  observe,  as 
she  told  the  story  to  a  sympathetic  lady  caller  of  an  afternoon 
in  the  darkened  back  parlor;  it  was  this  same  evening  that 
Sarah  Ellen  was  spoken  for  by  Joseph  Curtis,  and  refused 
him  !)  But  these  were  but  alabaster  infants  that  sat  one  upon 
the  left  hand,  the  other  upon  the  right  of  that  giant  which  stood 
for  one  fourth  of  July  spent  in  Boston  with  their  nephew 
Kenneth. 

They  had  purchased  a  camel's  hair  shawl  that  day,  and  this 
was  buried,  together  with  an  embroidered  petticoat,  in 
an  old  oaken  coffin  of  girlish  ribbons  and  bows  up  in  the 
garret.  When  either  of  the  sisters  had  been  to  this  chest  the 
other  by  certain  sure  signs  might  know  it :  then  if  perchance 
Delia,  the  damsel  who  served  these  two  memory  haunted 
ladies,  had  cranberry  sauce  ready  for  tea  it  were  well  that  she 

♦Note— From  Apollo,  Evangelist.   See  note  at  the  end  of  the  article. 
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should  save  it  till  the  morrow.  For,  aside  from  the  vaguely 
melancholy  odor  of  camphire  that  spiced  the  air,  there  were 
other  tokens,  of  oracular  significance  to  the  watchful  Delia  : 
there  was  a  little  shining  in  the  sisters'  averted  eyes  and  a 
little  flush  burning  through  the  powder  on  the  delicately 
wrinkled  cheeks  (the  sisters  used  powder,  softly  and  lightly 
and  prettily,  as  the  earth  silvers  over  her  autumnal  foliage 
with  the  frosts  of  October ) . — Ah  !  poor  old  virgins,  waiting 
lonely  in  the  darkness  for  the  bridegrooms  who  come  not, 
would  God  that  when  the  Spring  was  young  in  those  thickets 
of  your  cheeks  other  roses  might  have  bloomed  there,  more 
sweetly  shameful  ! 

They  were  old  maids.  Two  of  that  sisterhood,  most  num- 
erous in  New  England,  in  whose  members'  lives,  as  rose  leaves 
and  immortelle  are  stored  in  caskets  of  sandal  wood,  are  lain 
away,  our  sweetest  comedies,  our  saddest  poems,  our  most 
exquisite  tragedies.  They  are  the  vestals  of  sad  statistics, 
guarding  the  sacred  flame  of  monogamy  in  a  temple  of  the 
ideal — on  an  altar  of  the  real.  Poor  working  bees,  gathering 
honey  from  life's  flowers  without  that  final  knowledge  that 
makes  it  sweetest  and  most  golden,  is  the  occasional  child 
they  hold  to  their  empty  breasts  more  to  them  than  an  un- 
opened book?  What  does  the  little  pink- bound  volume  say 
to  them,  of  days  and  nights,  of  joys  holy  and  pains  more  holy, 
of  flowers  brighter,  of  waters  greener,  of  skies  deeper,  of  tears 
hotter,  of  songs  more  silver? 

They  were  old  maids,  Miss  Charlotte  and  Miss  Sarah 
Ellen,  living  in  a  little  seaside  cottage,  so  neat  and  set  upon  a 
little  lawn  so  square  and  smooth  that  one  looking  at  it  from 
a  passing  steamer  would  have  called  it  a  child's  forgotten  toy, 
left  lying  on  a  green  rug.  Every  year  the  Misses  Millard 
spent  a  month  in  the  White  Mountains,  where  they  met  other 
ladies,  very  like  themselves,  and  whence  they  brought  fresh 
quantities  of  balsamic  fir  for  the  front  parlor  sofa  pillows,  this 
latter  being  the  more  important  item.  The  rest  of  the  year 
they  spent  at  home,  living  an  arduous  and  busy  existence  of 
herb-gathering,  fruit  preserving,  and  dusting.  Each  sister's 
room  was  filled  with  little  gifts  the  other  had  given  her  on  her 
birthday  or  at  Christmas.  There  were  tiny  bits  of  silver  and 
china,  faint  and  fading  water  colors,  and  silken  things  upon 
the  chairs,  and  knitted  lace  that  seemed  to  hold  immeshed  the 
snowy  winter  twilight  of  the  many  natal  evenings.  Then,  in  Miss 
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Sarah  Ellen's  room  there  was  a  motto,  hung  next  her  certifi- 
cate of  graduation  from  the  Boston  grammar  school.  The 
motto  said  :  "Love  thy  neighbor  as  thyself." 

The  Misses  Millard  did  not  read  much.  There  were  sev- 
eral books  on  the  front  parlor  table  into  which  they  dipped 
once  in  a  while,  with  a  sense  of  duty  ;  for  the  books  had  been 
given  them.  There  had  been  a  time  when  they  had  read 
little  love  stories,  sometimes  aloud.  But  they  did  not  care 
for  them  now.  The  oil  was  burning  low.  They  did  not  even 
talk  very  much,  nor  very  loudly.  In  thirty  or  forty  years' 
companionship  one  has  said  most  of  one's  mortal  repertoire. 

Sometimes  when  the  sisters  were  walking  out  on  the  lawn 
before  tea  Miss  Charlotte  would  say,  "See  the  sunset."  And 
Miss  Sarah  Ellen  would  look  up  softly  questioning :  then  Miss 
Charlotte  would  repeat  her  remark.  For  Miss  Sarah  Ellen 
was  perhaps  getting  a  trifle  deaf ;  and  it  ishard  to  keep  up 
one's  end  of  a  conversation  when  one  has  many  intricate  lace 
patterns  to  remember,  as  well  as  the  morrow's  dusting.  Then 
they  would  go  into  tea  lest  the  evening  dampness  should  catch 
them.  Once,  at  this  meal,  Delia  had  served  them  a  new  kind 
of  sauce  which  she  had  learned  in  Lynn,  but  neither  of  the 
sisters  would  eat  of  it. 

After  tea  they  would  sit  waiting  for  darkness,  in  the  parlor, 
where  the  pale  pink  geraniums  in  the  window  box  faded  grad- 
ually into  the  gray  of  the  twilight,  They  were  very  like  the 
sisters'  cheeks,  those  flowers,  smitten  by  the  ocean's  breath. 

If  you  had  asked  the  Misses  Millard  whether  they  knew 
any  men,  they  would  have  answered,  to  be  sure  they  did. 
Was  there  not  the  man  who  mowed  their  lawn,  and  who  very 
politely  took  off  his  hat,  always,  when  either  of  them  went  out 
to  him  first  in  the  early  morning.  Then  they  know  their  ban- 
kers in  Boston,  men  who  sat  in  leather  chairs  behind  great 
plate  glass  windows,  like  prosperous  gold  fish  in  upper  front 
aquariums.  And  they  were  quite  as  large  and  quite  as  red  as 
is  given  mortal  man  to  be.  Besides  these  there  were  at  least 
twenty  men  whom  they  did  not  know  so  well.  Oh  yes,  they 
knew  men.  Nevertheless  it  was  rather  a  trial  when  their 
nephew,  Kenneth  Millard,  came  up  from  his  home  in  South 
America  to  attend  college,  and  they  realized  that,  as  their 
brother's  son,  they  must  pay  him  some  attention.  That  was 
eight  years  ago,  when  Kenneth  was  about  twenty  years  old. 

If  it  was  a  trial  to  his  aunts  it  was  certainly  one  to  Kenneth 
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also,  that  first  visit  to  the  cottage.  His  life  on  a  ranch  in 
Brazil  had  been  a  very  lonely  one.  He  had  seen  very  few 
women  and  known  scarcely  any,  other  than  his  mother.  But 
he  must  have  known  her  very  well.  These  slender,  white, 
flat-chested  sisters  of  his  father  interested  as  much  as  they 
troubled  him. 

Their  hands  are  like  this  china,  he  was  thinking,  as  they 
gave  him  tea  in  thin,  white  porcelain,  with  rings  of  gold  about 
it,  telling  him  in  their  small  voices,  and  with  but  little  hope 
of  interesting  him,  that  it  had  been  brought  over  from  England. 

Their  two  little  voices  worried  him  as  mosquitoes  do  a  sleeper. 
They  would  sing  towards  him  out  of  the  silence  with  an 
irrelevant  question  about  his  home,  or  an  entreaty,  often  re- 
iterated in  the  kindness  of  their  hearts,  to  have  some  more 
preserve  or  another  piece  of  bread;  and  he  would  brush  at 
them  with  a  hasty  "Yes"  or  "No"  and  go  back  to  his  thoughts. 
He  had  tried  telling  them  about  Brazil  in  an  interesting  and 
connected  manner.  They  were  very  curious  concerning  that 
distant  land  but  they  did  not  seem  able  to  grasp  his  rapidly 
spoken  words,  perhaps  with  an  accent  a  trifle  strange  to  them. 
They  would  listen  quietly,  then  astonish  him  with  a  question 
that  made  him  wonder  if  they  had  been  asleep.  This  method 
of  questioning  continued  in  use  during  several  of  his  earlier 
visits,  they  kept  a  written  list  of  questions  to  ask  him  when 
he  should  next  come.  At  last,  wearied  past  endurance,  with 
the  calmness  and  determination  of  a  vivisector  he  experi- 
mented, trying  to  produce  astonishment  in  the  two  innocent 
old  ladies.  Some  of  the  facts  he  told  them  would  have  caused 
considerable  agitiation  in  scientific  circles  had  either  of  the 
Misses  Millard  chosen  to  write  a  monograph  on  Brazil. 

Kenneth  was  a  well  built  fellow  of  medium  height,  with  a 
kind  of  changeable  beauty  about  his  dark,  irregular  features. 
His  hair  was  rather  longer  than  the  conventional  young  man's, 
and  he  wore  a  sombrero,  that  afternoon  when  he  first  saw  his 
aunts.  They  looked  at  his  hair,  as  he  shook  hands  with  them ; 
then  their  eyes  met. 

"He  wears  it  longer  than  Mr.  Broadstreet's,"  said  Miss 
Charlotte,  hesitatingly,  after  he  had  gone  upstairs.  "Some 
men  do."    Mr.  Bradstreet  was  one  of  their  bankers. 

After  a  few  moments  silence,  Miss  Sarah  Ellen,  with  seem- 
ing irrelevance,  reminded  her  sister  that  the  grocer's  boy  wore 
a  hat  that  might  be  called  large.    She  had  been  holding  Ken- 
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neth's  in  her  lap.  She  noticed  that  it  had  a  faint  odor,  not 
unpleasant :  then  she  remembered  that  the  hat  of  Mr.  Joseph 
Curtis,  while  he  was  waiting  upon  her,  smelled  of  hair  oil. 

The  two  ladies  looked  upon  their  nephew  as  they  might 
have  done  upon  a  large  Newfoundland  dog.  They  were  dis- 
posed to  like  him  but — he  was  hard  to  get  used  to.  Then 
they  realized  dimly  that  he  was  strange  even  of  his  kind,  and 
that  troubled  them. 

He  began  to  come  more  and  more  often  to  the  little  cot- 
tage. At  first  he  had  come  on  holidays  occasionally ;  then 
he  would  run  down  from  Boston  between  whiles  ;  finally  he 
decided  to  spend  a  summer  with  them.  The  ladies  liked  to 
go  about  with  him ;  it  pleased  them  to  meet  their  neighbors, 
going  to  or  from  the  station,  and  to  see  their  young  man,  as 
they  called  him,  take  off  his  hat  as  they  passed  and  spoke. 
As  for  Kenneth,  he  was  very  fond  of  and  deeply  interested 
in  his  aunts. 

It  was  on  his  third  or  fourth  visit  that,  as  they  were 
having  tea  in  the  geranium  scented  parlor,  he  crushed 
one  of  the  porcelain  cups  in  his  strong  brown  hand.  He 
watched  his  aunts  attentively,  while  he  was  apologizing  for  his 
awkwardness.  They  were  pale.  It  had  been  many  years 
since  they  had  lost  a  piece  of  that  precious  old  china.  They 
always  washed  it,  wiped  it  and  put  it  away  themselves. 

"It  is  good,"  said  Kenneth  to  himself,  "that  they  should 
have  something  hurt  them  occasionally  besides  headaches." 

That  night  for  the  first  time  he  kissed  one  of  his  aunts.  It 
was  Miss  Charlotte,  as  she  sat  in  the  back  parlor  sewing  a 
button  on  one  of  his  shirts.  He  leaned  over  the  back  of  her 
chair  and  put  his  lips  to  her  cheek.  Then  he  went  out  into 
the  garden,  leaving  Miss  Charlotte  sitting  quite  still  and  up- 
right in  her  chair.  She  finished  sewing  on  the  button  and 
went  upstairs  to  her  sister.  She  said  nothing  about  the  kiss, 
though  her  conscience  troubled  her  for  being  silent.  The 
next  day  she  was  comforted.  She  saw  Kenneth  caress  her 
sister  in  the  same  way,  as  Miss  Sarah  Ellen  was  trimming  a 
rose  bush  in  the  garden. 

"My  hair  is  not  quite  so  gray  as  sister's,  I  think,"  remarked 
Miss  Charlotte  thoughtfully,  and  with  her  accustomed  irrele- 
vance, as  she  glanced  at  her  mirror  a  moment  afterwards. 
When  the  sisters  looked  into  each  other's  eyes  the  next  time 
each  was  much  surprised  to  observe  the  other  blush.  Like- 
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wise  they  both  fancied  they  could  detect  a  faint  bit  of  camphire 
in  the  air. 

"The  camel's  hair  shawl !"  thought  Miss  Sarah  Ellen. 

"The  camel's  hair  shawl  !"  thought  Miss  Charlotte. 

"Dear  old  girls  !"  thought  Kenneth,  sniffing  the  roses  in  the 
garden.  "It  is  a  damned  shame  that  a  fellow  can't  have 
every  woman  too  old  for  him  to  marry,  for  his  mother." 

And  now  about  the  camel's  hair  shawl :  and  what  happened 
on  that  never-to-be-forgotten  day  in  Boston :  it  was  shortly 
after  Kenneth  came  from  South  America  the  first  time  The 
details  of  the  matter  were,  for  me,  shrouded  in  mystery  until 
several  years  ago  when  he  himself  told  me  all  about  it.  I  don't 
think  the  Misses  Millard  permitted  themselves  even  to  think 
about  it,  except  perhaps  at  midnight,  in  the  dark  of  the  moon. 

Kenneth  wrote  up  the  happenings  of  that  day  in  a  story 
which  he  named  "Bacchus  and  My  Aunts."  Then  under  a 
nom  de  plume  he  sent  it  to  a  large  magazine.  The  charac- 
ters were  well  disguised  of  course.  He  told  me  the  tale  was 
so  well  written  and  he  enjoyed  its  acceptance  so  greatly  in  an- 
ticipation that  he  quite  exhausted  the  pleasures  of  fame  and 
did  not  care  at  all  when  it  was  rejected,  first  by  his  chosen 
magazine,  then  by  nearly  every  other,  each  in  its  turn.  At 
last  one  tiny,  mush- room  publication  paid  him  twenty-five 
dollars  for  it,  and  it  became  the  first  of  his  printed  ego. 

Now  the  most  exciting  chapter  in  the  Misses  Millard's  life 
(it  would  be  sheer  flattery  to  pretend  that  they  had  more  than 
one  life  between  them,  and  of  the  very  smallest  size  at  that), 
and  the  first  chapter  of  their  nephew's  publication  began 
thus. 

During  Kenneth's  second  or  third  stay  at  the  cottage,  when 
his  aunts  were  becoming  better  acquainted  with  him,  at  a 
moment  when,  after  a  peculiarly  ingenious  fabrication  on  their 
victim's  part,  the  ladies  had  withdrawn  from  the  Brazilian 
discussion  for  a  breathing  spell,  Miss  Charlotte  began  to 
sound  him  on  the  temperance  question.  (It  is  a  peculiarity 
of  our  every  day  logic  that  when  we  speak  of  the  temperance 
question  we  almost  invariably  mean  the  /^temperance  ques- 
tion). Was  it  true,  Miss  Charlotte  asked,  that  some  times — 
not  often  of  course — some  of  the  oldest  boys  at  his  college — 
occasionally — drank — beer  ?  That  —  much  less  often  of 
course — when  they  had  drunk  a  great  deal — perhaps  three 
or  four  glasses — they  became — intoxicated  ?  That  when  in 
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this  condition  they  did  not  go  home  till  very  late — till  morn- 
ing in  fact — even  singing  songs  to  that  effect — and — there 
were — peculiar  mechanical  effects  of  illumination?  She 
supposed  there  was  very  little  truth  in  it.  She  had  merely 
overheard  two  young  men  talking  about  it  at  the  railroad 
station. 

Kenneth  replied  with  grave  deliberation  and  lovingly,  (they 
reminded  him  of  his  mother  strangely,  though  she  was  rather 
a  woman  of  the  world,  certainly  not  an  ignorant  one),  that  it 
was  quite  true.  That  some  of  the  very  oldest  fellows — 
occasionally  did  drink — beer.    That  there  were — results! 

Whereupon  his  aunts  informed  him  that  at  the  very  next 
monthly  meeting  of  the  Woman's  Christian  Temperance  Union 
they  were  going  to  have  their  names  proposed  for  member- 
ship, in  order  that  they  might  do  their  little  to  prevent  the 
spread  of  intemperance,  and  to  put  a  stop  to  it  in  his  college 
and  elsewhere. 

Kenneth,  after  a  moment's  silence,  asked  whether  as  res- 
pectable spinsters  they  would  presume  to  advise  anyone  on 
the  management  of  infants. 

The  ladies  looked  at  each  other,  as  ones  having  guilty 
memories,  but  shook  their  heads  in  denial,  while  Kenneth, 
happily  ignorant  of  the  illustration's  inapplicability  to  maidens 
of  uncertain  age,  went  on  to  ask  whether,  as  inland  dwellers, 
and  persons  never  having  seen  a  storm  at  sea,  they  would  try 
for  positions  in  a  life  saving  station. 

The  ladies  in  utter  bewilderment,  protested  that  they  would 
never  under  any  circumstances  think  of  trying  for  positions 
in  a  life  saving  station.  Miss  Sarah  Ellen  as  the  elder  de- 
ciding on  the  spur  of  the  moment  that  it  would  not  be 
proper. 

When  Kenneth  returned  from  the  garden,  whither  he  had 
gone  in  an  extasy  of  laughter,  (he  had  never  troubled  after 
the  first  to  conceal  his  amusement  at  his  aunts,  and  they, 
never  dreaming  that  they  could  provoke  smiles,  considered 
sudden  merriment  an  independent  characteristic  of  the 
animal,  as  of  a  dog  to  wag  his  tail)  he  surprised  them  by 
proposing  that  they  come  to  Boston  on  the  next  Friday,  the 
third  of  July,  stay  over  night  at  a  quiet  hotel,  and  witness  the 
celebration  of  the  national  holiday. 

Here  in  justice  to  myself  I  must  say  that  I  do  not  agree 
with  Kenneth's  reasoning  at  this  point  of  his  proceedings. 
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I  do  not  think  it  needful  for  a  physician  to  have  suffered  with 
every  sickness  he  may  undertake  to  cure,  and  I  do  think  that 
without  having  experienced  either  murdering  or  being  mur- 
dered, a  man  may  very  vigorously  and  with  reason  object  to 
that  practice.  I  have  heard  him  say  that  it  would  be  ex- 
pedient as  well  as  more  consistent  if  there  were  required  of 
every  candidate  for  temperance  work  a  physician's  certificate 
of  having  been  at  least  once  pleasantly  intoxicated.  But 
perhaps  both  our  views  are  wrongly  extreme.  Kenneth  says 
that  immediately  he  had  a  sincere  desire  to  broaden  their 
lives,  to  wake  them  up  ;  that  generally  he  disliked  to  see 
people  applying  their  living  energy  to  some  vast  theoretical 
abstraction,  when  the  plants  in  the  window  needed  water. 
Whatever  may  be  the  ethical  aspect  of  his  motives,  Miss 
Sarah  Ellen  and  Miss  Charlotte  came  to  Boston. 

In  the  afternoon  his  aunts  did  some  shopping,  rested,  and 
rather  hastily  finished  their  dinner  that  they  might  accompany 
him  to  the  theatre.  In  their  girlhood  they  had  seen  most  of 
Shakespeare's  plays  and  many  of  the  old  comedies,  so  that 
he  had  no  prejudices  to  fight  in  that  direction. 

From  a  comfortably  large  list  of  attractions  he  had  chosen 
a  comic  opera,  as  calculated  to  shock  their  ideas  of  dressing 
into  a  state  of  healthy  broadness,  as  well  as  to  amuse.  He 
was  unable  to  decide  whether  or  not  they  had  enjoyed  the 
play :  they  were  very  silent.  But  as  he  had  expected  they 
were  a  trifle  hungry.  They  went  to  a  cafe  and  ordered  some 
light  food,  Kenneth  suggesting  as  an  afterthought  that  they 
have  also  some  beer. 

This  was  the  critical  moment.  Would  they  refuse  ?  They 
were  not  women  who  had  very  positive  ideas  on  any  subject. 
They  had  never  tasted  beer  and  they  realized  that  by  some 
it  was  condemned.  But  there  were  many  deserts  of  which  they 
had  never  tasted  and  which  they  thought  might  nevertheless 
be  very  good.  Also  they  knew  that  people  disagreed  even 
on  such  important  matters  as  religion  and  politics,  to  say 
nothing  of  beer.  Miss  Charlotte  was  the  more  opposed  to 
it  of  the  two.  She  had  a  confused  recollection  of  a  certain 
temperance  lecture  she  had  heard  in  her  youth.  In  her 
memory,  over  a  mazy  landscape  of  magic  lantern  slides,  shone 
as  a  red  harvest  moon,  the  inflamed  nose  of  that  unfortunate 
inebriate  whom  the  lecturer  had  used  as  a  living  exclamation 
point  to  punctuate  some  of  his  most  telling  sentences. 
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In  the  meanwhile,  as  a  matter  of  course,  the  beer  had  been 
brought  and  opened.  It  was  by  their  plates,  yellow,  foam- 
capped,  and  purring  in  airy  satisfaction  at  having  escaped  the 
bottle.  At  this  moment  Miss  Sarah  Ellen,  looking  at  the 
next  table  beheld  a  lady  sipping  from  just  such  a  glass  of 
amber  fluid  as  her  own.  The  lady  was  attired  in  magnificent 
black  velvet  brocade,  heavily  trimmed  with  jet.  Could  a 
creature  robed  in  that  fabric  do  wrong?  Miss  Sarah  Ellen, 
fixing  her  eyes  on  the  brocade,  placed  the  glass  to  her  lips. 
"It  must  have  cost  seven  dollars  a  yard  if  it  cost  a  cent  V* 
thought  she. 

Miss  Charlotte  had  been  to  the  Centennial  at  Philadelphia. 
While  there,  of  a  western  man  happening  to  stop  at  the  same 
house,  she  had  learned  the  details  of  a  quaint  game  called  poker, 
played  with  cards.  Was  she,  having  been  looked  upon  for 
many  years  by  Miss  Sarah  Ellen  as  comparatively  a  woman 
of  the  world,  was  she  in  the  latter  years  of  her  life  to  be 
surpassed  in  worldiness  by  her  sister?  Get  thee  behind  her 
thou  moon  nosed  exclamation  point !  Get  thee  into  the 
mountain  heights  of  thy  magic  lantern  slides  !  Miss  Charlotte 
drank  deeply  of  her  beverage. 

Really,  in  spite  of  its  unpleasant  taste,  it  was  not  very 
unlike  cider.  A  little  lighter  in  color  certainly  but  that  was 
a  point  in  its  favor.  Its  warmth  in  the  throat  was  soothing. 
Miss  Sarah  Ellen  with  a  glance  called  her  sister's  attention 
to  the  brocade.  Yes,  about  seven,  she  should  judge,  sig- 
nified the  eyes  of  Miss  Charlotte.  They  sipped  their  beer 
industriously,  considering  it  better  to  dispose  of  all  un- 
pleasant business,  before  settling  to  a  discussion  of  the  black 
brocade.  The  trimming  is  very  like  that  on  sister's  dolman, 
thought  Miss  Charlotte.  Kenneth  was  beginning  a  story. 
She  was  sure  it  was  going  to  be  a  funny  one  and  easy  to 
understand,  it  sounded  very  pleasant,  and  slow  and  vibratory. 
Kenneth  had  moved  further  away  evidently.  A  glance  from 
her  sister  called  her  attention  to  the  lady  in  black.  She  of  the 
brocade  was  just  having  her  glass  refilled.  Then  for  the  first 
time  Miss  Charlotte  noticed  that  her  glass  had  likewise  been 
filled  again.  She  sipped  the  liquor  slowly,  smiling.  What  a 
good  boy  Kenneth  was  !  She  was  surprised  to  perceive  her 
sister  wink  !  That  is,  she  felt  that  she  ought  to  have  been 
surprised.  Her  sister,  hater  of  all  vulgarity,  wink !  Fol- 
lowing the  direction  of  Miss  Sarah  Ellen's  eyes,  she  saw  that 
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three  of  the  jet  stars  which  decorated  the  hem  of  the  brocade 
skirt  were  missing.  Frowning  to  show  her  disapproval  of 
such  criminal  carelessness,  Miss  Charlotte  winked  three 
times  in  rapid  succession  to  denote  that  she  understood  ex- 
actly the  extent  of  the  loss.  At  least  she  thought  she 
had  counted  three.  It  was  very  difficult.  It  occured  to 
her  that  the  jet  ornaments  were — yes  she  felt  she  could  ap- 
ply to  them  an  adjective  that  she  had  heard  Kenneth  use 
rather  often — they  were — they  were — athletic  !  She  heard 
Kenneth  and  Miss  Sarah  Ellen  laughing.  So  he  had  finished 
his  story ;  it  was  certainly  a  very  funny  one,  something  about 
Cuba.  She  remembered  a  story  herself — about  a  certain 
hive  of  pigs  which — she  beheld  her  sister  smiling  peacefully, 
if  rather  strangely,  across  her  third  glass  of  beer — or  perhaps 
more  correctly  through  it,  for  certainly 


"He  timpers  the  wind  to  a  shorn  lamb  !"  exclaimed  the 
motherly  woman  with  a  strong  Irish  accent,  who  came  out 
of  the  Misses  Millard's  room.  "They're  sleepin',  peaceful  as 
babes,  a  bit  of  a  cocktail  in  the  mornin'  an — "  "Yes"  said 
Kenneth,  waiting  in  the  hall.  "Don't  go  into  them  until 
very  late  in  the  morning,  will  you,  Mrs.  Karney?  And  be 
very  good  to  them  !" 

He  had  taken  his  aunts,  two  very  happy  and  quite 
dignified  little  figures  in  black  silk,  directly  from  the  cafe,  to 
their  hotel,  there  giving  them  into  Mrs.  Karney's  care. 

The  next  morning  he  sent  them  by  that  good  woman,  a 
basket  of  flowers  and  a  blue  bottle  containing  a  powder, 
advising  them,  in  an  affectionate  little  note,  that  its  contents 
would  make  their  heads  feel  better. 

"How  could  he  have  known  !"  exclaimed  Miss  Sarah  Ellen, 
sitting  up  in  bed.  "Charlotte,  did  you — did  you — notice 
anything — that  is — I  looked  most  particularly  at  the  lights — 
you  remember?" 

"Oh,  Nellie,"  moaned  Miss  Charlotte  from  the  pillow,  "I 
did  not  notice  anything." 

The  next  time  Kenneth  came  to  the  cottage  it  was  without 
having  been  invited.  His  aunts,  seeing  him  coming  up  the 
path,  fled  each  to  her  room  aud  there  wept.  Shortly  after, 
secretly  approachiug  Delia  by  the  back  stairs,  to  that  dam- 
sel's consternation  each  had  deposited  with  her  a  list  of  all 
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the  things  Kenneth  liked  best  that  she  might  prepare  them  for 
tea.  Meanwhile  they  had  not  joined  the  temperance  asso- 
ciation. 

Jean  Ross  Irvine. 

♦Note. — See  first  note — The  lack  of  unity  in  this  article,  the 
insubordination  of  apparently  minor  details,  the,  to  a  certain  ex- 
tent, plotlessness  of  it — its  general  lack  of  organic  wholeness — 
makes  it  well  perhaps  to  explain  that  it  is  but  a  sketched  part  of  a 
future  writing,  scarcely  more  than  bits  of  description,  some  of  which 
seemed  pleasant  to  the  writer,  wherefore  they  are  published. — 
[Editor.] 

Zbc  Cbartreuse, 

'Twas  o'er  a  dusty  cobwebbed  bottle,  old, 
From  which  he  poured  a  wine  of  ruddy  glint, 
Of  choice  selection  from  the  Chartreuse  vint ; 
Mine  host,  a  travelled  man,  of  these  things  told. 

T'was  not  when  warm  and  balmy  nights 

Allure  the  traveller  to  the  Alpine  Heights ; 

But  Nature  wrapped  in  linen  pure  and  white 

Lay  sleeping  'neath  a  starry  night. 

Such  was  the  night,  when  I  fatigued  and  slow 

With  trudging  all  day  through  the  fallen  snow 

Arrived  within  the  precincts  of  a  holy  town ; 

And  near  its  walls  I  laid  me  down — 

Earth,  shrouded  in  the  sable  wings  of  night; 

My  roof,  the  vault  of  heaven  with  gems  bedight — 

I  slept. 

But  scarce  my  limbs  had  found  repose 
When  loud  into  the  midnight  air  arose, 
The  weird  unearthly  clanging  of  a  bell. 
The  monks  who  in  their  tiny  chalets  dwell 
Came  forth.    Silent  as  stars,  when  one  by  one 
Their  first  faint  light  the  earth  they  cast  upon ; 
So  were  the  friars,  as  each  a  lantern  bore 
And  the  white  sacred  Chartreuse  cassock  wore. 
Two  thousand  forms  ascend  the  heights ; 
With  silent  tread  they  come,  with  flickering  lights 
Into  the  chapel,  plain  and  dank  and  cold ; 
Like  caves  wherein  sea's  mighty  waves  have  rolled. 
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Then  sweet  as  rippling  music  of  fountains ; 
Clear  as  streams  of  virgin  woods  and  mountains  ; 
The  priests  at  mass  their  heavenly  strains  outpour. 
As  rumbling  torrents  through  the  gorges  roar, 
Thus  did  the  monks  with  heart  and  voice  reply. 

The  midnight  mass  was  o'er.  Then  dumbly, 
Cowled  ghostlike  forms,  they  mix  with  night. 

/.  Stafford  Goddard. 

Cyrano  be  Bergerac 

[Cyrano  de  Bergerac  is  the  title  of  a  play  recently  written  by 
Edmond  Rostand,  a  young  French  author.  For  the  three  years, 
since  it  appeared,  it  has  created  a  furore  at  every  representation. 
Coquelin,  claimed  to  be  the  greatest  living  actor,  after  a  continuous 
success  in  Paris,  took  it  to  London  and  is  to  bring  it  to  the  United 
States  this  winter.  Translations  have  been  made  for  Irving  and 
Mansfield  Even  in  the  English,  although  much  of  the  beauty  of 
the  verse  and  the  innate  French  charm  must  be  lost,  the  presenta- 
tion has  had  an  immense  success  in  New  York.  Critics  rank  it 
among  the  greatest  works  of  the  French  dramatists.]  * 

/*npvHE  Gascon  is  the  ideal  type  of  Frenchman.  Coming 
■*      from  a  little  corner  of  southern  France,  he  has  furn- 
ished the  greatest  heroes  to  Gallic  history  and  fiction.  The 
famous  king,  Henry  IV,  was  Gascon   to  his   last  breath. 
D'Artagnan  was  but  the  greatest  of  the  Languedoc  nobles, 
who,  penniless  and  landless,  yet  haughtier  even  than  their 
superiors,  and  ever  looking  out  for  a  quarrel,  came  to  Paris 
in  pursuit  of  fame.    Brilliant,  daring,  a  strange  compound 
of  impulse  and  deliberation,  faithfulness  and  insubordinancy, 
fierce  in  love  and  war ;  the  Gascon  is  known  as  the  best 
friend  and  the  bitterest  enemy.    In  physique  they  are  all 
alike ;  tall,  thin,  quick  as  a  cat,  with  sharp,  nervous  faces. 
"Oeil  d'aigle,  jambe  de  cigogue, 
Moustache  de  chat,  dents  de  lout." 

They  were  the  most  dreaded  adversaries  in  those  duels, 
which  formerly  bedotted  a  gentleman's  life.  But  their  dis- 
tinguishing traits  were  the  nasal  accent,  and  the  innumerable 
strange  oaths,  used  on  all  occasions. 

About  the  time  of  Henry  XIII,  there  was  a  member  of 
the  Gascon  guard,  who  by  his  literary  genius  and  brilliancy 
in  duelling  attracted  the  attention  of  all  Paris.  He  was  a 
Langnedoc  baron,  Cyrano  de  Bergerac.  Gifted  with  a  well- 
formed  body  and  a  noble  mind,  he  was  considered  the 
ugliest  man  of  his  time.     His  face  was  well-formed,  sur- 
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mounted  by  a  lofty  brow,  but  it  was  disfigured  by  a  tre- 
mendous nose.  "Ah,  sirrahs,  what  a  nose  is  that !  You 
can't  see  such  a  one  without  thinking  'surely  he  is  going  to 
take  it  off'  but  M.  de  Bergerac  has  never  done  that." 
And  whoever  made  a  reference  to  it  by  even  snuffling  was 
liable  to  be  impaled  on  Cyrano's  ever-ready,  ever  successful 
sword. 

Although  he  was  full  of  whimsical  conceit,  nevertheless  he 
was  willing  to  acknowledge  any  good.  Boasting  loudly,  yet 
not  vain-glorious,  since  he  ever  told  the  truth,  and  proved  it 
with  his  sword.  Free  from  all  convention,  without  even  a 
titled  protector,  he  dared  to  attack  in  lampoons  the  folly  or 
wickedness  of  the  most  powerful.  Even  when  patronage 
was  offered  he  refused  it.  "What !  to  breakfast  on  a  toad  ; 
to  have  your  skin  grow  dirty  first  about  the  knees ;  to  execute 

feats  of  dorsal  gymnastics?  No  thanks  !  no  thanks  ! 

no  thanks  !  But  to  sing,  to  dream,  laugh,  saunter  idly,  be 
alone  and  be  free.  To  have  a  fearless  eye,  a  voice  that 
vibrates,  to  wear,  if  you  choose,  your  hat  on  your  ear,  for  a 
yes  or  a  no  to  fight, — or  write  verse.  Not  to  climb  high, 
perchance,  but  alone." 

His  best  characteristic  was  his  high,  unselfish  love  for 
Roxana,  a  cousin  of  his,  but  who,  though  he  had  loved  her 
since  childhood,  had  never  known  of  his  love. 

"Without  so  willing  it 

A  mortal  danger.     Dream  at  once  and  lure 

Of  Nature,  exquisite  !    A  perfumed  rose 

Wherein  Love  sets  his  subtle  ambuscade 

Who  knows  her  smile  knows  perfection,"  so  he  describes 
her,  but,  in  the  next  breath,  he  adds  : 

"Consider  what  illusion  I  could  keep 

With  this  protuberance  !    Sometimes,  I  must  confess 

In  the  blue  evening,  when  the  garden  sweets 

Distill  their  perfumes,  that  I,  too,  grow  fond, 

And  my  poor  old  probosculum  breathes  in 

The  gifts  of  April.    Then  if  'neath  the  moon 

Passes  a  cavalier,  and  on  his  arm 

A  lady  leans,  I  dream  of  a  like  burden 

Until  I  see  upon  the  garden-wall 

The  shadow  of  my  profile — 

My  friend,  I  often  pass  bad  hours 

Being  so  hideous." 
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He  even  ordered  an  actor,  who  had  so  much  as  dared  to 
ogle  her,  to  stay  off  the  boards  for  a  month,  and,  when  the 
fellow  tried  to  disobey,  he  was  driven  from  the  stage  at  the 
point  of  Cyrano's  sword.  The  same  night,  just  as  he  was 
leaving  the  theatre,  Roxana's  duenna  came  to  make  an  ap- 
pointment in  behalf  of  her  mistress  for  the  next  morning  be- 
fore mass. 

About  this  time  a  young  baron,  named  Christian  de 
Neuvillee,  enter  the  Gascon  guard.  During  the  short  time 
he  had  been  in  Paris,  he  fell  in  love  with  a  woman,  whose 
name  he  did  not  know,  until  some  one  told  him  that  she  was 
Roxana,  a  cousin  of  the  famous  Cyrano. 

The  next  morning  an  hour  before  the  time,  Cyrano  was  at 
the  rendezvous.  Finally  Roxana  came.  She  had  come  to 
tell  him  that  she  loved  a  certain  cadet  of  the  Gascon  guard, 
whom  she  was  sure  loved  her,  who  was  young,  noble,  brilliant 
— and  handsome.  Cyrano,  having  for  a  moment  thought  him- 
self the  chosen  one,  jumped  to  his  feet  with  a  cry  of  pain.  He 
mastered  himself,  finding  an  excuse  in  a  newly  received 
wound.  Then  Roxana  made  him  promise  to  tell  Christian, 
who  was  her  chosen  one,  of  her  favor  for  him. 

That  day  Cyrano  drew  Christian  aside,  and  told  him  of 
Roxana's  love.  But  Christian  could  not  be  overjoyed ;  he 
knew  that  he  had  neither  wit  nor  brilliancy.  But  Cyrano, 
foreseeing  how  Roxana  would  suffer  at  the  young  fellow's 
boorishness,  keeping,  however,  his  own  love  secret,  offered 
to  teach  him  suitable  words.  For  a  time  this  arrangement 
worked  perfectly ;  Christian,  learning  his  impassioned 
speeches,  and  repeating  them  to  Roxana.  One  unlucky  day> 
the  young  fellow  rebelled  against  this  borrowing.  But,  when 
he  was  with  Rozana,  he  could  only  blurt  out,  "I  love  you," 
"I  adore  you."  Thoroughly  disgusted  with  his  unaccustomed 
stupidity,  Roxana  left  him.  The  poor  fellow  rushed  to 
Cyrano,  beseeching  him  to  restore  him  in  favor.  Cyrano 
consented,  and  together  they  reached  Roxana's  garden  just  at 
dusk.  She  comes  out  on  a  balcony.  Then  Christian  repeats 
the  words  which  Cyrano  whispers  from  the  shadows.  In  a 
moment  this  becomes  impracticable,  and  Cyrano,  pushing 
Christian  out  of  sight,  takes  his  place.  At  first  he  is  con- 
fused, but  his  tremendous  love  takes  possession  of  his  whole 
being,  and  whispering,  in  order  that  she  may  not  know  him, 
he  pours  forth  his  soul  in  a  wonderful  love-pleading.  As 
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Cyrano,  now  unconscious  of  himself,  of  Christian,  of  every- 
thing, reaches  a  climax,  Christian  from  beneath  the  balcony 
cries,  "A  kiss."  For  a  second,  Roxana  is  brought  down 
from  the  stars,  but  Cyrano  takes  up  the  word  :  "A  kiss,  what 
is  it  when  all  is  said?  It  is  an  oath  a  little  more  binding,  a 
promise  more  exacting.  It  is  the  rose  colored  dot  over  the 
verb  ai?ner ;  it  is  a  secret  which  mouth  tells  to  mouth;  it  is  a 
moment  of  infinity,  which  brushes  by  with  the  sound  of  a  bee  ; 
a  communion- wafer  bearing  the  taste  of  flowers ;  a  way  of 
letting  one  heart  breathe  of  the  other's  fragrance ;  and  of  one 
soul  tasting,  at  the  lip's  touching,  the  soul  of  the  other  " 

Now  he  pushes  Christian  forward,  that  he  may  climb  the 
balcony,  while  he  himself,  racked  with  the  tortures  of  panting 
unrequitted  love,  stays  beneath  to  content  himself  with  bitter- 
sweet philosophy. 

uAie,  my  heart,  a  kiss?    Love's  feast  is  this, 
And  I,  below,  play  Lazarus?    Yet  a  crumb 
From  that  rich  table  falls  of  right  to  me, 
Since,  from  the  lips,  where  falls  Roxana's  kiss 
She  sucks  the  sweet  of  words  that  I  have  spoken." 
At  this  point  a  capucin  enters,  bearing  a  letter  for  Roxana. 
Cyrano  appears  as  if  he  had  just  arrived.    The  letter  is  from 
the  duke  de  Guiche,  a  powerful  suitor  of  Roxana's,  and  it  says 
I  that  he  will  soon  come  to  see  her.    Roxana  with  the  ready 
wit  of  a  woman,  reads  it  as  bidding  the  capucin  to  marry  her 
to  Christian.    But  the  duke's  revenge  is  easy ;  he  orders  the 
Gascon  regiment,  which  is  under  his  command  to  depart  for 
the  seige  of  Arras.  The  virgin- bride  can  only  exact  a  promise 
!  from  Cyrano  that  her  husband  will  be  protected. 

At  the  seige,  through  de  Guiche's  hate,  the  Gascons  are 
given  the  most  exposed  position,  and  are  the  nearest  starved 
in  the  famine.    At  last,  harrassed  by  the  pangs  of  hunger, 
>  they  rebel.    Cyrano  tries  to  rally  them. 

"Oh,  you  always  have  a  joke  ready,"  says  one. 
"Yes,  the  point !  the  pun  ! 

And  I  would  like  to  die  some  evening  under  a  rosy  sky, 
making  a  bon  mot  for  a  belle  cause." 

ALL. 

I  am  hungry  ! 

CYRANO. 

Approach,  Bertrandon  the  fifes,  ancient  shepherd ; 
From  its  double  case  of  leather  take  one  of  thy  pipes, 

15 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


Breathe  into  it  and  play  upon  that  confusion  of  holes  and 
keys 

Those  old  airs  of  our  country  with  their  sweet  haunting 
rhythm. 

Each  note  of  which  is  dear  as  a  little  sister 

In  which  remains  imprisoned  the  sound  of  loved  voices ; 

Those  airs  whose  slow  movement  is  that  of  the  smoke 

Which  the  natal  hamlet  exhales  from  its  roofs. 

Listen  Gascons — No  longer  'neath  his  fingers 

Is  this  the  fife  of  camps.    'Tis  the  flute  of  the  woods. 

'Tis  the  slow  warble  of  our  goat- herds  at  home. 

Listen  ?  'Tis  the  vale,  the  plain,  the  pasture,  the  forest, 

'Tis  the  little  brown  shepherd  under  his  cloth  cap. 

Listen  Gascons,  'tis  all  Gascony  ! 

Heads  are  bowed,  tears  furtively  wiped  away,  but  they 
rouse  immediately  at  the  sound  of  a  drum.  It  is  announced 
that  they  are  to  withstand  an  attack  of  the  Spanish,  while  the 
rest  of  the  army  goes  foraging.  A  carriage  drives  up  just 
now,  with  the  coachman  crying :  "Service  du  roi."  When 
the  door  is  opened,  to  the  amazement  of  all  Roxana  steps 
out.  When  she  is  entreated  to  leave,  on  account  of  the  ap- 
proaching battle,  she  refuses  absolutely.  Meanwhile  Cyrano 
is  confessing  to  Christian  that  he  has  written  to  Roxana  twice 
a  day,  since  the  regiment  left,  and  gives  him  one  he  has  just 
written  As  the  young  man  reads  it,  he  begins  to  see  through 
Cyrono's  magnificent  deception.  When  he  sees  teardrops  on 
the  papers,  he  is  convinced,  and  Roxana  in  her  first  tete  a 
tete  with  her  husband  tells  him  that  now  she  loves  his  genius 
far  more  than  she  had  loved  his  body ;  that  even  if  he  be- 
came deformed,  her  love  would  be  unabated.  Christian  does 
not  hesitate  a  minute,  he  calls  Cyrano  and  tells  him  to  have 
Roxana  choose  between  them.  For  a  moment  the  selfish 
temptation  is  strong,  but  Cyrano  crushes  it  down.  Mean 
while  there  is  a  volley  outside,  and  cadets  enter  bearing  a 
body.  Cyrano  tries  to  prepare  Roxana,  but,  tearing  herself 
away,  she  rushes  over  to  where  her  husband,  shot  in  the  first 
volley,  lies  dying.  He  tries  to  speak  but  Cyrano  whispers  to 
him  that  she  loves  him  still,  and  the  poor  fellow,  looking 
toward  his  wife  with  a  radiant  smile,  dies.  Outside  there  is 
continuous  firing.  The  cadets  rush  in  and  group  themselves 
around  Cyrano. 

Cyrano,  ( speaking  Gascon  patois.) 
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"Hardi !  Recules  pas  drollos  I" 
(To  the  Captain.) 
Have  no  fear. 

I  have  two  deaths  to  revenge  :  Christian  and  my  happiness. 
Toumbe  dessus  !    Escrasas  lous  ! 

A  cadet  ( appearing  on  the  rampart  cries:) 
They  come  ! 
(and  falls  dead.} 
( The  rampart  is  crowned  with  a  terrible  mass  of  the  enemy.) 
A  Spanish  Officer  : 
Who  are  those  people  who  are  killing  themselves. 
Cyrano,  {in  the  midst  of  the  bullets :) 
Ce  sont  les  cadets  de  Gascogne 
De  Carbon  de  Carbon  de  Castel-Jaloux. 
Bretteurs  et  menteurs  sans  vergogne. 

The  scene  opens  again  fourteen  years  afterward.  Roxana 
has  entered  a  convent,  where  she  lives  in  the  memory  of 
Christian's  genius  and  love.  Cyrano,  visibly  older  now,  lame, 
and  with  whitened  hair,  but  still  the  same  Cyrano,  sweetened 
and  saddened  by  age,  comes  to  see  her  every  week.  He  has 
never  told  her  of  his  deception,  because  of  his  last  words  to 
Christian.  He  still  is  fighting  against  cowardice  and  vice, 
though  he  is  now  slowly  dying  of  starvation  and  want. 

One  afternoon,  as  the  leaves  are  falling  and  covering  every- 
thing in  the  old  convent  garden,  he  is  late  for  the  first  time 
in  years.  Finally  he  appears  very  pale,  and  leaning  heavily 
on  a  cane.  The  two  sit  happily  and  quietly  under  the  cool, 
autumn  sky  among  the  fast  falling  leaves. 

"How  beautifully  they  fall  ! 

A  final  grace  and  beauty  is  revealed 

Since  they  must  lie  and  rot  upon  the  ground, 

They  glide  to  earth  like  young  birds  from  the  nest," 
Cyrano  says.    Then  he  gives  a  gazette  of  the   week's  news, 
stopping  suddenly  at  Saturday. 

The  short  October  sunset  begins.  The  talk  turns  to 
Christian,  and  Roxana  hands  Cyrano  the  letter  which  she, 
since  his  death,  has  treasured  as  her  dearest  possession. 
Cyrano  reads  it  aloud,  not  as  her  husband's  letter,  but  as  the 
expression  of  his  very  soul  about  his  own  approaching  fate. 
"Adieu,  Roxana,  my  hour  has  come 

'Twill  be  tonight,  my  well  beloved. 

My  soul  the  burden  of  a  love 

Untold  still  bears,  I  die — -No  more  these  eyes, 

Ne'er  sated,  may  foresee  the  kiss 

My  lips  still  long  for.    Adieu,  Roxana  !" 
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He  reads  in  a  half-whisper.  The  dusk  is  falling  quickly. 
As  he  speaks,  Roxana  feels  the  years  slip  away ;  she  is  back 
on  the  balcony,  while  from  below  comes  that  golden  whisper 
of  panting,  yearning  love.  Crossing  over,  she  stands  behind 
Cyrano.  The  night  has  come  and  she  can  no  longer  see  the 
lines,  but  he  continues  from  memory  : 

"My  heart  has  never  ceased  to  be  with  you. 
I  am — and  shall  be  in  that  world  to  come 
He  who  whom  for  you  an  infinite  love 
Ever  possessed." 

The  light  bursts  on  her  mind ;  she  sees  his  glorious  love 
and  the  whole  noble  deception. 

At  this  moment,  two  old  friends  of  Cyrano  rush  in.    "  'Tis 

true,  I  had  not  finished  my  gazette  And  Saturday 

and  hour  before  dinner,  M.  de  Bergerac  was  assassinated." 

( He  uncovers  showing  his  head  covered  with  bandages.) 

A  lackey,  hired  by  some  powerful  enemy,  had  dropped  a 
plank  on  his  head  while  he  was  passing  under  a  window ;  he 
had  risen  from  his  death  bed  to  see  Roxana.  One  of  his  friends, 
hoping  to  please  him,  tells  how  Moliere  in  his  newly-presented 
play,  Scapin,  had  plagiarized  from  Cyrano's  works.  Cyrano 
answers ;  "Yes,  mine  but  was  the  life  of  one  who  breathes— 
and  is  forgotten.  Do  you  remember  the  evening  when 
Christian  spoke  to  you  beneath  the  balcony?  Well  my  whole 
life  is  there.  While  I  stayed  beneath  in  the  shadow,  another 
climbed  to  cull  the  kiss  of  glory.  Moliere  has  genius  and 
Christian  had  beauty." 

The  organ  in  the  convent  chapel  begins  to  play  softly,  with 
distant  thunder  of  diapason.  Cyrano  feels  death  creeping 
upon  him ;  he  cannot  die,  as  he  is,  sitting  in  a  chair.  He 
gets  up,  and,  placing  his  back  against  a  tree,  draws  his  sword. 
As  he  slips  into  the  arms  of  death,  a  paroxysm  of  exaltation 
passes  over  him.  Grand  and  beautiful  though  his  love  for 
Roxana  may  be,  it  drops  from  his  sight ;  he  can  only  see  his 
life's  work. 

"What  say  you?    Useless?   No,  one  does  not  fight 
For  victory  alone.    'Tis  finer  when  you  know 
Defeat  is  sure.    Who  are  all  those  who  stand? 
Those  thousands  there  ?    I  recognize  ye  now 
As  ancient  foes.    Lies,  Compromise  and  Hate 
And  Prejudice  and  Weakness — all  the  brood 
Who  long  to  beat  me  down.    And  Folly,  too, 
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Who  always  wins  the  fight.    No  matter  so, 
If  still  I  swing  my  aword. 

( He  strikes  out  with  his  sword,  and  stops ,  panting.) 
You  tear  from  me  the  laurel  and  the  rose. 
Snatch,  if  you  will?    But  yet  there  is  one  thing 
Which,  spite  of  you,  I'll  carry,  when  this  night 
I  enter  in  God's  house.    For  this  one  thing 
Is  mine  without  a  stain,  which  I  have  made 
My  Honor's  gage.    My  soldier's  White  Cocade. 

Robert  Lounsbury  Black. 

♦The  quotations  are  from  the  play.  In  some  cases  it  has  been  impossible  to 
turn  the  English  equivalent  into  metre,  while  in  others  it  is  impossible  to 
translate  without  losing  the  beauty  of  thought  and  expression. 

H  1Rount>eL 

In  Spring — 

On  our  lawn  was  a  sapling  tree, 
Like  to  a  young  maid,  soothly  lean. 

As  maid  is  clothed,  so  was  she, 
In  webs  of  green. 

In  Winter — 

When  snow  was,  had  she  not  so  been. 
In  snow  up  to  her  kneen — ah  me  ! 

She  stood,  stark  in  the  snow's  white  sheen. 

In  Autumn — 

With  joy's  shame  bore  she  tremulously — 
E'en  of  the  flowers  to  be  so  seen — 
Jove's  love-gold,  like  to  Danea, 

Gold  showered  queen ! 

Jean  Ross  Irvine. 

Gbe  Uttbtte  ©eatb. 

A  HAWAIIAN  INCIDENT. 

'  I^HE  prophet  Mohammed  as  he  saw  in  the  distance,  the 
*  beautiful  city  of  Damascus,  said,  "I  will  not  enter  the 
city,  for  I  hope  to  see  a  heavenly  paradise  hereafter,  but  I  will 
not  desire  to  reach  it,  if  I  first  visit  this  paradise  on  earth." 
The  traveller  as  he  nears  the  beautiful  Sandwich  islands, 
may  also  feel  that  he  is  nearing  an  earthly  paradise.  In  the 
midst  of  the  sunny  Balboa  seas,  rise  the  eight  small  isles,  of 
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which  Hawaii  is  the  largest.  Their  mountains  are  covered 
with  everlasting  snow,  their  valleys  are  gardens  of  flowers  and 
fruit.  The  climate  is  soft  and  mild,  while  the  inhabitants  of 
the  lovely  islands  are  gentle,  kindly  and  well  educated.  In 
short  everything  tends  to  make  it  as  charming  a  land  as  any 
in  the  world. 

But  over  this  little  sea-world  there  hovers  like  a  shadow, 
an  awful  blight,  leprosy,  the  "Mai  Pake,"  or  Chinese  sickness. 
Year  after  year  hundreds  of  the  happy  islanders  are  stricken 
with  the  awful  disease,  and  driven  from  their  homes  to  perish 
on  dreary  Molokai.  This  rocky  and  barren  island  is  set 
apart  by  the  government  for  lepers,  and  thither  every  victim 
of  the  disease  is  transported.  It  can  be  reached  only  by 
sea,  and  for  a  person  to  escape  from  it,  is  next  to  impossible. 
Here  among  two  thousand  hopeless  and  heart-broken  people, 
the  poor  wretch  who  has  the  pestilence,  shut  off  from  all  com- 
munication with  the  outside  world,  drags  out  a  miserable 
existence,  till  the  disease  has  fairly  rotted  his  body  to  pieces, 
and  kind  death  comes  to  release  him  from  his  agonies. 
Some  are  children  torn  from  their  mother's  arms,  some  are 
brides,  some  are  educated  and  refined  young  men,  who  a 
year  ago  were  full  of  hope  and  ambition. 

On  one  of  the  loveliest  of  the  eight  islands,  the  island  of 
Mauai,  there  was  living  not  many  years  ago,  a  rich  and 
prosperous  native  family  by  the  name  of  Sunallillo.  Sur- 
rounded by  every  luxury  that  the  island  could  afford,  these 
happy  people,  father,  mother  and  daughter  lived  in  content- 
ment and  happiness,  till  the  daughter  was  about  seventeen. 
Then  there  came  an  awful  day,  when  it  was  discovered  that 
both  father  and  mother  had  become  victims  to  the  white 
death.  Accepting  as  best  they  might  the  inevitable,  they 
sold  their  home,  and  left  the  bright  island  of  Mauai  to  join 
their  fellow  sufferers  on  rocky  and  desolute  Molokai. 
But  though  she  was  carefully  examined,  no  trace  of  the 
disease  could  be  found  in  the  daughter,  Muloa,  and  con- 
sequently she  was  left  with  relatives  on  Mauai. 

The  Hawaiian  women  are  among  the  most  beautiful  in  the 
world,  tall  and  erect,  with  a  rich  olive  complexion  and  large 
dreamy  eyes.  Of  the  very  finest  type  of  native  beauty  was 
the  orphan  Muloa.  Handsome  as  she  was,  she  might  well 
have  fascinated  any  one,  and  it  was  not  long  before  she  at- 
tracted the  notice  of  a  young  Honolulan,  Panua,  by  name. 
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Between  the  two  a  friendship  sprang  up,  which  soon  became 
love.  Panua  desired  to  make  her  his  wife,  and  there  was  but 
one  hindrance  to  the  match.  Under  ordinary  circumstances, 
there  would  have  been  no  trouble,  but  it  was  a  well  known 
fact,  that  the  parents  of  the  young  girl  were  both  lepers. 

Leprosy  is  a  disease  that  runs  in  the  family  blood,  and  is 
passed  on  from  father  to  child,  therefore  it  seemed  more 
than  probable,  that  the  disease  which  had  stricken  both 
father  and  mother  would  attack  the  child  as  well.  It  was 
difficult  for  Panua  to  tell  what  he  should  do.  Most  devotedly 
did  he  love  Muloa,  but  could  he  take  the  risk  of  marrying 
one  who  might  develope  the  leprosy  after  he  was  joined  to 
her.  His  good  sense,  his  better  reason,  urged  him  to  give 
her  up.  But  how  could  such  a  vile  malady  attack  so  lovely 
a  creature  as  Muloa.  The  young  man's  passion  proved  too 
strong  for  him ;  it  overcame  his  discretion.  He  could  not 
sacrifice  the  object  of  his  love,  for  a  possibility  or  even  a 
probability,  that  evil  would  attend  his  marriage  to  her. 
Panua  determined  to  risk  all,  and  turning  a  deaf  ear  to  the 
repeated  remonstrances  of  all  his  friends,  married  Muloa. 

An  elegant  home  was  built  for  the  pair  on  Mauai,  and  there 
they  lived  for  some  years,  enjoying  all  the  happiness  that 
comes  from  youth  and  health  and  wealth.  They  were  as 
happy  as  two  young  people  possibly  could  be.  No  cause  did 
they  have  for  regret.  On  the  other  hand,  often  and  often, 
they  laughed  at  the  fears  and  doubts  which  had  assailed  them 
both  before  their  marriage. 

In  the  seventh  year  of  their  married  life  a  child  was  born 
them,  and  it  seemed  that  their  complete  happiness  was  to  be 
achieved.  Before  the  child  was  a  day  old,  it  was  seen  to  be 
a  leper.  The  disease  had  spared  the  mother ;  it  could  not 
spare  the  child.  Like  tuberculosis,  that  terrible  disease  so 
prevalent  in  America  today,  like  some  hereditary  disorder  of 
the  mind,  the  disease  which  was  in  the  family  blood  spared 
one  generation,  to  fix  with  redoubled  strength  on  the  next. 

With  what  agony  did  the  father  and  mother  awake  to  the 
full  realization  of  the  awful  calamity  which  had  befallen  them, 
Their  child  was  a  leper,  doomed  from  its  earliest  infancy  to 
endure  a  living  death.  But  the  end  had  not  yet  come. 
Time  dulls  all  grief,  and  after  a  while  the  parents  began  to 
become  as  reconciled  as  could  be  expected  to  the  misfortune 
which  had  befallen  them.    But  one  day,  by  some  accident, 
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Panua  spilled  some  drops  of  boiling  water  on  his  leg. 
Strange  to  say,  he  felt  but  little  pain.  What  did  it  mean? 
The  thought  of  leprosy  at  once  entered  his  mind.  Crazed 
with  fear  and  anxiety  he  rushed  to  the  village  doctor.  With 
much  attention  the  doctor  examined  the  leg,  and  finally, 
with  a  great  deal  of  hesitation,  gave  his  verdict.  Panua's 
worst  fears  were  realized.  The  leg  was  dying;  leprosy  had 
set  in. 

Father  and  child  were  lepers,  yet  the  mother  who  had 
given  it  to  both  was  clean  of  the  scourge.  At  first  they  were 
so  overwhelmed  as  not  to  be  able  to  realize  what  it  meant. 
Then  slowly  they  began  to  awake  to  the  full  horror  of  the 
situation ;  to  see  the  enormity  of  the  calamity  which  had 
befallen  them.  Their  home  must  be  broken  up.  Father  and 
child  must  soon  exchange  their  sunny  Mauai  for  dreary 
Molokai.  They  must  go  and  join  Muloa's  father  and  mother. 
The  father  and  child  must  go,  but  the  wife  must  stay ;  for 
no  person,  if  he  be  clean,  is  allowed  to  visit  the  lepers' 
island. 

The  thought  of  this  separation,  of  what  his  wife  would 
suffer,  of  the  fate  which  awaited  him,  rendered  Panau  des- 
perate. He  had  rather  die  than  endure  this  separation.  He 
resolved  never  to  yield  to  the  authorities,  if  they  should  try 
to  move  him,  which  they  certainly  would,  as  soon  as  ever  his 
case  became  known  in  Honolulu. 

But  leprosy  spreads  slowly,  and  it  was  long  before  it  became 
apparent  to  any  but  a  doctor  that  Panua  had  the  pestilence. 
The  poor  fellow  endeavored  to  keep  his  secret,  but  in  vain. 
After  a  time  it  became  known  to  the  village  folk  what  had 
happened.  But  still  these  were  kind  and  full  of  pity,  and 
kept  the  secret  faithfully  for  a  time  longer.  In  some  way  or 
other,  however,  the  authorities  at  Honolulu  found  that  there 
was  a  case  of  leprosy  in  the  village,  and  at  once  sent  their 
officers  to  seize  the  victim. 

The  approach  of  the  officers  was  communicated  to  Panua, 
and  as  he  had  been  expecting  something  of  the  sort  he  im- 
mediately put  into  execution  the  plan  which  he  had  formulated. 
With  his  wife  and  child,  he  retired  to  his  house  and  carefully 
barricaded  it.  Then  arming  himself  with  a  rifle,  in  the  use 
of  which  he  was  most  expert,  he  calmly  awaited  the  arrival  of 
the  authorities. 

After  a  short  time  of  terrible  suspense  to  the  hunted  man, 
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the  officers  reached  the  village,  and  learning  where  Panua 
was,  proceeded  to  his  house.  As  they  approached,  they  saw 
that  a  grim  reception  had  been  prepared  for  them.  Surprised 
at  this,  for  lepers  usually  yield  themselves  up  without  resist- 
ance, they  halted  before  the  house  and  deliberated  what  to 
do.  In  a  moment  Panua  appeared  at  a  window,  rifle  in  hand, 
and  ordered  them  on  their  peril  not  to  attempt  to  force  the 
entrance  and  then  spoke  to  them  as  follows  : 

"I  know  of  course,"  he  said,  "that  you  have  come  to  take 
me  away  to  Molokai.  I  have  been  expecting  your  arrival, 
and  to  you  I  own  frankly  that  both  I  and  my  child  are  lepers. 
Furthermore,  I  am,  and  always  have  been  a  law-abiding  man, 
and  I  have  no  desire  now  to  cause  any  trouble,  or  to  resist 
the  law.  If  you  will  grant  me  one  thing,  I  will  yield  myself 
up  to  you  and  go  peaceably  to  Molokai,  but  under  no  other 
condition  will  I  yield.  A  few  years  ago  my  wife's  father  and 
mother  went  to  Molokai  as  lepers,  in  a  short  time  her  husband 
and  child  will  also  be  there,  all  that  she  holds  dear  in  the 
world  will  have  gone  to  that  island,  and  now  she,  though 
clean,  desires  to  go  with  me  thither.  It  will  break  her  heart 
to  have  us  leave  her  here  alone.  I  can  not  desert  her.  If 
you  will  allow  her  to  go  with  us,  we  will  go  willingly,  but  if 
you  attempt  to  part  us,  I  will  resist  to  my  last  breath." 

The  officers  listened  to  this  speech  in  silence,  and  then 
held  a  consultation  among  themselves.  They  clearly  saw  that 
it  would  be  foolhardy  to  attempt  to  seize  the  man  by  force, 
protected  as  he  was  in  his  house,  and  rendered  desperate  by 
the  situation,  so  they  decided  to  return  to  Honolulu  and  see 
if  they  could  obtain  authority  to  allow  the  wife  to  accompany 
her  husband.  They  went  back  to  the  city  and  consulted  all 
the  statutes  and  laws  and  all  the  higher  officials.  But  in  vain, 
they  soon  decided  that  it  would  be  impossible  for  them  to  grant 
Panua's  request.  The  laws  were  so  strict,  that  they  could 
not  by  any  possibility  allow  a  clean  person  to  go  to  Molokai. 
The  only  thing  to  be  done  was  to  return  to  Mauai  and  take 
Panua  by  force.  After  collecting  a  larger  posse  therefore,  for 
they  anticipated  trouble,  the  officers  set  out  unwillingly  to 
perform  their  disagreeable  task. 

The  delay  caused  by  the  officers'  going  back  to  Honolulu, 
had  given  Panua  ample  time  to  prepare  for  what  he  thought 
probably  would  happen.  In  the  short  respite,  he  carefully 
matured  his  plans. 
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A  few  miles  from  the  village,  high  up  on  a  cliff  overhanging 
the  sea,  was  a  spacious  cave,  which  Panua  had  often  visited 
while  strolling  about  the  country.  This  cave  had  only  one 
approach,  and  that  was  along  a  narrow  ledge  where  only  one 
person  could  go  at  a  time,  and  that  with  difficulty,  for  with  a 
high  wall  of  rock  on  one  side,  and  the  sea  three  hundred  feet 
below  on  the  other,  a  misstep  would  send  the  incautious 
traveller  from  the  path  to  a  horrible  death,  and  it  seemed  to 
Panua  that  if  there  were  a  man  to  dispute  the  passage,  the 
cave  would  be  well  nigh  impregnable. 

The  cave  was  very  lonely  and  very  dreary.  Within,  nothing 
but  dark,  damp  rock;  without,  nothing  to  be  seen  but  miles 
on  miles  of  sea,  with  an  island  or  two  far  away  on  the  horizon. 
But  this  cave  Panua  decided  to  make  his  home,  if  he  should 
be  pursued  by  the  law.  With  the  aid  of  the  pitying  villagers 
he  fitted  it  up  in  as  comfortable  a  manner  as  the  circum- 
stances would  allow,  and  laid  in  a  stock  of  provisions  suffi- 
cient in  case  of  a  siege.  At  least,  he  could  make  here  a 
last  stand  for  liberty. 

The  cave  was  prepared  so  that  the  poor  fugitive  could  re- 
tire to  it  at  a  moment's  notice,  but  Panua  lived  on  in  the 
village  as  long  as  a  gleam  of  hope  remained  with  him.  At 
last  one  dark  night  about  twelve  o'clock,  he  was  roused  by 
friends  who  came  to  tell  him  that  the  officers  were  approach- 
ing, and  had  almost  reached  the  village.  Being  prepared, 
Panua  hastily  roused  his  wife  and  child,  and  taking  what  they 
needed,  hurried  to  the  cave.  Reaching  it  in  safety,  they 
waited  in  breathless  anxiety  for  what  was  coming. 

The  thought  of  what  was  about  to  happen  maddened  the 
poor  fugitive.  Perhaps  he  might  become  a  murderer ;  but  it 
was  for  his  wife's  sake.  He  resolved  to  kill  and  be  killed 
sooner  than  to  submit  to  a  separation  from  her. 

The  feeling  of  uncertainty  as  to  what  was  to  take  place, 
was  terrible.  How  changed  was  life  for  the  poor  fellow  !  A 
year  ago,  full  of  hope  and  bright  prospects,  with  a  beautiful 
and  loving  young  wife.  Then  he  seemed  as  happy  as  a  man 
could  be.  But  now  he  is  a  man  stricken  with  a  loathsome 
and  deadly  disease,  a  hunted  wretch,  forced  to  fly  from  the 
face  of  his  fellow  creatures. 

About  ten  o'clock  on  the  morning  following  his  flight, 
Panua,  from  his  lookout,  saw  the  officers  coming  toward  his 
place  of  refuge.  He  felt  that  the  crucial  moment  had  come. 
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Standing  rifle  in  hand  by  the  cave's  mouth  he  waited  silently, 
grimly,  till  his  hunters  reached  the  further  end  of  that  path 
along  which  they  must  come  to  reach  the  cave.  Then  in  a 
stern  tone  he  ordered  them  to  halt.  All  his  nervousness  and 
excitement  had  vanished,  he  was  as  cool  and  self-possessed  as 
ever  in  his  life.  Standing  with  the  rifle  in  the  hollow  of  his 
arm,  with  a  hard,  set  look  on  his  white  face,  he  repeated  in  a 
calm,  even  tone,  his  former  proposition. 

"I  am  desperate,"  he  said  as  he  ended.  "Never  while  I  live 
will  I  consent  to  being  separated  from  my  wife.  I  am  de- 
termined, if  you  force  me  to  it,  to  shoot  you  down  without 
mercy." 

"We  are  very  sorry  for  you,"  responded  the  German  official 
who  was  commanding  the  detachment  of  officers.  "It  gives 
us  the  deepest  pain  to  molest  you  in  any  way.  We  cannot 
help  it  if  the  laws  are  strict ;  we  cannot  grant  your  request. 
It  is  impossible  for  us  to  allow  your  wife  to  accompany  you 
to  Molokai.  We  realize  your  position  fully,  and  truly  pity 
you  from  the  depths  of  our  hearts,  but  we  are  officers  of  the 
law  who  have  been  sent  here  to  take  you,  and  we  will  have 
to  do  our  duty." 

"Come  on  then/'  shouted  Panua. 

The  officers  were  in  a  very  difficult  position.  They  saw 
that  the  leper  had  them  at  a  great  disadvantage,  and  that  to 
take  him  would  probably  require  some  loss  of  life  on  their 
side.  They  knew  that  Panua  was  an  expert  marksman,  and 
as  they  should  come  along  the  face  of  the  cliff,  could  pick 
them  oif  with  the  utmost  ease  and  certainty.  To  venture  out 
upon  the  path  seemed  certain  death.  They  felt  that  the 
desperate  man  would  have  no  mercy.  But  the  leader  of  the 
band,  the  German,  was  a  brave  fellow.  He  had  been  sent  to 
capture  that  leper.    He  saw  his  duty  and  he  did  it. 

He  prepared  himself  as  best  he  might  for  the  desperate 
attempt  before  him.  He  looked  at  the  wall  of  rock  rising 
sheer  on  one  side,  at  the  sea  three  hundred  feet  below  on  the 
other,  and  at  the  man  standing  so  calmly  at  the  further  end 
of  the  path.  Then,  with  steady  step,  he  started  forward. 
Panua  raised  his  rifle,  and  at  the  third  step  fired.  Without  a 
groan,  the  German  plunged  head  foremost  from  the  cliff  down, 
down,  till  he  sank  in  the  waters  far  below.  Another  officer 
sprang  forward,  and  he  too  fell  a  victim  to  the  unerring  rifle. 
A  third  advanced,  only  to  meet  a  like  fate.    Panua  still  stood 
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in  the  same  attitude,  calm  and  pale,  no  nearer  being  captured 
than  at  first.  The  surviving  officers  saw  the  futility  of  further 
attempts,  and  returned  to  Honolulu. 

Party  after  party  the  government  sent  to  capture  the  leper, 
the  murderer,  but  each  time  the  unhappy  man  was  warned 
by  friends,  and  was  able  to  bid  defiance  to  all  who  came 
against  him.  At  last  the  officials  in  Honolulu  decided  to  give 
it  up,  and  let  the  man  and  his  family  live  in  peace.  So  from 
that  day  to  this  in  the  dismal  cave  on  beautiful  Mauai,  Panua 
has  remained.  Unless  it  be  to  procure  food,  he  seldom  leaves 
the  cave,  but  with  his  wife  and  child,  perched  high  above 
the  sea,  he  awaits  Death,  the  Destroyer,  the  Avenger,  the 
Liberator.  Alan  Fox. 


BOUT  ten  years  ago,  Hanover,  the  site  of  Dartmouth 


^  College,  was  the  scene  of  a  very  tragic  happening,  which 
is  still  recorded  in  the  annals  of  the  college.  Hanover  was 
then  a  small  town  with  but  few  inhabitants  outside  of  the  col- 
lege men.  For  this  reason  the  arrival  in  town  one  day,  of  a 
strange  young  man,  was  the  subject  of  some  comment.  Many 
of  the  college  men  were  curious  as  to  the  character  of  the 
arrival  and  wondered  if  he  were  to  enter  the  college.  For  a 
number  of  days  he  was  seen  about  town,  but  nobody  suc- 
ceeded in  satisfying  his  curiosity  as  to  the  name  or  business 
of  the  mysterious  stranger. 

A  few  days  later  Charles  Hanson,  one  of  the  college  men, 
returning  from  a  stroll,  chanced  to  meet  the  young  man  in 
question  on  the  edge  of  the  town.  As  they  were  going  the 
same  way,  he  fell  into  conversation  with  him  and  found  that 
his  name  was  Frank  Gray.  During  the  conversation,  he 
further  learned  that  Gray  had  formerly  lived  in  Hanover  but 
for  some  reason  which  he  seemed  unwilling  to  disclose,  had 
left  the  town  at  an  early  age  and  had  never  returned  until  the 
present  time.  He  said  that  he  had  come  back  to  look  over 
the  town  and  see  the  familiar  places  of  his  childhood.  Many 
such  places  he  pointed  out  to  Hanson,  remarking  that  pres- 
ently they  would  come  to  his  old  home. 

On  the  outskirts  of  the  town  proper,  stood  an  old,  weather- 
beaten  house  which  had  not  been  inhabited  for  a  long  time. 
As  the  two  came  in  sight  of  it,  Hanson  remarked  that  he 
supposed  the  "Haunted  House"  was  there  in  Gray's  time. 
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"Haunted  House  !"  exclaimed  Gray,  "why  that  is  my  old 
home."  He  proceeded  to  relate  how  his  mother  and  he  had 
been  obliged  to  leave  there  on  account  of  the  desertion  of 
his  father.  For  this  reason  it  had  become  dismantled  and 
ruined.  Hanson,  although  he  himself  was  not  a  believer  in 
ghosts,  maintained  that  he  and  many  others  had  heard 
mysterious  sounds  issuing  from  the  house  during  the  night, 
but  no  one  had  as  yet  investigated  the  cause.  So  firmly  was 
this  belief  in  the  uncanniness  of  the  house  imprinted  on  the 
minds  of  many,  that  they  refused  to  go  by  it  during  the 
night.  Gray  scoffed  at  the  idea  of  his  own  house  being 
haunted  and  wished  to  know  the  particulars  of  the  whole  affair. 
Hanson  told  him  that  the  mysterious  sounds  resembled  the 
tapping  of  a  hammer  and  came  at  exactly  twelve  o'clock 
every  night.  The  regularity  of  the  occurence  made  a 
natural  explanation  seem  impossible,  but  determined  to  get 
at  the  root  of  the  affair,  Gray  challenged  Hanson  to  accom- 
pany him  to  the  house,  at  twelve  o'clock  that  night.  Hanson 
agreed  to  the  proposal  and  said  that  he  would  meet  him  on  a 
certain  spot  at  eleven  o'clock. 

Eleven  o'clock  found  the  two  men  at  the  appointed  place, 
together  with  several  other  college  men  who  had  got  wind  of 
the  affair.  Hanson  and  Gray  had  provided  themselves  with 
revolvers  to  guard  against  any  emergency.  As  they  ap- 
proached the  Haunted  House  the  resolve  of  all  began  to 
weaken  a  little  and  as  they  proceeded  one  even  proposed 
that  they  turn  back.  Nevertheless  they  kept  on  and  finally 
came  to  the  house.  The  hour  of  twelve  was  approaching 
while  the  party  anxiously  awaited  the  mysterious  tapping. 

Suddenly  it  commenced,  ghostly  and  sephulchral  in  the 
cool  night  air.  A  chill  struck  the  whole  party.  All  of  them, 
with  the  exception  of  Gray  and  Hanson  said  that  they  had 
had  enough  and  silently  and  quickly  disappeared. 

Gray  was  determined  to  see  the  thing  through,  and  Hanson 
equally  determined  to  stand  by  him.  They  decided  to  in- 
vestigate the  noise.  Opening  the  rickety  gate  they  advanced 
to  that  wing  of  the  house  whence  it  proceeded.  The  sound 
seemed  to  come  from  the  roof  and  when  they  had  cautiously 
crawled  around  the  end  of  the  L  they  saw  by  the  dim  light 
of  the  crescent  moon  through  the  clouds,  what  seemed  to  be  a 
crouching  figure  on  the  edge  of  the  eaves.  It  seemed  to  be 
hitting  the  roof  with  some  instrument. 
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Gray  whispered  to  Hanson,  "I'm  going  to  shoot  !"  Suiting 
the  action  to  his  words  he  took  aim  and  fired.  A  wild  shriek 
followed,  the  figure  leaped  into  the  air  and  for  an  instant  they 
saw  in  the  moonlight  the  almost  inhuman  face  of  an  old  man. 
Gray,  being  in  advance  of  Hanson,  rushed  to  the  spot  where 
the  body  had  fallen  and  as  Hanson  was  endeavoring  to  come 
up  with  him,  to  his  amazement  and  horror  he  saw  his  friend 
give  one  terrible  cry  and  disappear.  This  so  frightened 
Hanson  that  he  completely  lost  control  of  himself  and  rushed 
madly  towards  town.  He  met  some  friends  who,  after  they 
had  calmed  him  down  a  little,  got  the  facts  of  the  affair  and 
volunteered  to  go  back  and  investigate.  Hanson  being  now 
a  little  ashamed  of  his  flight  consented  to  go  with  them. 

They  neither  saw  nor  heard  anything  until  they  reached  the 
house,  when  they  were  chilled  to  the  heart  by  the  terrible  cry 
of  "I've  killed  my  father  !  I've  killed  my  father  !"  issuing 
from  the  house.  As  they  stood  there,  not  knowing  what  to 
do,  a  wild  figure  rushed  out  and  past  them  down  the  street^ 
still  uttering  that  terrible  cry,  "I've  killed  my  father  !"  You 
may  judge  that  after  this  they  were  in  no  mood  for  further 
investigation,  nor  for  finding  out  the  meaning  of  that  terrible 
cry.  So  they  returned  to  their  dormitory  and  sat  up  the  rest 
of  the  night  discussing  the  occurrence.  During  that  time  at 
regular  intervals  the  people  of  all  Hanover  were  awakened 
by  a  clatter  of  feet  on  the  sidewalk  and  that  almost  un- 
earthly cry,  "I've  killed  my  father  !"  of  which  they  could  not 
conjecture  the  meaning. 

Early  the  next  morning  a  large  crowd  had  gathered,  with 
the  intention  of  going  to  the  Haunted  House  to  clear  up 
the  matter.  Hanson  led  the  party  to  the  spot  where  the 
figure  had  fallen,  and  there  in  a  hole  in  the  ground  lay  the 
dead  body  of  an  old  man.  He  was  bent  with  age,  his  hair 
and  beard  were  white  and  of  great  length,  his  cheeks  were 
hollow  and  his  features  seemed  ghastly  and  unnatural.  A 
little  later  Gray  was  caught,  incurably  insane  and  uttering 
nothing  except  that  cry,  "I've  killed  my  father." 

The  only  explanation  ever  offered  in  regard  to  the  affair, 
is  that  Gray's  father  was  somewhat  out  of  his  head  and  had 
left  his  family  in  a  fit  of  insanity.  Then  later,  filled  with 
remorse  he  had  returned,  only  to  find  his  wife  and  son  gone 
and  his  house  vacant.  This  probably  again  turned  his  head 
and  left  him  with  the  one  thought  that  he  must  remain  there 
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the  rest  of  his  life  and  do  penance  by  tapping  on  the  roof 
every  night.  This  he  had  done,  living  in  a  burrow  which  he 
had  dug  and  eating  what  little  he  could  steal  at  night. 

Emerson   Woods  Baker. 

H  Colot>cort>, 

Dead  day  away 

Fades,  softly  as  the  wind  goes. 

Behold,  in 
Diamond  star-dust  sown, 
The  seed  for  night's  dark-petaled  rose. 

Still  westward  far 

The  pink  dead  are, — 

Last  leaves  of  day, — 
Pink,  wan,  God's  grey 
Alone 

In.  Jean  Ross  Irvine. 
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MIRAGE.  

H  {Toast 

When  Earth's  last  peanut  is  roasted,  and  candy  has  lost  its 
taste, 

When  gum-drop  and  taffy  are  frowned  on,  and  marshmellows 
go  to  waste, 

We  shall  die,  and  Death  will  be  welcome,  for  Life  will  have 
lost  its  zest. 

When  we  find  that  we've  pressed  the  button,  and  Dypepsia  is 
doing  the  rest. 

Ah,  then  in  our  dying  moments  we  shall  think  of  our  youthful 
days ; 

And  of  how  we  poisoned  our  stomachs  in  a  thousand  different 
ways. 

Then  visions  will  rise  before  us,  of  sugar,  molasses,  and 
nuts ; 

Which  made  up  the  sweetest  of  candy,  and  furnished  excuses 
for  cuts. 

Yet  never  an  ache  shall  we  grudge  them,  noi  even  regret  one 
pain, 

But  long  with  an  awful  longing,  for  a  taste  of  that  stuff  again. 
And  whether  it  isn't  cooked  enough,  or  whether  its  cooked 
too  much 

Here's  to  it,  and  through  it,  the  best  we  can  do  it,  the  candy 
that  beats  the  Dutch. 

Zoeth  Stanley  Eldredge,  'q8, 

Zbe  Captain's  Stor?, 

The  Cap'  always  was  a  good  hand  on  stories — not  of  a 
nature  as  wonderful  as  the  esteemed  Munchausen  was  wont  to 
narrate,  neither  were  they  as  highly  exciting  nor  blood  curdling 
as  those  of  the  late  lamented  Nick  Carter,  but  he  could  tell  a 
good  story  in  his  own  way.  He  was  a  white-haired,  brown- 
skinned  little  man,  who  had  seen  a  good  deal  of  the  world. 
In  his  youth  he  had  been  in  the  West  Indian  trade  and,  to  use 
his  own  phrase,  he  had  navigated  to  countries  where  a  man  is 
considered  dressed  up  in  a  pair  of  stockings  and  a  set  of 
false  teeth.  Finally  he  had  dropped  anchor  for  life  at  one  of 
the  summer  resorts  on  the  Maine  coast,  and  he  is  there  now 
engaged  in  the  unromantic  but  highly  profitable  business  of 
30 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


taking  out  sailing  parties  at  twenty-five  cents  per  summer 
boarder. 

When  he  had  navigated  his  daily  party  well  out  to  sea  and 
some  one  else  had  kindly  taken  the  wheel,  then  and  then 
only  does  the  little  capt'n  draw  from  his  pocket  the  red 
leather  case  that  holds  his  quaint  old  pipe,  light  it  with  a 
match  scratched  where  all  matches  should  be  scratched,  and 
smoke  in  silence  until  some  one  says : 

"Let's  have  a  story,  Cap." 

To  this  appeal  he  would  pull  the  visor  of  his  sailor  cap  well 
down  over  his  eyes  and  with  his  hands  crossed  behind  him, 
begin  pacing  to  and  fro  while  the  rest  of  the  party  are  arrang- 
ing themselves  in  comfortable  positions. 

"No  sir,  I'm  no  dude,"  the  Cap  had  a  way  of  denying 
some  imaginary  and  wholly  improbable  accusation,  "an'  if 

.  there's  one  thing  more'n  another  that  I  didn't  like  was 
wearin'  cuffs.  But  about  thirty-five  year  ago,  along  in  the 
sixties,  me  an'  old  Jim  Sprague,  you  know  Jim,  we  went  way 

!  up  the  coast  lookin'  for  big  fish,  an'  we  played  'pitch'  all  the 
way  down.  I  cudn't  begin  to  tell  yer  how  many  games  of 
'pitch'  we  played,  Jim  and  me.    Hard  luck  was  up  to  me  the 

•  whole  out'ard  voyage.  We  was  playin'  for  cigars  an'  as  we 
was  never  intended  to  pay  our  bets  nohow,  were  bettin' 

i  pretty  heavy.    Sometimes  we'd  play  for  seventy-five  boxes  at 

i  one  time,  an'  when  we  started  for  home,  I  owed  Jim  some- 
thin'  like  a  thousand  boxes.     Well,  we  kept  aplayin'  all  the 

:  way  back  and  when  we  sailed  into  Portland  harbor  with  a 
rattlin'  good  breeze  coming  up  the  bay,  Jim  owed  me  just 

i  nine  cigars." 

"Well,  Jim  was  crazy,  and  I  was  afeelin'  pretty  good.  So 
|  when  I  went  ashore  I  bought  a  pair  of  cuffs  jest  for  deviltry, 
i  jest  for  sheer  deviltry,  gen'lemen,  and  put  'em  on.  Bern' 
|  it's  you  what  always  wear  such  dude  things  you  don't  realize 
!  no  way  how  queer  and  ashamed-like  I  felt  with  them  cuffs 
j  on.  Whenever  I'd  see  an  old  fishermen  friend  comin',  I'd 
i  tuck  'em  up  as  far  as  ever  I  cud.  But  they  made  me  feel  a 
\  leetle  proud  and  bold-like,  an'  all  unbeknown  to  myself,  I 
;  began  aputting  on  cityfied  airs  an'  runnin'  rather  close  up 
\  into  the  wind. 

Well,  I  come  home  and  who  should  I  meet  but  Sarah  Green, 
old  Uncle  Charlie  Green's  darter,  who  I'd  been  amakhV  love 
to  all  to  myself  ever  since  I  wuz  old  'nough  to  know  how,  but 
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I  hadn't  said  nothin'  to  no  one,  her  nor  nobody  else.  But 
says  to  myself: 

"  'Lige,  you  ol'  coward/  says  I,  'you've  got  a  good  breeze 
now  an'  if  the  sails  don't  fill  today,  they  never  will.' 

"So  I  took  a  new  tack  and  come  up  alongside  with  cuffs 
down  an  inch  an'  a  half  an'  all  sails  set." 

"  'Good  mornin'  Sarah,'  I  says." 

"  'Good  morning','  says  she,  but  she  warn't  very  cordial  an' 
never  was  with  me.    But  I  never  let  up,  an'  says  right  off : 

'Sarah,'  says  I,  'I  want  yer  to  be  my  wife,'  says  I,  'but  I 
don't  know  nothin'  'bout  your  tastes  and  them  sort  of  things 
an  you  don't  mine  neither.  But  jes'  let  me  come  over  to  the 
house  sometimes'  says  I,  growin'  bolder,  'an'  see  how  we  get 
along  together.'  " 

"Well,  that  gal  looked  as  if  she  didn't  know  whether  to  lafT 
in  my  face  or  give  me  a  good  slap.  She  looked  me  over  from 
jib  to  tops'l  an'  then  she  lit  on  the  cuffs  an'  her  looks  changed. 
For  Sarah'd  been  up  Boston  once't  an'  them  cuffs  touched 
her  heart." 

"  'Well  Lige,'  says  she,  'you  can  come  over  once't  a  week 
if  ye  really,  truly  wanter'  she  says,  kinder  shy-like,  an'  she  give 
another  tender  glance  at  the  cuffs  an'  I  tell  yer  gen'lemen, 
I  blessed  the  day  I  bought  'em.'  " 

The  Captain  took  a  few  turns  in  silence  chuckling  at  his 
thoughts  and  then  turning  on  the  crowd  said : 

"If  any  of  you  gen'lemen  wud  like  to  know  that  thar  gal, 
come  up  to  my  place  some  day  when  she  aint  too  busy  with 
the  grandchildren,  an'  I'll  interduce  yer." 

Fred  Lewis  Collins, 

Sbabows* 

Along  the  slope  of  sunny  hills 

Some  shadow  rests  alway. — 
Alway  some  heart  sad  music  thrills 

To  sorrow's  lonely  lay. 

Grief's  age  has  dimmed  some  still  young  face — 

Some  woman's  heart  has  bled 
These  crimson  rose  leaves  on  this  place, 

Where  lies  her  most  dear  dead. 

Walter  F.  Dennison. 
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BOOKS.  

Js>  Whoever  Zack  may  be,  surely  he  can  call  his  first  book  a 
great  success.  Under  the  title  "Life  is  Life"*  he  has  pub- 
lished some  stories  of  Northern- England  farmer  life  and  a 
few  of  Australia.  A  small  number  have  regular  plots,  but  the 
most  are  rather  descriptions  of  cases  and  crises.  The  book 
is  not  always  agreeable  with  its  pictures  of  naked  humanity, 
though  it  is  wonderfully  true  and  wholesome.  Zack  has  given 
us  some  grand  characters,  rugged,  primitive,  relentless,  but 
indescribably  human  and  naturally  majestical.  As  Kipling 
says  :  "he  draws  the  thing  as  he  sees  it,"  not  through  the 
hazy  distance  of  romance,  but  from  close  at  hand,  as  he  him- 
self knows  it. 

jfc  In  many  instances  there  are  passages  which  would  save  an 

impossible  book.    "A  Woman  is  not  a  woman  unless 

she  is  loved — she  remains  a  half-finished  sketch  of  something 
she  might  be ;"  is  one  of  the  best,  while  there  are  others,  too 
long  and  too  numerous  to  quote. 

e^t  The  discordant  Yorkshire  dialect,  chimes  in  masterfully 
with  the  tone  of  the  book.  The  men  who  speak  and  foster 
this  harsh  sibilant  speech  cannot  but  be  the  unsophisticated 
rugged  heroes  that  Zack  has  painted  them.  In  Life,  a  short 
time  ago,  there  appeared  a  quotation,  showing  how  the 
English  language  could  be  abused.  This  much  to  my  sur- 
prise I  found  in  Zack's  book.  It  is  as  follows  :  "He  had  a 
vonderful  kindeddlin  zmile  .  .  .  thickey  zmile  wez  on  his 
face  kind  o'  pacevile-like.  I  stopped  azide  him  droo  the 
night."  It  is  manifestly  unfair  to  an  author  to  quote  his 
dialect  without  the  connection,  but  this  example  is  a  repre- 
sentative one. 

Among  the  modern  milk-fed,  love-sick  novels,  "Life  is 
Life"  cannot  but  stand  alone  in  its  strange  fascination  for  all 
who  know  it.    Not  only  is  the  material  splendid  but  the  style 
and  dramatic  instinct  of  the  whole  is  excellent.  B. 
*  "Life  is  Life,"  by  Zack.    Scribner's,  N.  Y.  $1.50. 

Jt,  There  is  no  greater  pleasure  for  those  who  love  books 
than  to  have  a  pretty  pocket- edition  of  their  favorites.  A 
pocket-edition  is  a  blessing  in  itself,  but  a  pretty  one  has  an 
increased  value.  The  "Little  Masterpieces"*  in  their  green 
and  gold  bindings,  and  the  "Lark"f  series  in  blue  should 
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please  every  one.  The  first  are  selections  from  the  greatest 
authors  and  orators  of  America, — selections,  it  is  true, 
limited  by  the  size  of  the  volumes,  but  excellent  in  the  tact 
with  which  they  have  been  chosen.  The  second  republish 
in  separate  books  a  varied  number  of  poetical  classics, 
^fc  We  have  received  three  of  the  "Little  Masterpieces."  One 
containing  the  best  of  the  wonderful  orations,  and  the  famous 
"Lost  Speech,"  printed  for  the  first  time  in  book  form,  de-  j 
livered  by  Lincoln.  Another  with  two  speeches  of  Webster : 
"Adams  and  Jefferson,"  and  the  tremendous  "Reply  to 
Hayne."  The  last  giving  parts  of  the  autobiography  of 
Franklin,  some  of  his  letters,  the  "Rules  of  Conduct,"  and, 
selections  from  "Poor  Richard's  Almanac."  There  are  three 
others  of  this  set :  Poe,  Irving,  and  Washington,  all  of  which 
would  be  an  almost  invaluable  addition  to  a  small  library, 
jfc  In  the  little  blue  Lark  Classics,  we  have  two  of  the  most 
widely  different  varieties  of  verse  possible  :  one  singing  of  life 
and  death,  wine  and  the  rose,  of  the  spiritual ;  the  other  of 
action  and  force,  war  and  the  soldier,  of  the  material ;  one 
old  and  forever  immortal,  the  other  new,  and,  it  is  prophesied, 
to  die  with  this  generation.  Fitzgerald's  translation  of  Omar 
Khayyam,  in  spite  of  the  claims  against  its  correctness,  is 
still  the  best ;  while  any  reprinted  volume  of  Kipling's  poetry, 
especially  if  it  contain  the  "Recessional,"  is  always  welcome. 
Andrew  Lang's  "Ballads  in  Blue  China,"  and  the  odes  of 
Anacreon,  in  the  same  series,  are  still  on  the  press.  B. 

Though  of  a  comparatively  small  country,  the  history  of 
Switzerland  %  is  so  involved  with  those  of  other  nations,  that  it 
seems  strange  we  have  no  standard  work  on  it.  Julia  M. 
Colton  has  lately  written  a  history  entitled  the  "Annals  of 
Switzerland,"  which  makes  up  for  this  deficiency.  The  book 
is  well  written,  and  care  has  been  taken  to  make  the  political 
situations,  intricate  in  many  places,  brief  and  concise.  The 
volume  has  great  value  as  a  reference  book,  but  it  seems  that 
the  history  of  a  people,  containing  so  many  glowing  tales 
of  bravery  and  patriotism,  might  have  been  made  a  little 
less  dry. 

jit  The  book  itself  is  very  handsomely  gotten  up  by  A.  S. 



♦Little  Masterpieces.    Doubleday  &  McClure  Co.,  N.  Y.   50c  each. 
fLark  Classics.   William  Doxey,  San  Francisco.   60c  each. 

JAnnals  of  Switzerland  by  Julia  M.  Colton,  A.  S.  Barnes  &  Co.,  N,  Y.  $1.25. 
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i  Barnes  &  Co.    It  is  printed  on  rough  edged-paper,  and  con- 
|  tains   many  good   pictures  of  the  well-known  scenery  of 
modern  Switzerland.  B. 

"Well  printed  on  thick  paper  and  prettily  bound."— ■(  Glasgow  Herald). 

&  Well  printed,  if  not  artistically,  but  the  paper  we  do  not 
I  consider  particularly  thick,  nor  have  we  that  strong  partiality 
for  red  and  black  which  seems  observable  in  The  Glasgow 
Herald,  otherwise  our  opinions  in  regard  to  Shantytown 
Sketches*  are  approximately  the  same.  The  Boston  Globe 
says  "Mr.  Biddle  is  a  successful  maker  of  books" — referring 
to  him  evidently  in  his  capacity  of  publisher  rather  than  of 
author.  The  Independent  of  Sheffield,  England,  informs  an 
unsuspecting  British  public  that  the  sketches  "show  a  close 
acquaintance  with  Irish,  Jew,  German,  and  Negro  English  as 
it  is  spoken  in  America."  The  Manchester  Guardian,  also 
an  English  paper,  grievously  embarrassed  in  the  kindness  of 
its  heart,  retreats  into  generalities  with  the  interesting  state- 
ment that  "Verses  in  the  style  of  Hans  Brietman  are  amus- 
ing." 

As  long  as  Mr.  Biddle  continues  to  publish  this  small 
volume  with  a  sugar-coating  of  its  own  press  notices,  it  will 
never  lack  readers.  There  are  several  pages  of  these  little 
curiosities,  absorbingly  interesting,  and  deliciously,  if  uncon- 
sciously, witty.  They  have  in  general  a  tone  of  glowing 
eulogy — wherefore  one  wonders  how  on  earth  Mr.  Biddle  can 
have  accumulated  so  numerous  and  widely  distributed  a 
circle  of  friends  and  relatives.  1. 

In  spite  of  much  proverbial  advice  to  the  contrary,  and 
though  we  realize  that  it  is  an  abominably  narrow  and  Phil- 
iistine  thing  to  do,  nevertheless  we  do  to  a  great  extent  judge 
the  humanity  with  which  we  come  in  contact  by  its  clothes. 
So  we  do  books,  with  considerably  more  reason,  since  the 
publishers  who  clothe  books,  in  their  distribution  of  bindings, 
more  nearly  approximate  our  ideas  of  justice  than  do  the 
powers  who  bind  humanity,  in  their  distribution  of  coats. 
Jc  The  Legends  of  the  Rhinef  is  a  book  the  sales  of  which 
we  believe  will  be  cut  down  by  half  because  of  its  unfortunate 
cover.    The  untidy  looking  female  who  sits  thereon,  in  an 

*  Shantytown  Sketches,  by  Anthony  J,  Drextl  Biddle.  Drexel  Biddle,  Pub. 
i  Usher,  Philadelphia. 

fThe  Legends  of  the  Rhine,  by  H.  A.  Guerber.   A.  S.  Barnes  &  Co.,  N.  Y. 
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iron-gray  robe  de  nuit,  repels  acquaintance.    She  is  engaged 
in  playing  upon  some  musical  instrument  immediately  in  front 
of  a  counterfeit  silver  moon,  across  the  face  of  which  floats 
an  old  hammock,  which  the  Lorelei  (we  hazard  a  guess  at 
the  lady's  name  and  rank)  has  evidently  worn  out  during  a 
previous  season.   The  general  tone  of  the  binding  is  a  hideous 
melancholy  gray,  more  befitting  a  warship  than  this  truly 
beautiful  collection  of  legends,  half  history,  half  fairy  tale. 
The  labor  required  for  their  compilation  is  well  shown  by  ] 
their  number  and  absolute  newness.    Excepting  the  stories  of 
such  of  the  Wagnerian  operas  as  are  connected  with  the  ] 
Rhine,  we  doubt  if  six  of  those  lovely  little  bits  of  folklore  I 
have  ever  before  been  seen  by  the  general  reader. 
jJfc  The  book  is  intended,  as  undoubtedly  it  will  be  used,  for  ] 
a  sort  of  guide  book-supplement    in    travelling  through  the  \ 
Rhine  lands.    The  general  subject  matter  reminds  one  of  the  I 
quaint  beauty  of  some  of  the  ballad  stories  in  Percy.  The 
style  is  by  no  means  that  of  a  guide  book  or  work  of  refer- 
ence,  but  on  the  contrary  the  graceful  conversational  tone  of 
the  writer  adds  much  pleasure  to  the  reader's  interest  in  the  ! 
tales  themselves.    To  literary  men  this  collection  can  be 
recommended  as  endlessly  suggestive  of  themes  for  prose  or| 
verse.    Though  some  of  the  translations  are  beautiful,  it  is 
perhaps  to  be  regretted  that  others  of  them  were  not  left  in  , 
the  original  German  verse,  rather  than  divested  of  much  of? 
their  real  beauty,  by  an  inaccurate  or  ineffective  rendering 
into  English. 

Jt>  Inside,  the  book  is  a  feast  for  the  book-man's  eyes ;  most 
excellently  printed  on  rich  white  paper,  with  numerous  en- 
gravings of  pictures,  statues,  and  photographs,  thoroughly 

indexed  and  annoted.  Barnes  and  Company,  the 

publishers,  may  feel  that  they  have  added  well  to  their  list  of 
such  compilation  and  books  of  reference,  but  if  one  respects 
the  old-time  loveliness  and  quaint  humor  of  these  many  legends, 
let  him  tear  off  their  iron  gray  cover  and  wrap  them  in  fair 
linen.  /. 

Js>  "The  Later  English  Drama"*  is  primarily  a  book  for 
students  of  literature,  giving  unabridged  the  text  of  "She 
Stoops  to  Conquer,"  "The  Rivals,"  "The  School  for  Scan- 
dal," "Virginius,"  "The  Lady  of  Lyons,"  and  "Richelieu," 

*The  Later  English  Drama,  by  Calvin  S.  Brown,  A.  S.  Barnes  &  Co.,  New 
York  $1.20. 
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divested  of  theatrical  business  and  stage  directions,  in  the 
form  most  suitable  for  pleasant  reading  and  profitable  study. 
In  addition,  this  neatly  bound  and  well  printed  volume  con- 
tains an  introduction  treating  of  the  English  drama  from  the 
time  of  Shakespeare  to  the  middle  of  the  present  century, 
very  briefly  but  thoroughly ;  the  bibliography  of  the  six  plays 
given,  together  with  various  notes  relative  to  them  and  to 
their  authors,  Goldsmith,  Sheridan,  Knowles,  and  Bulwer- 
Lytton ;  of  whom  also  brief  biographical  sketches  are  given. 
The  book  is  valuable  chiefly  in  that  it  contains  uniformly  and 
conveniently  for  reference  and  comparison  these  six  great 
plays  which  generally  would  be  found  in  separate  small 
volumes,  or  bound  up  with  other  matter  of  less  value  and  im- 
portance. /. 

Writing  is  not  Mr.  Henry  Fuller's  profession ;  it  is  seldom 
that  he  publishes  a  book,  but,  whenever  he  does,  the  reading 
public  is  sure  of  a  treat.  Perhaps,  because  his  bread  and 
butter  is  otherwise  provided  for,  he  does  not  write  with  the 
inspiration  of  hunger,  yet  his  work  is  so  minutely  elaborated, 
so  beautiful  in  finish,  that  it  is  nearly  perfect  artistically.  His 
latest  work  is  a  collection  of  Transatlantic  travelling  tales 
under  the  title,  "From  the  Other  Side."*  Each  one  is  told 
as  if  the  thoughts  of  the  relater  had  been  crystallized  into 
print ;  all  except  the  last  are  in  the  first  person.  The  first  is 
as  if  taken  from  the  diary  of  a  clever  young  painter.  Another 
as  of  an  English  lady  of  the  upper-middle  class,  yet  another 
is  as  of  a  decidedly  mediocre  American,  and  the  last  is  in  the 
bright  sun-golden,  impulsive  manner  of  a  Venetian.  The 
character  of  each  narrator  can  be  read  between  the  lines,  and 
Mr.  Fuller  has  been  most  happy  in  his  adaptation  of  agent  to 
material. 

Jt>  One  passage  is  too  fine  not  to  be  especially  honored,  in 
spite  of  the  proposed  copyright  law  against  reviewers.  It  is 
a  paragraph  of  a  letter  from  a  philosophical,  rather  cynical 
old  man  to  an  American  friend,  who,  after  finding  suitable 
ancestors,  has  determined  to  make  an  entrance  into  English 
society. 

"And  now  welcome  to  the  sawdust  palace.  It  is  magnificent 
without,  and  if  it  is  all  hollowness  within,  may  you  not  dis- 
cover that  too  soon.    But  I  warn  you  that  it  is  founded  on  a 

*From  the  Other  Side,  by  Henry  B.  Fuller.  Houghton,  Mifflin  &  Co., 
Boston,  $1.50. 
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sapless  selfishness,  and  that  its  crumbling  walls  are  always 
calling  for  repairs,  and  that  the  latest  comers  must  contribute 
the  greatest  share  of  the  labor.  All  your  spare  hours  must 
you  dance  away  on  sawdust,  until  your  poor  knees  sink 
beneath  you  as  the  result  of  your  arduous  and  aimless  scuf- 
flings.  You  feed  on  sawdust,  and  the  more  you  are  stuffed 
with  it,  the  hollower  and  hungrier  you  become.  You  think 
in  sawdust,  and  your  poor  brain  becomes  dry  and  disintegrate, 
and  finally  blows  away.  You  dream  of  sawdust,  and  wake 
from  the  frantic  rivelries  of  the  scrambling  throng  to  the  real 
business  of  the  day,  which  is  to  furnish  more  sawdust  and 
more  sawdust.  You  must  contribute  it  incessantly,  strictly 
of  the  grade  and  quality  the  supervisors  require,  and  the 
more  you  give  the  more  you  may.  And  in  the  end  you  sigh 
for  the  wholesome  forest  where  grew  all  the  great  trunks  that 
have  been  betrayed  and  dismembered  merely  to  provide 
material  for  so  much  empty  and  crumbling  folly." 

Mr.  Fuller's  book  must  have  a  great  success  in  the  midst 
of  the  prevailing  style  of  writing,  where  all  beauty  is  sub- 
ordinated to  terseness  and  realism ;  it  is  remarkable  in  its 
accordance  of  artistic  thought,  conception,  and  style  to  truth. 
When  we  have  finished,  we  turn  back  to  some  especial  para- 
graph, and  then  we  all  look  forward  to  another  book  still  to 
come  from  Mr.  Fuller's  pen.    May  it  soon  arrive  !  B. 

&  There  is  a  unique  relation  between  the  very  young 
reviewer  and  the  author  whose  work  he  is  reviewing,  when 
that  author  happens  to  be  Stephen  Crane — the  very  youngest 
of  those  authors  who  are  at  all  well  known  either  here  or  in 
England.  The  reviewer  has  a  comfortable  and  unusual  sense 
of  contemporaryship,  of  having  been  personally  introduced  to 
his  author  by  Time  himself.  Then  if  he  be  writing  in  a  school 
or  college  paper — he  is  a  young  man  talking  to  young  men 
about  the  work  of  another  young  man.  Which  is  good. 
&  In  the  first  of  these  eight  tales  of  adventure,  The  Open 
Boat,*  "Being  the  experience  of  four  men  from  the  sunken 
steamer  Commodore"  Crane  himself  figures  as  the  "corres- 
pondent." We  know  from^the  newspapers  that  he  did  experi- 
ence shipwreck  some  time  within  the  last  year,  also  that  he 
went  as  a  newspaper  correspondent  to  Cuba,  or  thereabouts, 
during  the  late  war.  So  we  read  these  two  stories,  since  they 
are  interesting,  with  that  interest  which  the  Fates  always  wrap 
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about  a  happening  that  really  was,  enjoying  the  "canton 
flannel  gulls,"  the  "coast,  black  as  the  side  of  a  coffin,"  and 
the  other  bits  of  art  that  lie  about  the  studio  of  one  of  Crane's 
stories,  and  feel  that  to  a  slight  extent  we  are  studying  and 
learning,  that  Crane  really  knows  what  he  is  talking  about. 
With  the  other  six  tales,  excepting  that  one  called  The  Wise 
Men,  which  can  scarcely  be  called  a  tale  and  which  one  reads 
only  because  he  has  a  desperate  hope  that  something  may  at 
last  happen,  one  does  not  have  this  feeling  of  security. 
J*  The  stories  have  a  wide  field  of  geographical  distribution, 
and  a  wide  range  of  incident.  They  are  stories  of  adventure. 
It  is  possible  that  Mr.  Crane  has  experienced  all  these  things 
but  it  is  hardly  probable.  Most  of  us  have  never  had  even 
one  what  may  properly  be  called  an  adventure.  Now  we 
recollect  a  certain  Red  Badge  of  Courage  which,  though  its 
author  knew  absolutely  nothing  from  actual  experience  about 
war,  was  declared  by  old  soldiers  to  be  wonderfully  true  in 
depicting  the  psychic  conditions  of  a  young  soldier,  where- 
fore, by  a  goodly  number  of  nice  people  and  of  those  who 
ought  to  know,  it  was  labelled  a  work  of  genius.  We  have 
the  greatest  respect  for  a  genius  as  we  have  for  a  compass, 
but  before  trusting  much  to  either  we  wish  to  be  assured  that 
it  is  reliable.  As  long  as  Mr.  Crane  writes  about  war  and  the 
young  soldier  there  are  many,  even  among  the  critics,  who 
can  tell  whether  he  is  telling  the  truth,  even  if  he  does  not 
know  himself.  About  such  tales  of  adventure  as  these,  how- 
ever, it  is  different.  If  Mr.  Crane  has  suffered  them  he 
knows  whether  or  not  man  feels  thus  and  so  under  these  con- 
ditions, and  his  knowledge  is  all  we  require  ;  if  he  has  not, 
the  general  reader  can  not  assure  himself.  We  do  not  re- 
quire truth  in  a  fairy  tale  nor  realism  in  one  of  Rider 
Haggard's  splendid  night- mares.  But  Crane's  tales  have 
neither  the  waxen  beauty  of  the  one,  nor  the  thrilling  interest 
of  the  other.  Almost  their  only  value  lies  in  their  descrip- 
tion of  one's  inner  being  under  certain  unusual  outer  condi- 
tions ;  if  the  description  is  not  true — they  are  nothing.  Are 
they  true  ?    Is  Crane  writing  as  a  genius  or  as  a  traveller  ? 

The  book's  general  impression  is  not  pleasant,  it  lingers  in 
one's  mind  as  having  been  bound  by  Doubleday  and  McClure, 
rather  than  as  written  by  Stephen  Crane.  When  Crane's 
words  are  beautiful  their  strangeness  often  adds  a  delicious 
quintessence  of  beauty  to  them ;  when  they  are  merely  strange, 
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they  are  not  beautiful — and  most  terribly  tiresome.  There 
are  two  or  three  pages  of  the  book  that  are  as  lovely  as  a 
bed  of  lilies  in  the  moonlight ;  the  description,  for  instance* 
of  "a  certain  place  of  pictures"  in  "Death  and  the  Child," 
or  the  ending  of  "Flanigan" — 

From  the  throng  of  charming  women  floated  the  perfume  of 
many  flowers.  Later  there  floated  to  them  a  body  with  a  calm 
face  of  an  Irish  type.  This  is  not  the  ending  however,  for 
Mr.  Crane  has  a  habit  of  hitching  on  to  his  stories  an  ac- 
cursed little  bow,  quite  unnecessary  always,  and  abominably 
self-conscious  :  for  "Flanigan"  it  is  this — coming  just  after  the 
flower  quoted  above  : 

The  expedition  of  the  foundling  will  never  be  historic.   (  !  ) 

For  another  story  it  is  this  :  His  feet  made  funnel-shaped 
tracks  in  the  sand.  (!!!) 

J*  Mr.  Crane's  mincing,  affected  little  sentences  are  often 
tiresome ;  as  finales  they  are  insufferable — the  crashing  of  the 
musician's  elbows  on  the  keys,  when  there  should  be  silence. 

/. 

Books  Received. 

Essentials  of  Plane  Geometry,  by  W.  Wells.  Leach, 
Shewell  &  Co.,  Boston. 

Beginners  Latin  Book,  by  Smiley  and  Stark.  American 
Book  Company,  New  York.  #1.00. 

Caleb  West,  by  F.  Hopkinson  Smith.  Houghton,  Mifflin 
&  Co..  Boston  and  New  York.  $1.50. 

Tales  of  Trail  and  Town,  by  Bret  Harte.  Houghton, 
Mifflin  &  Co.,  Boston.  #1.50. 
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EDITORIALS.  

&  We  believe  that  this  department  is  occasionally 
called  by  such  euphemistic  titles  as  ''The  Editor's 
Easy-chair"  or  his  4 'Sanctum  Sanctorum."  We  do  not 
go  in  for  epigrams — at  least  in  this  department — 
wherefore  we  avow  openly  that  it  is  Our  Workroom, 
in  which  we  manufacture,  with  great  exercise  of  soul 
and  mind,  wise  writings  for  the  direction  of  students, 
school,  and  state.  The  editorial  is  a  great  institu- 
tion :  within  its  wilderness  the  writer  crieth  aloud 
with  all  the  serenity  of  a  wakeful  house-dog  on  a 
lonely  farm.  He  is  alone  in  his  glory,  no  other  voice 
disturbs  the  midnight,  there  is  no  contradiction,  no 
argument ;  for,  in  the  case  of  the  dog  every  one  is 
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asleep,  in  the  case  of  the  editor, — who  ever  reads 
editorials?  Are  you,  more — or  less — gentle  reader, 
on  this  lonely  by-path  except  by  accident? 

£t  "It  would  never  do  to  say  'How  d'ye  do'  now"  she  said  to  herself,  "we  seem 
to  have  got  beyond  that,  somehow."  Alice  in  Wonderland. 

J*  Two  months  ago  when,  from  the  midst  of  bathing, 
boating,  dancing,  and  all  the  host  of  summer  joys, 
we  looked  ahead  towards  the  fifteenth  of  September, 
that  date  seemed  the  edge  of  a  frightful  chasm. 
Now  it  is  a  month  in  the  rear,  and  we  find  our  work, 
not  a  precipice,  but  scholastic  meadow-lands  sloping 
very  pleasantly  towards  the  Christmas  vacation.  We 
are  surprised  how  easily  we  have  gotten  into  our 
work,  living  with  the  seminary  bell  next  our  hearts, 
plugging  Algebra  and  Latin,  and  taking  cuts  with 
humble  and  contrite  hearts  for  what  they  are — the 
gifts  of  the  gods.  Already  the  Prep,  has  learned  to 
smoke  his  pipe,  at  peace  with  the  world,  the  flesh 
and  the  faculty,  in  Commons ;  the  sophisticated 
Junior  Mids,  beginning  French,  already  disturb  the 
domestics  at  the  Major's  by  calling  for  pain,  likewise, 
do  they  say  Out,  Out,  all  the  way  home,  like  the  fifth 
little  pig ;  and  the  Anabasis  class  has  already  found 
the  place  where  the  Greeks  throw  potatoes  at  Klear- 
kus  and  his  v7ro£vyia,  and  Klearkus  wept.  (Do  you 
remember  that,0  elder  brothers  of  the  alumni  ?) — Yes, 
indeed,  it  is  too  late  to  say  "How  d'ye  do"  now. 
&  We  fellows  who  have  been  here  before  are  apt  to 
overlook  what  is  most  striking  to  a  fellow  here  for 
the  first  time — the  surpassing  beauty  of  Andover  at 
this  season.  Alas  !  Forgive  us — an  editorial  must 
be  practical  above  all  things.  But  it  is  hard  to  write 
an  editorial  when  from  one's  window  one  can  see  a 
maple  that  seems  to  glow  and  lap  against  the  very 
skies  with  autumnal  flames  of  scarlet  and  gold ; 
when  the  ivy  presses  little  crimson  kisses  on  the  brick 
walls,  as  a  child's  lips  caress  its  granddam's  wrinkled 
old  face ;  when  this  whole  blessed  little  town  is  fitted 
up  with  scenery  more  befitting  a  comic  opera,  than 
an  abode  of  quiet  learning.  Why  actually,  if  one  of 
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these  October  mornings,  one  should  observe  the 
faculty,  the  theologues,  and  the  Fern  Sems  attired  in 
the  airy  costumes  of  the  stage  peasantry,  one  couldn't 
muster  up  a  feeling  of  respectable  surprise ! 

We  are  very  late  this  month  in  coming  out — there 
were  reasons — we  hope  after  this  to  come  out  promptly 
on  the  fifteenth  of  each  month  in  which  we  come  out 
at  all. 

Now  we  are  going  to  indulge  in  a  conversation 
upon  that  subject  which  is  most  delightful  to  us — 
ourselves.  Doubtless  by  this  time  you  have  observed 
that  we  have  new  clothes.  When  a  boy  at  the  same 
time  comes  into  school  late  and  wears  a  new  suit — 
as  well  as  we  can  remember  these  circumstances — it 
is  embarrassing.  But  we  consider  our  change  an 
improvement.  It  is  not  good  for  man  to  wear  always 
the  same  clothes,  nor  is  it  good  for  man  to  be  alone, 
nor  for  a  magazine,  which  brings  us  nicely  into  our 
subject. 

&  To  speak  frankly,  we  think  the  Mirror — at  least  as 
long  as  we  have  known  it — has  been  too  much  alone  in 
the  school.  The  fellows  have  considered  that,  if  an- 
nually by  their  silence  they  suffer  the  new  fellows,  who 
don't  know  any  better,  to  subscribe  to  it,  then  in  June 
to  give  it  a  kindly  recognizing  dig  in  the  Pot  Pourri, 
they  have  done  their  duty.  Now  we  can't  ask  you  to 
enjoy  us,  but  we  have  a  right,  as  a  necessary  school 
institution,  to  ask  a  little  financial  support.  Doubt- 
lessly, it  is  an  honor  to  work  for  the  literary  magazine 
of  Phillips  Academy,  but  honor,  as  you  know,  is  a 
common  thing  at  Phillips.  If  only  for  the  fellows 
who,  by  the  unpleasant  work  of  soliciting  advertise- 
ments, get  money  to  pay  for  its  publication,  there 
should  be  some  return.  The  man  who  has  any 
money  at  all,  who  does  not  give  a  little  something  to 
athletics  is  almost  as  rare  as  the  old  fellow  who  does 
subscribe  to  the  Mirror.  The  average  football  sub- 
scription, we  believe,  is  five  dollars  (the  subscription- 
men  say  twenty-five  dollars)  ;  the  price  of  the  Mirror 
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per  year  is  a  dollar  and  a  half !  Even  a  victorious 
football  team  will  not  represent  us  better  or  more 
broadly  before  the  world  than  a  good  school  paper. 
We  play  football  and  baseball  with  the  best  college 
teams  in  New  England,  and  fellows,  we  don't  get 
beaten  so  badly  either !  Why  can't  we  publish  a 
magazine  that  may  at  least  be  compared  with  some 
of  the  best  college  papers?  Is  it  that  we  do  not 
develope  minds  until  we  become  college  men,  that  we 
are  simply  children  with  well  grown  bodies?  Or  is 
it  because  the  few  who  do  work  for  our  paper  are  not 
supported  by  even  the  approval  of  the  other  fellows, 
and  that  many  who  could  write  don't  write? 
J>  The  Mirror  has  never  been  taken  seriously  by  the 
fellows,  even  as  a  joke.  We  should  consider  it  a 
good  symptom  if  there  were  more  grinds  about  it  in 
the  Pot  Pourri.  We  feel  that  the  Mirror  would  be 
more  a  popular  institution  if  it  were  better  or  worse 
than  it  is.  If  they  who  write  for  it  could  produce 
work  like  Anthony  Hope's  or  Alexander  Dumas', 
doubtlessly,  on  the  days  of  distribution,  there  would 
be  a  roaring,  eager  mob  in  the  lower  hall  (which 
there  is  not  under  present  circumstances).  Or  if  we 
got  out  a  typical  grammar-school  journal  filled  with 
the  Samson  -De  -Football  -  has-had-his-hair-cut.-We- 
wonder-who-Delilah-is  type  of  literature,  we  fear 
there  are  a  few  of  us  for  whom  its  pages  would  have 
a  burning  interest.  We  are  not  Anthony  Hope  we 
regret  to  say.  We  can't  hope  to  interest  you.  But, 
truly,  we  do  our  best,  and  we  will  not  do  less,  even  if 
we  think  we  should  please  }^ou  more.  Hoc  ammo 
semper  fuimus  ut  invidiam  virtute  -partam  gloriam 
non  invidiam  fiutaremus. 

&  In  a  recent  number  of  the  Pnillipian,  with  all  nec- 
essary explanations,  we  re-announced  the  two  prizes 
for  the  Fall  term :  we  want  stories,  verses,  descrip- 
tive articles,  almost  everything  in  fact.  In  addition, 
tho'  to  raise  the  standard  of  the  individual  articles 
their  number  will  be  smaller  than  before,  an  attempt 
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will  be  made,  in  emulation  of  the  standard  college 
papers,  to  have  in  every  issue  one  article  more 
serious,  critical  or  didactic,  preferably  literary.  If 
you  know  a  subject,  a  language,  a  people,  which  the 
rest  of  us  do  not,  translate  it  for  us.  If  you  read,  if 
you  have  a  favorite  author  or  a  favorite  book,  intro- 
duce us,  even  if  it  be  a  dime-novel  and  he  the  father 
of  dime  novels.  Quote  him,  explain  him,  criticise 
him  in  a  good  article.  We  are  not  stiff  necked,  we 
shall  be  delighted  to  meet  anyone  of  whom  a  human 
being  can  be  fond. 

&  This  has  been  rather  a  long  talk — our  first  and  last 
offense — but  a  necessary  one. 

EXCHANGES.  

Behold,  saith  the  Exchange  Editor,  Mine  is  the  Depart- 
ment of  Resurrection,  the  Purgatory  between  the  Hades  of 
Oblivion  and  the  Earth  of  New  Printers' -ink,  wherein  the 
verses  of  men  walk  yet  a  little  while  amongst  their  fellows. 
For,  what  other  than  graveyards  are  these  lonely,  unfrequented 
college  magazines,  sober-hued  and  pictureless,  in  which  one 
by  one  we  lay  away  the  still-born  children  of  our  fancy  :  poor, 
scholastic  rhythm-souls,  without  the  obulus  wherewith  to  pay 
the  Ferryman  to  Fame,  lacking  the  sacred  rites  of  waste-paper- 
basket,  so  doomed  to  wander  yet  an  hundred  hours  Where 

for  in  this  land  of  typographical  spooks  hist !  Here 

are  three  ghosts. 

In  Violet-Time. 
Down  in  the  April  land 

Love  gathered  a  flower  and  kissed 
And  shut  it  into  her  hand — 

So  did  Love  make  his  tryst. 

And  Aprils  have  come  and  flown, 
And  the  heart  of  the  rose  forgets, 

But  Love  still  waits  for  his  own 
Among  the  violets. 
Jeannette  Bliss  Gillespy,  in  Columbia  Lit. 
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Moods. 

Utterly  hopeless, 

Life  so  long ; 
Nothing  to  live  for, 

All  gone  wrong ; 
Take  up  the  burden, 

Struggle  along. 

Feel  the  hot  blood 

Rush  to  the  brain, 
Stifling  the  breath ; — 

Angry,  insane. 
Slowly,  with  passion's  death, 

Comes  hate  and  pain. 

Listen  to  music 

Far  off  in  dreams  ; 
Watching  gay  motes  dance 

In  sunlight  beams. 
All's  art  and  joyfulness. 

So  sweet  life  seems. 

Peace  and  Oblivion, 

Serenity  deep ; 
Not  to  be  wakeful 

With  those  who  weep. 
White  poppies  waving ; 

Drift,  drift  to  sleep. 

Anon,  in  Vassar  Miscellany. 

Two  Songs. 
Where  rolls  the  prairie  sea  with  voiceless  tide, 
I  stood,  and  there  the  wind-moved  breakers  sang  to  me 
A  song  all  silent,  but  a  song  with  melody 
So  eloquent,  I  turned  away  wet-eyed. 

I  sang  a  song  far,  far  from  that  still  sea, 

And  men  with  wet  eyes  asked  me  whence  its  sweetness  grew. 

Ah,  silent  sea,  I  told  them  not,  but  well  I  knew 

It  was  the  song  thy  breakers  sang  to  me. 

H.  D.  T.y  'gg,  in  Vassar  Miscellany. 
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THE  MONTH.  

June  2.  Andover  won  easily  from  Lawrenceville  in  base- 
ball by  a  score  of  18-5. 

June  3.    Andover  beat  Princeton  Fresh.    Score  9-2. 

June  4.  Amherst  Senior  Dramatic  Club  played  "All  the 
Comforts  of  Home"  in  Town  Hall. 

June  11.  Andover  beat  Exeter  in  baseball;  the  blue  piling 
up  10  runs  against  2. 

Commons  won  the  street  baseball  championship  from 
Morton  street. 

June  18.  Childs,  '98  and  Howells,  'oo,  representing  An- 
dover, won  from  Exeter  in  tennis. 

June  20.  The  Dramatic  Club  and  the  Musical  Association 
gave  an  entertainment  in  the  Town  Hall. 

June  91.    '98  Class  Day. 

The  thirty-second  Draper  competition  was  held  in 
chapel.  Francis  Joseph  O'Connor  won  first  prize  ;  Edward 
Woods  Hunt,  second ;  Jean  Ross  Irvine,  third. 

June  22.  Commencement. 

Robert  Lounsbury  Black  elected  to  Mirror  board. 

September  15.    School  opened  with  about  400  fellows. 

September  19.  Track  candidates  called  out  by  Capt. 
Kimball. 

September  20.  Forty  fellows  turned  out  for  the  football 
team. 

September  24.    Andover  won  from  Boston  Latin  in  a 

loosely  played  game.    Score  22-0. 

September  30.  Andover  lost  to  Williams  by  a  score  of  6-0* 
October  6.     Trial  for  Dramatic  Club   held  in  school 

building. 

October  12.    Andover  won  from  Tufts' College.  Score  5-0. 

LEAVES  FROM  PHILLIPS  IVY.  

/  '43. — Died  at  Roxbury,  Sept.  19,  1898,  Henry  J.  Darling, 
a  merchant  on  India  street,  Boston. 

xi  '46. — Thomas  Morrill  Stimpson,  a  successful  lawyer,  gradu- 
ate of  Amherst  College,  died  at  Peabody,  Sept.  30,  1898. 

'50. — Hon.  Frank  M.  Ames,  president  of  the  Lamson  Con- 
solidated Store  Service  Co.,  and  of  the  Kinsley  Iron  and 
Machine  Co.,  of  Canton,  died  at  Pemaquid,  Me.,  August  23, 
1898.    Mr.  Ames  was  the  son  of  Oakes  Ames  and  was  born 
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in  North  Easton  in  1833.  During  the  civil  war  he  was 
sergeant-major  and  quartermaster  of  the  2nd  battalion  of 
infantry. 

'57. — At  Gratz,  Austria,  August  15,  1898,  died  Rev. 
Charles  Baker,  D.  D.,  of  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.  He  was  a  grand- 
son of  Pres.  Leonard  Woods  of  the  Andover  Theological 
Seminary. 

»/  '58. — John  George  Seltzer,  a  lawyer  of  Boston,  formerly  of 
Womelsdorf,  Pa.,  died  August  7,  1898. 

'59. — Baker  and  Taylor  have  published  "The  State,"  an 
address  given  by  Rev.  Leander  T.  Chamberlain  before  the 
Patria  Club  of  New  York. 

'59. — In  New  Paltz,  N.  Y.,  Sept.  22,  1898,  married,  Rev. 
Addison  P.  Foster,  D.  D.,  of  Boston,  and  Gertrude  Deyo. 

'69. — John  A.  Aiken  of  Greenfield  has  been  confirmed  as 
Judge  of  the  Superior  Court  of  Massachusetts. 

'71. — Edward  Curtis  Smith  of  St.  Albans,  Vt.,  has  been 
elected  by  the  Republican  party,  Governor  of  the  State  of 
Vermont. 

'78. — John  E.  Smith  of  Andover  was  recently  elected 
president  of  the  state  association  of  stationary  engineers. 

'83. — Samuel  Abbott  is  managing  editor  of  "The  College 
Athlete,"  a  monthly  magazine  published  at  6  Beacon  street, 
Boston. 

'85. — Dr.  Frank  C.  Babbitt,  instructor  in  Greek  at  Harvard, 
has  accepted  the  professorship  of  Greek  of  Trinity  College, 
Hartford,  Conn. 

'86. — The  marriage  of  Miss  Kate  Estelle  Koom  to  Charles 
C.  Bovey  took  place  at  Minneapolis,  Minn.,  on  June  14,  1898. 

'87. — At  Fort  Myer,  Va.,  Edward  Dexter  Brown  died,  at 
the  age  of  29  years.  He  was  a  graduate  of  the  Massachusetts 
Institute  of  Technology. 

'88. — Rev.  Ernest  C.  Bartlett,  Williams  College  '92,  was 
married  at  Chelmsford,  Sept.  13,  1898,  to  Clemantine  A. 
Sheldon. 

'89. — Otho  G.  Cartwright,  Yale  '93,  is  instructor  in  history 
and  athletic  director  in  the  Taft  school  at  Watertown,  Conn. 

'90. — Elias  Bullard  Bishop  has  associated  himself  with 
George  M.  Cushing,  as  counsellor-at-law,  at  54  Devonshire 
street,  Boston. 

'93. — On  Oct.  19,  at  Chapel  Hill,  North  Carolina,  oc- 
curred the  marriage  of  Louise  Hall  Manning  to  Wm.  Robert 
Webb,  Jr. 
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CHARLES  E.  ABBOTT,  M.  D. 

C.  fi-  GILBERT,  M.  D.  S. 

@  PHYSICIAN 
land  SURGEON, 

Dental  Rooms. 

70  Main  St.,  Andover. 

"W 

BANK  BUILDING, 

Office  Hours: 
Until  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3,  6  to  8  p.  m. 

ANDOVER,   *  MASS. 

M.  F.  QHdSE, 

5  icicles  and  Sporting  Goods, 

BICYCLES  CLEANED  ANE  REPAIRED. 

Musgrove  Block,  -  Andover. 


CHAS.  A.  QAREY, 

THEATRICAL 

—GOODS. 

503  Washington  St.,  Cor.  West  St., 
BOSTON. 

Wigs,  Beards,  etc.,  for  Private 
Theatricals,  Masquerades,  Old  Folks 
Concerts.  Importer  and  dealer  in 
Grease  Paints,  Powders,  Burnt  Cork 
etc.  First-class  Make-up  artists  fur- 
nished at  $4.00  per  night,  including 
make-up. 


Lewis  T.  Hardy.  Joseph  F.  Cole. 

HHRDY  5t  COLE, 

ESSEX  ST.,  ANDOVER, 


Biers  #[uier  Dealers 

w 

Box  Making,  Planing    Sawing  and  Match- 
ing done  to  order. 

Kindling  Wood  by  the  Load. 


JVX.    T.  WAL8H, 

DEALER  IN 


Stoves,  Ranges  and  Furnaces. 

Plumbing,  Steam  and  Hot  Water  Heating.    3ilOP    ESSGX  St    ftlltlOV  f 


Dr.  J.  F.  Richards, 

Dr.  C.  W.  Scott, 

94  Main  Street, 

Main  Street, 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Office  Hours  : 

Office  Hours  : 

Till  9  a.m. ;  1  to  3  p.m.  ;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Till  9  a.m. ;  1  to  3  p.m.  ;  7  to  9  p.  m. 
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TO  STUDENTS: 

Are  you  fully  aware  that  you  can  furnish 
your  rooms  from 

Houghton  &  Button's 

For  less  money  than  from  any  other  house  in  Boston  ? 
We  give  you  below  a  very  few  hints;  run  them  down 
and  convince  yourselves  of  the  truthfulness  of  our  claim. 


FURNITURE. 

White  Enameled  Beds,  Brass  Trim- 

ming-s,  etc.  $2.75  to  $17.98 

Mattresses  in  great  variety,  1.50  14  18.98 
All-Feather  Pillows,  .97   "  5.00 

Bed  Springs,  1.25  "  6.98 

Chamber  Suits,  various  woods  and 

styles,  $9  98  upward 

Chiffonniers,  3  97  to  $19.98 

Rockers,  plush   and   rattan,  every 

style,  $1.47  to  $19.9S 

Lounges  and  Couches,  every 

style,  4  98  upward 

Chiffonnier  Beds,  with  mattresses 

and  springs,  $14.98  upward 


RUGS. 

CARPET  SIZES. 

Afghan  Smyrna,  G     x    9  feet, 
1%  x  10>£ 
9     x  12 

Wool  Smyrna,  6x9 

"        "      n%  x  10^ 

"  "  9     *  12 

Fine  Axminster,  4}£  x  G1^ 

*  "  6x9 

M  "  1%  x  10^ 

,l  '«  9     x  12 


26.98 


STUDENT  LAMPS. 


The  nickel-plated  "  PERFECTION,"  the  best  and  most  popular 
lamp  for  studying  or  reading 


DECORATED  CHINA  CUSPIDORES,       39  cents  to  $4.98 

GLASSWARE. 

Real  cut-glass  DECANTERS,  flute  necks  and  star  bottoms      49  cen 
Thin  blown  crystal  TUMBLERS  34  cents  a  dozen  and  upwards 

Initials  engraved  to  order  when  desired. 

UPHOLSTERY. 

This  you  will  find  an  admiarbly  equipped  and  conducted  department, 
CURTAINS  and  DRAPERIES  of  all  kinds,  SOFA  PILLOWS,  etc., 
always  at  BOTTOM  PRICES.  SPECIAL  ORDERS  executed  by  skillfu 
workmen,  measurement  and  estimates  being  made  FREE  OF  CHARGE,  oi 
orders  either  large  or  small. 
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THE  ANDOVER  BOOKSTORE 


iupply  Depot  for  all  Academy  Text  Books  and  School  Supplies.  Stationery 
in  all  grades,  plain  and  engraved,  special  P.  A.  papers.  See 
our  Andover  Fountain  Pen.    Price  reduced 
to  $1.50.    Weekly  and  Monthly 
Periodicals. 


3eorgc  A.  Higgirjs  &  Co.,     A\airj  5t.,  Andover. 
MRS.  S.  J.  BUCKUIIN, 

42   MAIN  STREET, 

f  Manuscript  Revised  and  Typewritten.       Letters  Written  from  Dictation. 
Agent  for  Hammond  Typewriter. 

FULL   LINE  OF   BAKER'S  CHOCOLATES  AND  BON-BONS. 


OflL.  WOOD 

FRANK  E.  GLEASON, 

(Successor  to  John  (.  ornell.) 

Carter's  Block,  Andover,  Mass. 


COAL  DELIVERED  TO  THE  ROOM. 


STRAW.  HflT 


THE 


mansion  House, 

On  the  Hill,  near  Phillips  Academy. 

Open  the   year  round.  Enlarged 
and  Newly  Furnished.  Terms 
$12.50  to  $17.50  a  week. 
$2.00  to  $3.00 
per  day. 


E.  P.  HitcbcocK,  Prop. 


 IF    YOU  DESIRE   

FIRE,  LIFE  OR  ACCIDENT  INSURANCE 

CALL  AT 

Rogers'  Real  Estate  Agency,  Musgrove  Building,  Main  St,, 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

HENRY  P.  NOYES, 

FurniturE, 

Andover,  Mass. 
EDWIN  C  PIKE. 

 DEALER  IN  

Stove?,  L&rops,  Oil,  Tin  evod  Glass  Ware, 

PAINTS,  WOODEN  WAKE,  0E00KERY,  ETC 

PARK   STREET,  -  -  ANDOVER,  MASS. 

XI 


PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


W.  H.  OILEI  &l  CO. 

NOVELTIES  IN 

Grolf  and  Bicycle 

CLOTHING. 

HOSEIERY    and  CAPS. 
226  ESSEX  STREET..  LAWRENCE,  MASS, 

Are  You  Insured? 

Is  your  house  insured?  Are  your  Furniture 
and  books  insured? 

J.  fl.  SMART,  BflflK  BUIIiDlflG,  flfiDOVER. 

Represents  Fire,  Life  and  Accident  Insu- 
rance.   Best  Companies.    Lowest  Rates. 


li.  C.  TANNER 

Qterer  * 


For  all  kinds  of  Society  Events. 
Everything  used  is  of  first-class  qual- 
ity, and  the  best  of  service  guaran- 
teed. Prompt  attention  and  personal 
supervision  given  to  all  contracts. 

■a- 

24  Main  St., 


TONY  BdSO, 

FRESH  FRUIT  UNO 


50  MAIN  ST.,  ANDOVER. 


BURNS  &,  CROWLEY, 
Tailors  &r;<I  Furpisbers. 


dQENTS  FOR 
SCRIPTURE'S  LflUNbRY, 


HNDOiZER, 
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|  Boston  &  Maine  Railroad.  1 

I         The  Greatest  Railroad  System  of  New  England. 


LOWLST  RATES  TO  ALL  POINTS.  | 

|  West,  Northwest  and  Southwest.  | 

FAST  TRAINS  WITH  THROUGH 
SLEEPING  CARS  BETWEEN 

.  .  .  BOSTONS 

Sj|  AND 

|§  Montreal,  Ottawa,  Toronto, 

%  Chicago,  St.  Paul  and  Minneapolis.  jjK 

S  Onlv  one  Change  of  Cars  to  the  PACIFIC  COAST. 

g  D.  J.  FLANDERS, 

^  Gen'l  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agent. 

CURRAN  &  JOYCE, 

Ballardvale  *  Lithia  *  Water, 

GINGER  ALE  AND  SODA. 
433.  435.  437  COMMON  STREET.         -        -        -        LAWRENCE.  MASS. 


y  C.  KM  CO., 


/^^^POYNETTE 

Vj</x/  f  //         2*2  FRONT- HEIGHT-BACK2 


Wholesale  and  Retail  Dealers  in 

GROCERIES  AND 

PROVISIONS 

Plain    and    Fancy  Bakers. 
Wood, Coal  and  Prepared  Wood, 
Hay,  Straw  and  Grain. 
Telephone  33-2. 

106  South  Broadway, 
LAWRENCE,      -  MASS. 
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MANSION  HOUSE 
LIVERY  AND  BOARDING  STABLE, 


IRA  B.  HILL,  Proprietor. 


Depot  carriage  meets  all  Boston  trains,  and  carries  passengers  to  the  station 
at  shcrt  notice.    First-class  rigs  to  let,  with  or  without  a  driver.    P.  A. 
patronage  lespectfully  solicted    and    satisfaction  guaranteed. 

Long  Distance  Telephone  connection  at  Mansion  House. 


IRbofces  &  flfeoulton's 

Up-to-Date  Laundry 

AND 

Geotleroep  5  Shoe  Parlors, 

5  Main  Street,     Andover,  Mass. 


ALLEN  HiNTON, 

FURNISHER  OF 

flee  Cream  anfc  Sberbet. 

Plain  Cream   per  quart   .  50c 

Harlequin    "    50c 

Fruit  Cream   "    60c 

Tutti-  Kruitti   "    75c 

Tutti-Fruitti  without"    60c 

Cafe-Pafe  "    80  c 

Bisque   "    80c 

Lemon  Sherbet         "    40c 

Orange  and  Raspberry  Sherbets   50c 

Individual  Ices  per  dozen   $2.00 

Individual  Creams  "    3  00 

Ice  Cream  furnished  at  $125   per  gallon  to 
parties  desiring  to  sell. 
Residence  South  /lain  St.,  Andover. 
P.  O.  Box,  443 


AMERICAN  HAND  LAUNDRY. 

J[.   D81.  podges,  Dfianager. 

Goods  called  for  and  delivered  in  any  part  of  the  town. 
Send  postal  card  and  we  will  call. 
SPECIAL  RATES  TO  STUDENTS. 
ALL  HAND  WORK.  NO.  6,  MAIN  ST. 


BENJ.  BROWN, 


Shoes  for  Urack 


anb  ^Football. 


T.  J.  FARMER 

51  OF  DLL 


Oysters,  Clams 
and  Lobsters... 

15  BARNARD'S  COURT,  ANDOVER. 


THOMAS  E.  RHODES, 

Ice  Cream,  Ice  Cream  Soda,  Cigars,  Confectionery,  Lunch  Room,  Etc. 

Main  Street,  Ai^dover-. 
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Mathematical 

Instruments, 

Artists' 

Materials. 

FOR  CRAYON  AND  CHARCOAL  DRAWING,    OIL  AND  WATER 
COLOR  PAINTING.    ARCHITECTS'  AND  ENGINEERS' 
SUPPLIES,  ETC.    PICTURE  FRAMING 
A  SPECIALTY. 


FROST   &   ADAMS  CO., 
Importers,  37  Cornhill,     Boston,  Mass 


DISCOUNT   TO  STUDENTS* 


Sofa  Pillows,  Pin  Cushions,  Picture  Frames,  Banners, 

IN   AN  DOVER   BLUE  AND  WHITE, 

L-A  FL-EUR  -  DE  -  L-I5,  5tr*et. 

Formerly  the  MISSES  BRADLEYS. 

W.  E.  STRATTON, 

 TEACHER  OF  

Banjo,  Guitar  and  Mandolin.   Instruments  for  Sale. 

MORRILL   HOUSE  ANNEX,  ANDOVER. 


(Seorge  2>.  dlMUett, 

^FLORIST.  A 

Carnations  a  Specialty.   All  hinds  of  Flowers  at  Short 
Notice.   Palms  and  Ferns  constantly  on  hand. 
.   .    .    .   Decorations  .... 

P.  0.  Box  310,  Andover.        Greenhouses,  Holt  District. 
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VfllpEY  BROTHERS, 


■DEALERS  IN  — 


ffleats,  Vegetables, 


POULTRY,  ETC. 


No.  2  Main  St.,     Andover,  Mass. 

G.  H.  Valpey.  E.  H.  Valpey 


J.  P.  WAKEFIELD. 


-DEALER  IN- 


Meats,  Vegetables, 

-ETC- 


MARKET  ON  MAIN  ST. 


DR.  B.  S.  STEPHENSON, 

J 27  Main  Street,  Andover, 

OCULIST  AND  AUR/ST 

OFFICE  HOURS.  12.30  to  5.30  P.  M.  Tues.  and  Thurs. 


FINEST  LINE  OF 

CUTLERY  IN  TOWN. 

ALSO 

Revolvers,  Cartridges, 
Loaded  Shells,  Skates, 
Polo  Sticks  and  Balls 

AT  THE 

ANDOVER  HARDWARE  STORE, 

H.  McLawlin,         A\ain  St. 


P.  A.  students  would  do  well  to  re- 
member that 

SMITH  &  MANNING 

can  fit  you  out  with 
WINTER  UNDERWEAR. 
Call  at  their  store  at  8  Essex  Street  and 
see  for  yourself. 


DKA  LKK  IN 

PICTURE   FRAMES  &c   WALL  PAPER, 

ALSO 

Pictures.  Stationery,  Artists'  Materials,  Sewing  Machines,  Fancy  Goods.  Choice  Con 
fectionery,  Toilet  Soap  and  Perfumery. 


OWN  HALL  AVE. 


AN  DOVER. 


Have  you  got  to 
speak  a  piece? 


Well,  we  don't  know  of  any  kind  of  "  effort,"  from 
the  schoolboy's  "recitation"  or  the  schoolgirl's  "read- 
ing," and  along  through  the  whole  school  and  college 
career,  down  to  the  "response  to  toas"s"  at  the  last 
"class  dinner,"  that  is  not  provided  for  among  :— 

Commencement  Parts,   including  "efforts"  for  all 

other  occasions.  $1.50. 
Pros  and  Cons     Both  sides  of  live  questions.  $1.50. 
Playable  Plays.    For  school  and  parlor.  $1.50. 
College  Men's  Three- Minute  Declamations.  $1.00. 
College  Maids'  Three- Minute  Readings.  $1.00. 
Pieces  for  Prize- Speak  ing  Contests.    $1 .00. 
Acme  Declamation  Book     Paper,  30c.    Cloth,  50c. 
Handy  Pieces  to  Speak.  108  on  separate  cards.  50c. 

List  of  "Contents"  of  any  or  all  of  above  free  on  re- 
quest if  you  mention  this  ad. 

HIITDS  &  NOBLE,  Publishers 
4-5-13-14  Cooper  Institute  W.  Y.  City 

SchooVbooks  of  all  publishers  at  one  store. 
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Linery,  Boarding  and  Sale. 
ANDOVER,  MASS. 
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Tally-ho  Coach  and  Pleasuq 
Barge  and  Latest  Stjleri  Ve 
hides  for  Pleasure  Riding. 
A  Specialty  of  the  sale  o 
High  Grade  Driving  Horse 
from  the  Northern  States. 

WM.  H.  HIGGINS,  Proprietoi 
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The  Largest  Stock  of  Drafting  instru- 
ments. Supplies  and  Artists' 
Materials  to  be  found  in 
New  England, 


Wadsworth,  Howland  &  Go. 


(incorporated) 
82  and  84  Washington  St..  Boston. 

Send  for  Catalogue. 


GOIif  GOODS. 


SPORTSMEN'S 
OUTFITS. 


!fc  Golf  Clubs 

oi  the  noted  makers, 
Ferg-ie,  Hutchison, 
Auchterionie, 
""  ^'r'  ~~         Cross waite 

and  others. 

Henley  &  Melfort  Balls, 
Caddy  Bags,  Etc. 

FINE  GUNS, 
Scott,  Westley,  Richards ,  Greener,  Colt, 
Parker,  &c. 

FINE  RODS  ftND  FISHING  TACKLE. 

YACHT  GUNS  CAMP  OUTFITS.  RUBBER 
BLANKETS.  TEXTS  TOURISTS' 
KNAPSACKS  &c 

New   Mail    Bicycles,     1899  Models. 

Men's,  Ladies',  Juveniles',  Hanover, 
Men's   and    Ladies'    Best  Medium  Priced 
Wheels,  $25,  $30,  $50. 
A  lew  second  hand  wheels. 


WM.  READ  &  SONS, 

107  Washington  St..        Boston.  Mass 

Established  1826 


|THE  BEST  PLACE  TO  BUY  *  J>  * 

JW^  Men's  and  Children's  ^ 
■         Furnishing  Goods  tj£ 

IN  HAVERHILL,  IS  AT 

Wm.  H.  Floyd  &  Ccs. 

"HONEY  SAVING  STORE." 
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Phillips  Academy, 


ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Cecil  F.  P.  Bancroft,  Ph,  D.,  LLD,  Principal, 


THE  Academy  prepares  large  classes  of  young  men  for  the  Colleges,  the 
scientific  schools  and  in  some  cases  for  the  professional  schools.  One 

hundred  and  thirty  candidates  went  to  college  last  year. 

The  faculty  consists  of  twenty  professors  and  instructors. 

The  pupils  last  year  numbered  over  four  hundred,  less  than  one-half 

of  whom  were  from  New  England,  and  the  others  from  more  distant 

places. 

The  current  year  begins  Sept  14,  1898,  with  vacations  at  Christmas 
and  Easter. 

The  expenses  vary  from  $250.00  to  $500.00  a  year,  according  to 
the  accommodations  selected. 

The  income  of  benevolent  funds  and  scholarship  endowments 
amount  to  five  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

The  present  needs  of  the  Academy  are  funds  for  teaching  and  for 
building,  and  for  various  current  uses.  For  further  information,  and 
for  copies  of  the  annual  catalogue,  address  Principal  Bancroft. 

MRS.  C.  A.  SHflTTUCK, 

54  MAIN  ST.,  ANDOVER. 

Cut  Flowers  and  Designs.  Violets  a  Specialty. 

G.  W.  CHANDLER 

—DEALER  IN— 

COAL   AND  WOOD. 

Teaming   and   Jobbing  at   Short  Notice. 

Orders  left  and  bills  \  ayable  at  store  of  O.  P.  Chase. 


UNION  TEACHERS'  AGENCIES  OF  AMERICA, 
Rev.  L.  D.  BASS,  D.  D.,  Manager. 


TEACHERS  WANTED.  UM,™» 

Pittsburg,  Toronto,  New  Orleans,  New  York,  Washington,  San  Krancisco,  Chicago,  St.  Louis 
and  Denver.  There  are  thousands  of  positions  to  be  filled.  We  had  over  8000  vacancies  dur- 
ing  the  past  season.  Teachers  needed  now  to  contract  for  next  year.  Unqualified  facilities 
for  placing  teachers  in  every  part  of  the  U.  S  and  Canada.  Principals,  Superintendents, 
Assistants,  Grade  Teachers,  Public,  Private,  Art,  Music,  Band  Leaders,  etc.,  wanted. 

Address  all  applications  to  Washington,  D.  C,  or  Pittsburg,  Pa. 

THE  PARIS  EXPOSITION  TOURIST  COMFAMY. 

HIGH  CLASS  EXCURSIONS  under  Superior  Conductorship.  "Vacation  Party"  for 
Preachers  and  Teachers  arranged  for  June,  July  and  August,  1900.  Select  Parties.  First- 
class  Travel.    Best  Hotels.    In  order  to  secure  cheap  rates  in  advance,  write  immediatey  to 

PARIS  EXPOSITION  TOURIST  CO.,  Pittsburg,  Pa 
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Notice  Students'  Discount. 

RIMLESS  GLASSES. 


25  per  cent  Discount 
to  Students. 

Co-operative   list.     Oculists'  orders  filled. 
Factory   on    premises.    Mail  orders  a 
specialty.    Catalogues  mailed  on 
application. 

C.  E.  DAVIS  &  CO. 

Manufacturing  and 

Prescription  Opticians. 
2  Park  Square,         -  BOSTON. 


Albert  E,  Hulme, 
d,  m.  a 


F  .  P.  HIGGINS, 
BAKERY, 

Confectionary,  Cigars,  Tobacco,  etc. 

LUNCH  BOOM. 

MUSGROVE  BUILDING, 
ELM  SQUARE. 
A  Full  Line  of  Kennedy's  Biscuits. 
ANDOVER,  MASS 


Ediaard  G.  Gonroy, 


Office  and  Residence, 

36  MAIN  STREET. 


Office  Hours, 
Until  10  A.  M.,  2  'til!  4  P.  M. 
7  to  9  P.  M. 

Dr.  John  P.  Torrey, 

Physician  and 
Surgeon  .  .  . 

14  Essex  St. 

OFFICE  HOURS: 
Until  10;  3  to  5  P.  M.    After  7  P.  M. 

P.  A.  '92. 

QEO.  PlbblNQTON, 

73  School 
Street. 

Fancy  Roses,  Carnations,  Violets 
and  all  kinds  of  seasonable  flowers. 
All  kinds  of  Decorations  


GEO.  P.  RHYM0ND, 
COSTUME   •••  ZPA.IR,XjO:R,S, 

17  Boylston  Place,  Near  Old  Public  Library.  Boston,  Mass. 

TELEPHONE  TREMONT  1314. 
Costumes  for  Masquerades,  Old  Folks'  Concerts,  Private  Theatricals,  Tableaux,  Etc. 


FRED  D.  LANE, 
&  PRIVATE   *  CATERER,* 

Special  facilities  for  Weddings 
and  all  kinds  of  Private  House  Catering. 

io8Rconco°rd  st.  Lawrence,  Mass 
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Any  number  of  languages  can  be  written  on  the  same  machine,  separate 
type  shuttles  costing  only  $2.50.  Machines  $100.00  and  $80.00,  with  three 
sets  of  type.    Work  in  sight,  automatic  stroke,  any  width  of  paper. 


MACHINES  ON  TRIAL, 


SOLD  AND  TO  RENT. 


The  flarpiDODd  Typewriter  Corflpapij. 

300  Washington  St.,  Boston. 

FOR  SALE.  PIANOS  TO  RENT. 

■  w  nr  ■!»  *■  .    ™  r — *  9  rn  II  V  '  HI'  WWW 


Violins,  Banjos,  Guitars,  Strings,  etc.,  etc. 


DYER  &  CO., 


337  ESSEX  STREET, 
LAWRENCE. 


O.    A.    LAWRENCE    dte  ^OIV, 

Photo graph  and  View  Photographers, 
Ferrotypes  of  all  Styles* 


181  ESSEX  STREET, 


LAWRENCE. 
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Cannon  of  Cannon's  Commercial  College. 

LAWRENCE,  MASS. 

EXECUTES  FINE  PEN  WORK  OF  ALL  KINDS. 

Hand  written  invitations  and  cards  equal  to  steel  engravings  a  specialty. 

Orders  left  with  G.  R.  Cannon  of  class  1901,  52  Salem  St.,  Andovor,  or  at  the  college, 
will  receive  prompt  attention. 

Established  1893.  ALFRED  P.  WEIGEL,  Prop. 

Gem  Restaurant. 

398  ESSEX  ST.,  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 

T.  A.  HOLT  &  CO., 

DRY  GOODS  &  GROCERIES. 

Hnbover  anb  IRo.  Bnbover. 

FRATERNITY  PRIZE 

BADGES,       f^^^W  MEDALS, 

CLASS  PINS,  m^^m  SOCIETY 

RINGS,          oillB  JEWELS, 

Etc.,  Etc. 

FROM  ORIGINAL  AND  EXCLUSIVE  DESIGNS 


MADE  BY 


HENRY  C.  HASKELL, 


1 1  JOHN  STREET,  NEW  YORK. 

CORRESPOflDEJlCE  INVITED. 
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A.  Shuman  &  Company, 

Summer  and  Washington  Sts.,  Boston. 

Mil's  Clothiers  and  Oolite. 

Hats,  Shoes,  Furnishing  Goods. 

Bicycle  and  Golf  Apparel. 

EVENING  DRESS  A  SPECIALTY,  READY  MADE. 

SHUMHN  CORN6R. 


JAS.  WARD,  JR.,^ 

&    Produces  the  J> 

finest  Catalogue  anb  magazine  tDork. 
Souoenirs  anb  ZTooelttes  a  Specialty. 
Samples  anb  (Estimates  Submitted 

COR.  FRANKLIN  AND  METHUEN  STS.,  LAWRENCE. 

C.  E.  WINGATE, 

Cut  Flowers  apd  Designs, 

Wholesale  and  Retail. 
182  ESSEX  STREET.  Telephone. 

T.   E.    MOSELEY  &  CO., 

469  WASHINGTON  ST., 
BOSTON. 


Styles  of 

BOOTS  and  SHOES 

Young  Men 
Reasonable  prices  from  $3.50  to  $7.50. 
Discount  to  Aodover  5tu<Ier)t?. 
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ESTABLISHED  1818. 


BROOKS  BROTHERS, 

Broadway,  cor.  22d  Street,  New  York  City. 
FALL    AND    WINTER,  1898-99 
READY-MADE  DEPARTMENT.. 


Our  regular  customers  though  familiar  with  the  character  and  quality  of 
find  some  interest  in  noting  a  few  special  articles  mentioned 


our  goods  ma j 
below. 
Half  Box  Overcoats,  of 

Lambswool's  and  Vicunas 
Full  Box  Driving  Ove  coats. — 

heavy  West  of  England  Devon. 

Correct  in  all  details. 
Ulsters  and  Storm  Coats  of  stout 
materials,  suitable  for  protection 
from  cold  or  stormy  weather,  or 
of  heavy  or  light  weight  fancy 
Scotch  goods  as  a  comfortable 

garment  for  travelling 


Pea  Jackets  and  Skating  Coats  of 

Elysians,  Pilots,  etc.,  for  exercise. 
Riding  Jackets  of  Tweeds,  with 

long  trousers  or  breeches  and  leggings. 

Inverness  Cape  Coats,  medium 

to  extra  heavy,  intended  mainly 

for  wear  over  evening  dress. 
Evening  and  Tuxedo  Dress  Suits  of 
Vicunas,  etc.,  Knickerbocker  Suits 
and  Golfing  Outfits,  Capes,  etc., 
Regulation  Scarlet  Coats 

wool  lined  and  unlined. 


Special  Golfing  Cape  combining  lightness 

with  most  thorough  protection. 


Covert  Coats  in  the  proper  shades, 
and  of  various  weights;  wool,  silk 
and  serge  lined,  suitable  for 
riding  and  very  serviceable 

for  general  wear 

FURNISHING  GOODS. 
Scarfs  and  Ties  in  proper  shapes,  with  Bath  Gowns,  Sheets  and  Mats, 

some  exclusive  materials  for  same  to  order.  Turkish  Towels,  etc. 

Gloves— Reindeer,  Cape  and  Kid,  Cardigans,  Knit  Vests  and 

lined  and  unlined,  for  driving,  street,  Sweaters  appropriate  in  color,  etc., 

dress  and  semi-dress  wear;  also  for  the  different  Golf  Clubs 

Shetlands,  Angoras  and  Fancy  throughout  the  country. 

Knit  for  evening  and  outing  wear. 
The  particular  care  exercised  by  us  in  the  cut  and  manufacture  of  all  garments,  the 
novelty  of  pattern  and  the  quality  of  materials,  all  guarantee  the  best  value  at  no  higher 
prices  than  are  frequently  asked  for  garments  made  in  large  wholesale  lots  of  inferior  work- 
manship. 

Illustrated  catalogue,  samples  and  rules  for  self  measurement  on  application. 


Celebrated 
HATS . . 


LATEST  DESIGNS 

AND 

COLORS  of  the  SEASON. 


Collins  & 
Fairbanks  Go 


BOSTON 
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XLhc  pbtlUps  Hnbover  /Ifttrror, 


VoL  VTIL  NOVEMBER,  1898,  Nor  2. 

%e  Cretin, 

T  HAD  had  quite  a  send-off  at  the  hotel  that  morning.  All 
*  my  acquaintances  in  the  hotel,  from  the  fierce  old  French 
count  to  the  little  tow-headed  English  boy,  who  was  in  school 
near  by,  were  up  at  six  o'clock  to  wish  me  a  pleasant  journey. 
Then  I  had  to  run  the  gauntlet  of  chambermaids,  waiters, 
porters  down  to  the  arch-duke  head  waiter,  who  doubled  up 
spasmodically  like  a  knife,  when  I  put  my  modest  little  fee 
into  his  hand.  At  last,  with  a  blessed  feeling  of  having  cut 
away,  I  started  out  on  my  walking  trip  from  Vevey  over  the 
Alps  into  Italy,  which  is  to  me  now  the  freshest  and  sweetest 
memory  of  my  foreign  experience.  As  I  climbed  up  the 
steep  hill,  the  vineyards  were  full  of  that  indescribable  odor 
of  dew,  greenness  and  breathing  life;  I  felt  that  mother- earth 
was  kind  and  good.  To  be  sure,  about  noon  the  sun  grew  a 
little  hot,  but  there  was  the  green  shade  of  an  oak,  and  a 
couch  of  grass  and  wild  narcissus.  Here  I  ate  my  lunch, 
intending,  after  it,  to  hurry  on  to  an  auberge,  hidden  some- 
where ten  miles  away.  Alas,  for  my  purpose,  I  could  not  be 
brutal  enough  to  leave  immediately  !  I  must  rest  a  little. 
Then,  if  I  must  confess  it,  forcibly,  since  I  am  sure  it  was  not 
willingly,  held  by  the  magic  of  the  sunlight  among  the  leaves 
overhead,  by  the  narcissus,  as  god-like  as  the  youth  himself, 
and  more  yearning  because  they  are  scentless,  and  by  the 
grand  panorama  of  vineyards,  lake  and  mountains  which  lay 
at  my  feet,  I  lay  dreaming. 

Suddenly,  I  was  roused  by  a  faint,  rosy  flush  spreading 
over  the  Dents  du  Midi.  The  sun  was  setting,  and  here  I, 
luckless  mortal,  was  ten  miles  from  my  expected  shelter;  nor, 
for  very  shame,  could  I  return  to  Vevey  to  be  the  scorn  of 
smirking  waiters,  and  to  be  ranked  as  an  imposter  by  those 
ancient  English  spinsters,  who,  having  stormed  the  parlors  of  the 
hotel  shortly  after  their  completion,  have  held  them  gallantly  ever 
since ;  no,  I  could  never  endure  that  j  I  must  sleep  under  the 
tree  or  ask  some  peasant  for  lodging.    As  I  looked  around,  I 
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saw  a  little  house  in  the  vineyards  above  me,  evidently  belong- 
ing to  the  Warden  of  the  grapes.  After  a  painful  climb 
through  the  vines  I  reached  it. 

The  house  was  but  four  walls,  roofed  with  the  conven- 
tional red  tile ;  in  front  a  door,  on  the  side  a  window  had 
been  cut  out,  while  in  back  a  large  chimney  had  been  added. 
On  either  side  of  the  door  there  was  a  long  bench.  All  the 
woodwork  had  been  worn  smooth  by  the  contact  of  innumer- 
able greasy  bodies ;  for  the  house,  as  with  all  the  Swiss 
peasant  possessions,  must  have  been  hundreds  of  years  old. 
At  my  call  a  man  came  forward  to  meet  me.  He  was  dressed 
in  the  usual  blue  cotton  blouse  and  trousers,  though  his 
face  was  not  that  of  a  peasant ;  the  forehead  under  the 
slouched  cap  was  too  high,  the  eyes  were  too  brilliant  for  a 
hard-worked  beast ;  the  nose  was  too  clever.  Moreover,  his 
head  was  roughly  cut  into  a  resemblance  of  the  Rembrandt 
form  and  he  was  decently  clean,  while  all  the  peasants  I  had 
seen  were,  to  say  the  least,  slovenly.  From  under  his  chin 
hung  the  horrible  pouch  of  the  goitre,  which  I  saw  by  its 
advanced  stage  would  soon  deprive  him  of  his  mind.  How 
often  had  I  seen  a  miserable  cretin,  as  the  goitre  idiots  are 
called,  doing  the  habitual  tasks  which  now  form  their  whole 
life  ;  pitiable,  God-forsaken  automatons  of  human  flesh. 

I  explained  the  situation,  as  far  as  my  battered  self- 
respect  would  allow,  and  ended  with  a  request  for  lodgings 
and  supper.  Speaking  in  the  abominable  Vaudois  dialect, 
the  vilest  of  all  Gallic  patois,  he  answered  that  I  might  have 
some  straw  for  the  night,  and  rye-bread  for  supper.  In  a 
moment,  however,  his  grutfhess  disappeared  and  he  started 
off,  calling  back  that  he  would  get  two  eggs.  The  first  part 
of  the  sentence  he  pronounced  as  impurely  as  any  peasant 
could  desire,  but  the  last  two  words — "deux  oeffs" — were 
spoken  with  the  best  Parisian  accent.  What,  could  this  be  an 
adventure  so  soon — adventures  only  occur  toward  the  end  of 
a  journey — and  a  mysterious  one,  too  ? 

I  entered  the  house  to  unsling  my  pack.  The  interior 
was  as  I  had  expected ;  a  beaten  earth  floor ;  a  bundle  of 
straw  for  a  bed  in  one  corner,  a  table  fashioned  of  unplaned 
boards,  a  stool,  and  a  fireplace  full  of  ashes ;  all  the  sordid- 
ness  of  a  peasant's  home,  made  here  the  more  unhappy  by  the 
few  discouraged  attempts  to  make  the  place  less  like  a  beast's 
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lair.  But  over  in  one  corner  on  a  rudely  constructed  shelf, 
there  was  a  small  number  of  books.  Astounded  by  the 
sight  of  literature  of  any  kind  in  the  possession  of  a  peasant, 
I  crossed  over.  There  were  a  Rabelais,  a  Montaigne,  a  com- 
plete Shakespeare  and  a  few  Greek  and  Latin  classics,  all  in 
uniform  edition,  by  far  the  handsomest  I  have  ever  seen. 

Just  now  I  heard  my  host  approaching  outside.  The 
table  was  set,  the  eggs  were  done  and  we  were  having  supper 
after  a  few  moments  of  bustling  preparation.  I  say  we,  for 
contrary  to  all  conventions,  my  host  sat  down  with  me  and 
calmly  ate  the  other  egg.  Once  when  I  asked  for  bread,  he 
turned  as  if  to  speak  to  a  butler,  but  the  next  moment,  with 
an  impatient,  angry  gesture,  passed  it  across  the  table. 

Meanwhile  the  dusk  had  come.  Below  us,  the  vine- 
yards and  lake  Leman  had  darkened  to  a  perfect  purple, 
while  far  off  in  the  whitish  vapor  lay  the  hills  of  France. 
Only  the  Dents  du  Midi  and  the  faintest  tip  of  Mount  Blanc 
kept  any  of  the  sunset ;  the  quiet  night  was  settling  over  all, — 
nature  and  men  and  the  works  of  men.  Restrained  by  some 
unknown  impulse,  I  had  not  mentioned  the  books,  but,  as  we 
sat  side  by  side  looking  dreamily  into  the  wonders  of  the 
night,  the  talks  turned  to  politics,  the  vines,  and  the  poverty 
of  the  Swiss.  Of  all  these  things  my  host  had  a  clear  insight, 
though  that,  on  account  of  the  Socialistic  form  of  government 
in  Switzerland,  was  not  remarkable  even  in  a  peasant.  He  still 
spoke  in  Vaudois  ;  in  fact,  he  seemed  to  make  it  as  repulsive  as 
possible. 

During  a  suitable  pause,  I  made  a  reference  to  the  books 
inside.  In  a  moment  he  was  on  his  feet,  with  eyes  blazing 
and  head  thrown  back;  a  perfect  gentleman,  who  had  been 
insulted  in  his  own  house.  He  was  speaking  in  the  purest 
French. 

"Ah,  I  see  monsieur  is  a  passe-partout !  He  has  taken 
advantage  of  my  absence  to  examine  my  private  affairs.  Even 
though  monsieur  is  an  American,  he  will  know  that  we  French 
consider  that  dishonorable  !" 

I  was  utterly  amazed  at  his  violence  and  no  words  came 
to  my  tongue.  After  looking  at  me  with  a  gaze,  which  I 
withstood  as  best  I  might,  he  added : 

"You  have  no  excuse  !     Leave  my  house  immediately." 

I  went  in  to  get  my  pack.    When  I  came  out  again,  he 
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was  staring  into  the  night  with  a  softened  face.  Because  of 
something  inexpressibly  noble  and  sad  in  his  position,  I  dared 
to  address  him  before  I  left.  I  had  no  thought  of  forcing 
him  to  give  me  lodging.  I  would  rather  have  slept  on  the 
ground,  but  I  felt  that  somehow  I  had  done  him  an  injury 
which,  as  from  gentleman  to  gentlemen  would  need  an  ex- 
planation. 

"I  was  attracted  only  by  a  greedy  curiosity  about  hidden 
titles,  and  I  had  so  great  a  love  for  Shapes  peare  that  I  must 
have  at  least,  asked  you  how  you  came  into  possession  of 
them,"  I  said. 

I  walked  off,  while  he  stood  in  the  same  position  as  if 
I  had  not  spoken.  Before  I  had  gone  far,  I  heard  his  voice 
calling  appealingly  for  me  to  return ;  it  was  the  cry  of  a  man 
whose  heart-wounds  beseech  sympathy;  of  a  man  who  is 
dying  far  from  his  kind.  I  turned.  He  motioned  me  to  sit 
beside  him.  There  we  sat  looking  at  the  rising  mists  of 
Leman,  while  silently  between  us  ran  the  inexplicable  current 
of  human  sympathy.  In  a  moment  he  began  to  speak  with 
a  voice  which  was  the  very  essence  of  the  night,  dreamy  and 
soft,  in  the  most  remarkably  idiomatic  English  I  ever  heard 
Frenchman  pronounce. 

"So  you,  too,  love  Shakespeare?  Ah,  his  is  the  soul 
that  speaks  to  one  through  the  ages." 

He  was  silent  for  a  while,  but,  when  feeling  a  slight 
awkwardness,  I  tried  to  make  some  answer  in  French,  so  that 
he  might  not  be  constrained  to  speak  English,  he  spoke  again, 
more  softly  and  dreamily  than  before,  with  long  pauses. 

"Nob,  non,  it  makes  me  a  pleasure  to  speak  it.  It 
seems  many  years  since  I  last  heard  it.  Now  five  are  gone, 
yet  they  have  been  the  time  of  my  old  age. — No. — But  will 
you  have  patience  to  hear. — "  (His  voice  sank  lower  into 
pleading).  "I  have  never  told  anyone:  those  whom  I  love 
will  never  know,  and  others  are  so  crushed  under  their  own 
miseries  that  it  seems  cowardly  to  add  to  their's  even  by  tell- 
ing of  your  own  . 

"My  honored  ancestor,  Marquis  Rolande  de  Vardou- 
monde  de  Clos  de  Valmar,  and  his  young  wife  were  forced  to 
flee  from  the  burning  chateau  of  Cluzes,  whither  they  had 
gone  to  enjoy  the  first  marriage  bliss.  They  considered  as 
nothing  the  risings  in  Paris,  but  the  peasantry  and  the  fierce 
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montagnards,  fired  by  tyranny  bloodier  than  ours,  they  knew 
and  craved  to  murder  their  lords.  There  was  no  safety  in 
France,  so  my  ancestors,  taking  their  jewels,  escaped  by  night 
into  Switzerland,  led  by  two  Swiss  guards. 

"After  the  sainted  queen  was  guillotined  and  the  dynasty 
overthrown,  they  bought  the  chateau  of  Blonay.  There,  since 
they  grew  to  love  the  skies  and  waters  and  mountains,  they 
stayed,  not  even  returning  with  Louis  XVII.  There,  also,  my 
grandfather  and  father  died.  Our  lands  in  France  were  soon 
swallowed  up ;  nothing  was  left  but  the  traditions  of  a  glorious 
race.  But  we  are  French,  to  the  last  bitter  breath  we  are 
true  :  my  two  brothers  were  killed  righting  against  the  cursed 
Prussians ;  I  was  too  young  then  to  die.  My  mother's  spirit 
was  crushed  at  the  tidings,  she  lived  only  in  her  love  for  me, 
and  she  now  lies  in  the  vaults  of  Blonay.  Que  Dieu  ait  pitie 
sur  elle."  (He  was  standing,  hat  in  hand,  with  tears  in  his 
eyes). 

"I  was  a  passionate  child,  full  of  the  fiery  Vadronmode 
spirit,  but  so  weak  in  body  that  it  was  thought  best  for  me  to 
be  taken  from  Switzerland.  I  was  first  sent  to  Paris  in  order 
that  I  might  learn  the  customs  of  my  race ;  thence  I  went  to 
London  for  the  English  accent,  and  so  to  all  the  capitals  of 
Europe. 

"After  ten  years  I  came  back  to  Vaud.  I  can  see  now, 
as  on  the  day  I  returned,  the  narcissus,  star-scattered  on  the 
grass,  the  dark  gray  walls  of  Blonay  beating  back  the  warm 
sun ;  I  can  feel  the  happy  dewiness  of  the  morning  air.  Wei 
I  remember  how  I  ran,  throbbing  with  life  and  love,  up  the 
moist,  verdant  tournament-court  to  the  feudal  door ;  how  I 
met  le  Pere  Angelus,  our  priest,  and  Antoine,  the  white-haired 
Swiss  guard,  who  with  tears  in  his  eyes  was  trying  to  hide  the 
crepe  on  his  gay-colored  uniform.  My  mother  had  been  dead 
three  years,  but  it  had  been  her  will  that  the  pleasures  of  my 
youth  should  not  be  broken.  'Que  Dieu  ait  grace  sur  le  petit? 
il  va  aussi  avoir  des  miseres,'  were  her  last  words.  And  so 
she  died,  remembering  me  as  the  little  child  who  clung  so 
desperately  and  with  so  much  sorrow  in  his  thin,  eager  face 
when  he  had  been  torn  from  her  seven  years  before.  She  is 
buried  in  the  damp  vaults  of  grim,  old  Blonay. 

"I  went  into  the  deepest  mourning,  I  grieved  more  than 
I  realized.    I  had  a  boat  on  Lake  Leman,  and  often,  idling 
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with  the  wave-pulse  beating  against  my  heart,  I  have  drifted 
the  whole  night — to  wake,  chilled  by  the  dews,  in  time  for  the 
glorious  dawning. 

"One  day,  as  I  was  floating,  I  saw  in  another  boat 
a  woman's  face — an  angel's  face.  No  longer  I  mourned  for 
my  mother,  I  mourned  I  knew  not  what,  and  I  rejoiced 
with  fierce  joy  that  I  did  mourn.  It  was  love  rising  within 
me.  It  was  a  grand  awakening ;  for  the  first  time  I  felt  that 
I  really  lived.  Again  I  saw  her  and  again,  as  soon  as  I  began 
to  watch ;  she  used  to  come  on  the  lake  with  her  duenna.  I 
found  out  that  she  was  a  countess,  and  that  she  lived  on  the 
further  side  of  the  lake.  I  managed  to  be  introduced  to  her^ 
and  began  to  court  her  in  the  American  way,  without  a  formal 
demand  for  a  dot,  but  wooing  her  for  her  beauty  and  her  heart. 

And  then — and  then, — my  neck  began  to  swell ;  the  next 
week  the  goitre  became  evident.  My  soul  was  racked  with  a 
horrible  pain — then  I  became  apathetic ;  I  was  crushed,  for  the 
time  I  could  suffer  no  pain. 

"I  crossed  over  to  her.  As  I  came  in,  she  smiled  hap- 
pily at  me.  I  went  down  on  my  knees,  resolved  to  tell  her 
of  my  love,  but  the  next  second  I  had  torn  myself  away  with- 
out a  word  and  was  in  my  boat,  rowing  away  with  long,  heart- 
pulling  strokes,  lest  the  temptation  prove  too  strong  again. 
All  that  day  and  that  night  I  rowed,  fighting  with  myself, 
until,  just  before  dawn,  I  was  run  down  by  a  steamer,  but  un- 
happily it  was  close  to  the  shore,  on  to  which  the  waves  drifted 
me.  When  I  recovered,  I  tried  to  kill  myself,  but  the  thought 
struck  me  that  she  would  then  know  I  loved  her,  and  her  life 
would  be  a  tragedy,  too.  That  day  a  little  letter,  tear-spotted, 
came  to  me.  God  knows  I  could  not  read  it.  I  burned  it  to- 
gether with  a  handkerchief  and  a  ribbon.  After  that  I  went 
mad,  and,  pardieu,  I  was  happiest  then. 

"Faithful  old  Antoine  had  kept  my  insanity  secret,  so  that 
I  was  not  hindered  when  I  recovered.  I  was  an  old  man  now, 
but  the  pain  had  not  lessened.  I  resolved  that  I  must  dull  the 
memory  with  wild  sensual  pleasure.  Blonay  was  sold ;  for  the 
second  time  I  left  Switzerland.  Paris,  London,  Cannes  and 
Cairo  saw  my  wild  pursuit  of  enjoyment,  until  finally  in  one 
night  of  passionate  tenacity  at  Monte  Carlo  I  lost  all  that  I 
owned  except  a  few  francs. 

"Weakened  by  my  excesses,  the  goitre  poison  was  master- 
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ing  me.  I  was  dying  without  friends  and  full  of  sin,  but  I 
could  cut  the  expectancy  short  by  suicide ;  the  revolver  and 
the  cliff  called  to  me.  Yet  the  love  which  bound  my  fathers 
to  the  soil  of  my  birth,  drew  me  back  to  die  near  the  green 
grass  and  blue  waters  of  Vand.  I  made  the  journey  by  fourth 
class,  tramping  from  Geneva  to  Lausanne.  While  I  was  eat- 
ing my  rye-bread  in  an  inn  near  there,  I  saw  my  beloved 
enter,  leaning  on  her  father's  arm.  A  dull  pain  crushed  my 
heart,  but  I  did  not  cry  out  or  flee ;  where  the  violence  of  my 
love  had  died  there  remained  but  an  empty  recollection. 
And  finally  I  came  here, — here,  as  the  least  servant  on  the 
land  which  I  once  owned, — keeping  close  to  my  chilled  heart 
the  memory. — Yes,  I  have  loved  and  suffered." 

His  voice  hushed  and  faded  off  into  the  darkness.  After 
a  long  silence  I  rose,  unwilling  to  break  his  thoughts  by  my 
presence.  When  I  awoke  at  dawn  he  was  still  sitting,  with 
his  shoulders  wet  by  dew,  as  he  had  sat  all  night.  I  took  a 
piece  of  bread  from  the  loaf,  and  went  away,  leaving  on  the 
table  a  little  copy  of  Wordsworth;  it  was  all  I  could  do. 
********* 

When  I  came  back  to  Vevey  two  years  afterward,  I  went 
up  to  the  house.  He  was  not  at  home  but  soon  I  heard 
footsteps  approaching.  It  was  he,  no  longer  straight  and 
clean,  but  bowed  under  a  barbier  full  of  water,  and  most  vilely 
dirty.  His  face  had  grown  cadaverous  and  coarse,  while  the 
once  beautiful  hands  were  hideously  enlarged.  As  he  came 
nearer,  he  stared  at  me  with  a  vacuous  smile  from  a  pair  of 
hesitating  disfigured  eyes,  then,  after  awkwardly  slipping  the 
barbier  to  the  ground,  he  threw  my  legs  aside  in  order  to  get 
a  basin  from  under  the  bench ;  to  him  I  was  but  an  impeding 
mass.  After  this,  without  further  delay  he  went  about  his 
daily  tasks.  Robert  Lounsbury  Black. 


MACTETES  with  light  step  wends  his  homeward  way 


t  along  a  shady  path :  joyful  because  this  day  has  seen 
a  happy  issue  of  his  wooing  the  sister  of  his  friend  and  com- 
panion, Lanocor.  Before  him  towers  the  snow-capped  Mount 
Tinolus  with  its  sheer  precipices  and  overhanging  crags.  He 
is  fast  nearing  his  father's  estate,  known  by  fame  throughout 
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Amaconia.  With  bounding  heart  he  approaches  the  place 
where  first  he  can  catch  a  glimpse  of  his  home  through  an 
opening  in  the  underbrush. 

A  piercing  cry  reverberates  in  the  woods  :  Amactetes  has 
fallen ;  his  deathly  pale  face  sinks  in  the  dust  and  his  limbs 
relax.  He  lies  thus  for  some  time,  but  at  length  rises  dazed 
and  half  conscious.  Madness  seems  to  seize  him ;  he  rushes 
furiously  down  the  path.  When  he  reaches  the  open  plain 
there  is  no  longer  doubt  as  to  the  cause  of  his  actions,  for 
what  was  once  an  imposing  stone  castle  is  now  but  a  black 
mass  of  smouldering  ruins. 

"My  father !  My  mother  1"  breaks  from  the  lips  of 
Amactetes. 

A  low,  almost  inaudible  groan  escapes  from  the  charred 
embers.  Amactetes,  without  thought  of  the  danger,  presses 
on  amid  the  still-burning  timber.  He  is  rewarded  since  he 
recognizes  the  ghastly  face  of  one  of  his  trusty  slaves.  He 
gently  raises  the  blackened  body  and  bears  it  to  a  place  of 
safety. 

"My  father !  Oh,  my  father  !  my  mother  !  tell  me, 
tell  me  where  are  they?"  shrieked  Amactetes  in  the  slave's 
ears.  The  slave  groans  in  his  dying  breath,  "Thy  god-like 
father  slain  by  the  accursed  Danaans ;  his  mangled  body  cast 
on  the  mountain  side  for  the  jackals  to  devour;  thy  be- 
loved mother  carried  off  a  slave." 

"You  say  the  Danaans  :  how  came  they  here?"  But  the 
faithful  slave  has  breathed  his  last,  and  his  eyes  are  fixed  in  a 
cold,  vacant  gaze. 

Amactetes  goes  to  a  near-by  spring.  Washing  his  hands 
in  the  pure  water  and  lifting  his  eyes  towards  the  skies,  he 
thus  prays  in  anguish  :  "Blessed  Apollo  of  the  silver  bow, 
behold  my  affliction.  Grant,  oh  just  and  far-seeing  God,  that 
I  may  take  vengeance  on  the  perfidious  Danaans.  I  vow  that 
I  will  pursue  with  unrelenting  fury  the  execrable  Argive,  till  I 
rescue  the  fond  hearts  from  his  polluted  hands  and  avenge 
my  father."  This  he  had  scarcely  spoken  when  two  birds 
flew  near  and  sailed  away  to  the  left.  He  interprets  it  as  a 
propitious  omen  from  Apollo. 

"Amactetes  !  Amactetes  !"  is  shouted  from  the  woods. 
He  looks  and  lo,  he  sees  Lanocor  rushing  towards  him  with 
great  beads  of  sweat  on  his  distressed  countenance.  The 
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limbs  of  Lanocor  reel  and  he  throws  his  hands  upward  as  if 
in  supplication.  Amactetes  was  amazed  that  his  friend  should 
display  such  great  agony,  even  at  his  own  calamity. 

Lanocor  speaks  to  him  with  heart-rending  words,  "Thine 
own  dear  love  has  been  carried  away  captive  by  a  maurading 
band  of  Achaeans.  They  setting  out  from  their  camp  around 
Troy  sought  plunder  even  as  far  as  Amaconia.  This  explains 
why  your  paternal  estate  is  consumed  by  the  flames.  My 
own  father's  property  was  ravaged  and  he  himself  slain. 
My  mother  suffered  a  similar  fate.    So  our  grief  is  mutual." 

Amactetes,  learning  of  the  cruel  fate  of  the  woman  he 
loved,  did  not  as  might  be  expected  fall  in  a  swoon,  but  stood 
firmer  than  ever  and  his  grim  visage  depicted  the  most  un- 
flinching resolution.  Straightway  he  plans  with  his  friend  to 
avenge  the  Greeks.  They  determine  to  start  at  once  for 
Ilium  where  the  one  hopes  to  free  from  undeserved  bondage 
his  mother  and  sweetheart,  the  other  his  sister. 

The  two  staunch  friends  unattended  commence  their 
journey  for  the  Troad.  Ignorant  of  the  country,  they  blindly 
direct  their  steps,  just  as  an  owl,  suddenly  awakened  from  his 
noonday  sleep,  will  grope  about  among  the  trees  of  the  forest : 
frightened,  he  flies  against  the  branches  and  angrily  flaps  his 
wings ;  the  more  hasty  his  flight,  the  more  difficulty  he  en- 
counters. 

They  have  but  scanty  provisions  and  depend  for  sus- 
tenance on  the  hospitality  of  strangers  and  the  game  of  the 
forest.  The  days  revolve.  Cold,  hungry  and  in  rags,  but 
not  disheartened  they  pursue  Troy,  which  seems  to  recede  as 
they  go  on.  With  difficuly,  often  with  danger,  they  ford  the 
swollen  streams,  penetrate  the  uninviting  woods  and  at  night 
lie  exposed  on  the  damp  sod. 

Dejected  in  spirit,  they  finally  approach  the  camp  of  the 
Greeks.  They  realize  that  the  hardest  part  of  their  entire 
journey  is  still  before  them. 

Mysterious  night  veils  the  land.  The  silvery  light  of  the 
moon  is  reflected  in  the  Scamander.  The  snowy  tents  of  the 
Greeks  dot  the  plain.  Fresh  breezes  are  wafted  over  the 
Hellespont. 

Cold  hearted  necessity  spurs  on  the  two  travellers.  The 
goddess  Fortune,  for  once  befriending  them,  had  caused  to 
be  drawn  up  on  the  shore  of  the  Scamander  a  nearly  water- 
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logged  raft,  stern  foremost ;  they  carefully  push  it  into  deep 
water  and  safely  reach  the  further  bank.  From  here  they 
go  to  the  massive  walls  of  the  defiant  city.  Beneath  they  pass 
the  rest  of  the  fleeting  night. 

"Forgetting  our  surroundings  let  us  revert  to  the  past," 
says  Lanocor.  "Tell  me,  Amactetes,  why  came  your  family 
to  Amaconia?  Though  we  have  grown  up  together  as  bro- 
thers you  have  never  imparted  any  information  to  me,  except 
that  you  are  of  Argive  blood.  To  be  sure  many  tongued 
Rumor  has  knowingly  whispered  one  thing  and  another,  but 
I  desire  the  truth  from  your  own  lips.'* 

"First  we  should  return  thanks  to  the  ever-living  gods 
for  their  favoring  presence  in  our  journey  hither.  After  this, 
I  will  relate  what  you  ask."  Thus  Amactetes.  Then  with  face 
uplifted  and  hands  raised  towards  heaven,  they  poured  forth 
an  ardent  prayer  of  gratitude. 

"My  father  lived  prosperously  in  Pelasgian  Argos.  His 
sheep  herds  were  the  largest  for  miles  around.  His  lands 
stretched  far  in  every  direction.  But  in  the  height  of  his 
prosperity  a  mighty  flood  arose ;  it  embraced  in  a  watery 
grave  the  entire  valley  from  mountain  range  to  mountain 
range.  We  barely  escaped  with  our  lives,  seeking  refuge  in 
Samothrace.  Here,  however,  fortune  did  not  smile  on  us. 
We  sold  our  property  and  under  the  fostering  care  of  the  gods 
found  better  fate  awaiting  us  in  Amaconia.  Now  that  your 
curiosity  is  satisfied,  we  undisturbed  may  rest  our  limbs  in 
well-merited  sleep." 

With  these  words  the  two  companions  fell  into  profound 
slumber. 

"Awake  Lanocor,  awake  !  Rosy-fingered  dawn  appears 
in  the  east.  It  is  time  that  we  should  gird  ourselves  for  the 
day's  labor." 

Rising,  they  invoke  the  aid  of  the  son  of  Cronus,  the 
high-thunderer  and  cloud-gatherer.  Then  with  anxious  hearts 
they  present  themselves  to  the  guard  at  the  Scaean  gate. 
Immediately  they  are  seized  and  are  conducted  to  king  Priam. 

He  questions  them  closely.  They  tell  their  story;  it 
wins  the  favor  of  valiant  Hector  of  the  waving  plume.  They 
are  given  new  clothes  and  armor ;  for  they  beg  permission  to 
fight  against  the  Achaeans. 

A  frenzied  eagerness  for  the  fray  flows  in  their  veins. 
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Armed  with  helmet,  breastplate,  shield,  greaves  and  spear 
they  accompany  the  Dardanians  in  their  sallies.  The  two 
of  Amaconia  mow  great  furrows  in  the  ranks  of  the  enemy. 
Priam  and  his  many  sons  are  not  backward  in  praise.  An- 
dromache and  the  other  Trojan  matrons  with  womanly  in- 
stinct are  drawn  toward  the  new  heroes.  Their  fame  spreads 
through  the  Greek  camp ;  it  even  reaches  the  ears  of  the  en- 
slaved mother  and  betrothed  one  of  Amactetes. 

The  day  of  the  combat  between  the  crested  Achilles,  son 
of  Peleus,  leader  of  the  Myrmidons,  and  the  great-hearted, 
man-slaying  Hector  arrives.  Already  Archilles  is  famed  as 
the  mightiest  of  the  Achaeans ;  already  Hector  has  fought  the 
Telamonian  Ajax  and  slain  Patroclus. 

Athene  befriends  Achilles ;  Apollo  aids  Hector.  The 
white  haired  Priam  on  the  lofty  walls  solicitously  beholds  his 
son  contend  against  fate.  Glorious  Achilles  chases  his  foe 
three  times  round  the  walls  of  Troy.  The  spears  are  hurled. 
Athene  disguised  takes  a  personal  part  in  the  strife.  Hector 
with  drawn  sword  furiously  rushes  on  Achilles  but  is  mortally 
wounded  in  the  neck. 

"  'Leave  me  not  for  the  dogs  to  devour,'  "  cries  the 
dying  hero.  But  Achillus  is  hardened  in  heart ;  selfish  ex- 
ultation in  his  triumph  pervades  his  breast.  He  drags  the 
gory  body,  bound  to  his  chariot,  to  the  camp,  and  all  Troy 
weeps. 

Amactetes  and  Lanocor  view  the  entire  combat  from 
the  battlements.  Anguish  and  anger  rule  their  minds. 
They  rush  forth  without  armor  and  without  arms  save  their 
swords.  Swift  of  foot  they  cut  their  way  towards  Achilles. 
The  Achaeans,  amazed  at  the  sight,  close  in  around.  The 
odds  are  tremendous.  Their  hair  is  matted  with  blood ;  their 
swords  besmeared  with  the  gore.  Apollo,  the  far-darter,  en- 
deavors to  save  the  young  men — but  Atropos  had  cut  the 
thead. 

All  is  vain :  Amactetes  and  Lanocor  fall  pierced  with 
many  a  sword  thrust. 

In  their  dying  breath  they  beg  that  those  whom  they 
came  to  rescue  be  freed.  The  mighty  king  Agamemnon  thus 
addresses  them  :  "Have  no  fear.  Such  bravery  shall  not  pass 
unheeded.  I  swear  before  great-eyed,  white-armed  Hera 
that  the  noble  women  shall  be  released  from  bondage." 

Robert  H.  Ewell 
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"NT  EARLY  everyone  has  some  slight  knowledge  of  our  bird 
*  life.  Nearly  every  one  can  distinguish  between  a  robin 
and  a  crow,  or  a  sparrow  and  a  dove,  though  very  few  have  an 
intimate  acquaintance  with  our  common  birds.  Many  who 
are  desirous  of  acquiring  such  a  knowledge  are  handicapped 
by  lack  of  time,  while  others  who  have  the  time,  lack  the  in- 
clination. Every  American  boy  should  know  at  least  a  dozen 
of  the  birds  which  live  in  the  vicinity  of  his  home,  as  nearly 
all  country  boys  do.  However,  the  only  bird  the  average  city 
boy  knows  is  the  omnipresent  English  Sparrow,  which  is  hard- 
ly worth  knowing.  To  become  acquainted  with  a  few  of  our 
most  common  birds  is  not  a  difficult  task,  and  can  e  asily  be 
done  by  taking  a  walk  into  the  country  occasionally.  It  gives 
a  walk  some  interest  besides  the  mere  pleasure  of  walking  and 
can  be  indulged  in  at  any  time  of  the  year.  The  best  time  to 
see  the  birds  is  early  in  the  morning  or  late  in  the  afternoon 
in  spring,  but  one  need  not  confine  himself  either  to  that  time 
of  the  day  or  of  the  year. 

Let  us,  for  example,  take  a  walk  together  on  a  fine 
June  morning,  at  about  five.  As  we  start  out  dressed  in 
clothes  of  subdued  hue,  to  attract  least  attention,  the  sun  is 
just  creeping  above  the  horizon.  An  ideal  time  to  see  the 
birds  when  they  are  active  in  the  search  for  their  morning 
meal.  Before  we  get  out  of  the  town  limits  we  see  many 
English  Sparrows,  to  whom  we  pay  but  little  attention.  Then 
as  we  begin  to  reach  the  more  open  country  we  are  sure  to 
see,  perched  on  some  tree  or  running  along  the  ground,  one 
of  our  most  common  birds,  the  so-called  Robin  Redbreast  or 
American  Robin.  He  is,  perhaps,  the  best  known  of  all  our 
birds  and,  although  lacking  the  sweet  song  of  many  others,  is 
still  one  of  our  best  loved.  Often  times  we  see  him  on  our 
lawns  and  gardens  and  it  is  a  remarkable  fact  that  the  Robin 
is  one  of  the  few  birds  which  run  and  do  not  hop. 

Let  us  now  stroll  on  and  take  our  stand  in  some  grassy 
meadow,  field -glass  in  hand.  The  first  bird  we  see  is  a  little 
fellow  who  seems  to  greatly  resemble  the  common  English 
Sparrow,  but  no,  we  are  mistaken,  by  its  song  we  know  that 
it  can  be  no  other  than  the  Song  Sparrow.  Its  note  is  by  far 
its  greatest  accomplishment  and  as  we  listen  to  it,  we  imagine 
ourselves  listening  to  a  canary  instead  of  that  insignificant 
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little  bird  in  brown.  In  fact,  it  may  often  be  identified  in 
this  way.  The  Song  Sparrow  is  also  one  of  our  most  common 
birds  and  is  with  us  from  early  February  to  late  November. 
It  is  a  rare  treat  indeed  on  some  cold,  dreary  February  day  to 
hear  his  joyful  little  song  and  it  seems  the  one  redeeming 
feature  of  the  gloomy  scene. 

While  admiring  our  little  friend,  the  Sparrow,  we  are 
brought  back  to  reality  again  by  a  harsh  noise  which  seems  to 
come  from  directly  over  us.  As  we  look  up,  we  see  circling 
around,  a  bird  about  the  size  of  a  robin  but  apparently  wholly 
black.  This  being  the  case,  we  immediately  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  it  is  a  Blackbird ;  but  then  the  question  arises 
what  kind  of  a  Blackbird?  As  he  gradually  settles  to  the 
ground  and  alights  on  a  tuft  of  grass,  we  notice  on  closer  in- 
spection a  small  red  patch  on  his  shoulder.  This  is  the  key 
to  the  whole  thing  and  we  know  at  once  that  it  must  be  the 
Redwinged  Blackbird,  having  his  whole  description  in  his 
name,  as  you  see.  The  Redwinged  Blackbird  has  no  song 
whatever  but  only  a  harsh  note  which  has  a  rather  impressive 
tone  about  it,  especially  to  the  small  boy  about  to  steal  its 
eggs.  (I  speak  from  experience) .  He  is  seldom  seen  without 
his  mate  and  a  number  of  companions,  for  these  blackbirds 
go  in  flocks  the  greater  part  of  the  year.  They  are  noted  for 
but  one  thing  and  that  is,  they  are  a  sure  sign  of  spring. 
This  is  true  in  spite  of  the  old  theory  that  the  Bluebird  brings 
spring,  for  the  Bluebird  is  often  erratic  and  arrives  before  his 
time,  while  the  Blackbird  never  arrives  until  spring  is  about 
to  commence. 

Having  left  the  Blackbird,  we  enter  into  a  neighboring 
orchard,  where  we  see  a  small  sparrow-like  bird,  uttering  a 
rather  monotonous  chirppy-chirppy-chirppy.  This  we  con- 
clude from  his  note  and  apparent  fearlessness  to  be  the  chirp- 
ping  Sparrow,  another  of  that  large  Sparrow  family.  This  bird 
is  the  most  domestic  of  all  birds  and  is  always  found  near 
some  house  or  in  an  adjoining  orchard.  He  often  makes  his 
nest  in  the  trelliswork  or  woodbine  by  the  side  of  a  house  and 
seems  but  little  alarmed  by  the  close  proximity  of  man.  He 
is  not  noted  as  a  singer  but  is  much  loved  on  account  of  his 
fearlessness  and  his  confiding  ways. 

Upon  going  further  into  the  orchard  we  stop  at  seeing  a 
bright-colored  bird  scolding  away  at  us  from  the  top  a  neigh- 
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boring  tree.  He  is  soon  joined  by  his  mate  who  helps  in  his 
remonstrance  against  our  intrusion.  We  first  wonder  at 
the  cause  for  this  alarm  but  close-by  we  see  a  long  bag-like 
nest  made  of  some  gray  material.  This  they  wish  to  keep 
from  our  sight,  lest  we  investigate  too  closely.  From  the  long 
peculiar-shaped  nest  we  can  at  once  determine  the  name  of 
the  bird,  no  other  than  the  Golden  Robin  or  Baltimore  Oriole. 
The  Golden  Robin  is,  I  think,  the  most  admired  of  all  our 
familiar  birds  on  account  of  his  extremely  handsome  plumage. 
In  fact,  the  Oriole  derived  its  name  from  the  similarity  of  its 
plumage  to  the  livery  of  Lord  Baltimore  of  colonial  Maryland. 
The  Oriole's  nest  is  not  an  uncommon  sight,  swinging  from 
some  lofty  elm  near  some  house,  for  the  Oriole  seems  to  like 
the  proximity  of  man. 

Leaving  the  Orioles  to  congratulate  themselves  on  their 
escape,  we  emerge  into  an  open  field,  dotted  here  and  there 
with  tall  mullein  plants.  Flitting  from  plant  to  plant  we  see 
a  magnificent  little  bird,  rather  smaller  than  a  Sparrow,  clothed 
in  a  suit  of  bright  gold  with  a  black  patch  on  his  crown  which 
seems  to  heighten  the  effect  of  his  golden  feathers.  There 
can  be  no  doubt  what  this  bird  is,  for  his  name,  like  that  of 
the  Blackbird,  is  taken  directly  from  the  color  of  his  plumage. 
It  is  the  Yellow  Bird  or  American  Goldfinch.  There  certainly 
is  no  one  who  does  not  have  a  profound  admiration  for  this 
little  fellow  dressed  in  his  gold  and  black  costume,  as  he  flies 
first  in  one  direction,  then  in  another,  in  his  search  for  food. 
He  always  seems  perfectly  happy  whether  his  fare  be  poor  or 
good.  We  do  not  often  find  in  a  single  bird  the  combined 
qualities  of  being  a  good  songster  and  having  fine  plum- 
age. However,  the  Goldfinch  seems  to  be  a  beautiful  example 
of  both,  having  an  unequalled  plumage  and  a  song  exceeding- 
ly sweet  and  attractive. 

In  our  desire  to  get  on  good  terms  with  these  feathered 
friends  of  ours  we  have  lost  track  of  the  time  and  are  surprised 
to  find  that  it  is  half-past  six  and  nearly  breakfast  time.  We 
at  once  start  for  home.  The  quickest  way  being  through  a 
wood-lot,  we  set  out  in  that  direction  as  quickly  as  possible. 
On  our  way  through,  we  startle  a  partridge  with  her  brood  of 
young,  but  having  no  time  to  lose,  we  will  not  stop  to  watch 
the  old  bird's  efforts  to  divert  attention  from  her  brood  by 
counterfeiting  a  broken  wing.  We  keep  straight  on  and  after 
a  brisk  walk  find  ourselves  at  home,  greatly  invigorated  and 
feeling  glad,  on  the  whole,  that  we  got  up  at  such  an  early  hour. 
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MIRAGE.  

Zbc  Street  of  tbe  Serpents. 

Tis  a  street  in  the  old  quarter  of  Seville,  dark,  gloomy, 
and  crooked.  From  each  side  of  the  narrow  pavement  rise 
deserted  houses  of  bleak  gray  stone,  which  have  stood  there 
for  the  last  three  hundred  years.  Far  over  the  lower  stories 
the  upper  project,  and  seem  to  frown  darkly  downward  upon 
the  silent  and  deserted  street  beneath  them.  For  more  than 
fifty  years  hardly  a  human  soul  has  entered  their  doors,  but 
still  the  grim  houses  stand  there,  untouched,  deserted,  in 
gloomy  silence. 

Over  the  whole  locality  there  is  a  look  of  dreariness,  of 
desolation,  of  decay.  Filth  and  squalor  are  on  every  side, 
and  littering  the  broken  pavement  are  piles  of  rubbish,  which 
have  rested  undisturbed  these  five  score  years.  To-day  rats 
and  mice  play  up  and  down,  and  are  the  lords  of  the 
thoroughfare.  But  'twas  not  always  so.  Once,  in  ages  long 
forgotten,  up  the  narrow  street  thronged  the  courtiers  and 
princes  of  Castile  and  Arragon ;  through  it  marched  in 
triumphal  proctssion,  world  renowned  chieftains  and  warriors ; 
through  it  swept  to  their  grand  palaces,  surrounded  by  all  the 
Spanish  nobles  and  grandees,  the  emperors  of  Europe  and 
America.  But  now  how  changed  !  Seldom  a  human  foot- 
step is  heard  echoing  up  the  dark  way ;  all  avoid  it,  as  if 
upon  it  there  rested  a  curse.  This  is  the  "Street  of  the 
Serpents." 

Far  up  at  the  further  extremity  of  the  dreary  street, 
stands  alone,  the  great  "House  of  the  Serpents."  With  in- 
terest but  horror,  with  curiosity  but  disgust,  the  traveller 
passes  up  the  street,  sees  the  house,  and  hears  its  dread  his- 
tory, for  this  deserted  pile  of  gray  stone  is  one  of  the  few  re- 
maining relics  of  that  terrible  tribunal,  the  Spanish  Inquisition. 

When  protestants  were  being  burned  by  hundreds  at  the 
stake,  tortured  on  the  rack,  broken  on  the  wheel,  torn 
asunder  by  wild  horses,  hung,  beheaded,  strangled,  sent  to 
horrible  deaths  by  all  the  ingenious  modes  of  torture  that  the 
fertile  minds  of  the  diabolical  priests  and  tormentors  could 
devise,  this  house  was  fitted  up  as  a  cage  of  destruction.  It 
was  filled  with  huge  rats  and  toads,  with  snakes  and  scorpions, 
with  all  varieties  of  the  most  deadly  and  venemous  serpents 
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and  reptiles,  that  the  newly-discovered  American  continent 
could  produce.  Then  into  this  loathsome  cage,  into  this  vile 
charnel-house,  were  thrust  week  after  week  scores  on  scores 
of  the  victims  of  the  inquisitor's  hatred. 

Week  after  week,  into  the  great  market  place  of  Seville, 
were  dragged  twenty  or  thirty  poor  unfortunates,  usually 
women,  who  had  been  condemned  to  death  by  the  inexorable 
judges.  From  their  ghastly  dungeons  they  were  brought 
hither,  and  on  the  lofty  platform,  before  the  eyes  of  hooting 
thousands,  who  with  wild  eyes  gloated  over  the  spectacle, 
they  were  made  to  undergo  agonies  of  shame  and  suffering. 
They  were  stripped  of  their  clothing  by  the  rough  hands  of 
the  brutal  executioners,  and  first  made  to  bear  fifty  stripes, 
laid  on  without  pity  by  the  ruthless  officers.  Then,  all  naked 
as  they  were,  and  bleeding  from  the  cruel  blows  of  the  whip, 
they  were  tightly  bound,  two  and  two,  and,  fainting  and  half 
dead,  marched  in  dismal  procession  through  the  streets  of  the 
city,  onward,  ever  onward  till  they  reached  the  house  of 
doom.  They  reached  the  serpent  house,  their  ropes  were 
cut,  and  quickly  one  by  one,  they  were  hurled  through  the 
windows  to  the  hungry  reptiles  within. 

Slowly  the  shrieks  became  fainter  and  fainter,  and  these 
victims  of  the  Inquisition  had  died  a  death  the  horror  of 
which  the  human  mind  is  unable  to  conceive. 

Fox, 

Xtttle  flMtcbere. 

"Did  it  ever  occur  to  you,  Monsieur  Mignot,  how  great  a 
field  for  a  philosopher  is  offered  by  a  pitcher  of  milk  ?  For 
instance,  have  you,  in  your  extensive  experience,  noticed  how 
much  more  milk  there  is  in  a  quart  pitcher  in  which  there  is 
one  quart  than  in  a  vessel  double  that  capacity  half  full  ? 

"I  ask  you  in  all  seriousness,  my  dear  monsieur,  if  this 
s  not  the  trouble  with  half  of  mankind — they  haven't  enough 
milk  to  fill  their  pitchers  ? 

"Yes,  you  agree  with  me,  but  let  us  change  that  inde- 
finite 'they'  to  something  more  in  the  region  of  the  concrete. 
Let  us  say  we — you  and  I  monsieur.  Perhaps  you  had  a 
license  to  write  that  essay  on  "A  Superficial  Survey  of  the 
Paradoxical"  but  yet  you  wouldn't  purchase  shoes  five  sizes 
too  large  for  you.    I,  moi-aussiy  in  my  innocences  and  ignor- 
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ances,  tried  to  reform  the  world  and  look  at  the  result,  mon- 
sieur, the  part  of  my  own  self  that  is  reformed  would  scarcely 
be  noticed  in  the  bottom  of  the  pitcher ;  when  one  has 
but  a  small  piece  of  meat  let  him  give  it  to  a  hungry  cat  rather 
than  a  starving  tiger  But  lo,  here  we  are,  you  and  I,  two 
insignificant  nobodies,  discussing  a  remedy  for  the  ills  of  half 
the  inhabitants  of  the  globe." 

"The  pitchers  are  too  large,  altogether  too  large,  Mon- 
sieur Mignot." 

Fred  Lewis  Collins. 

BOOKS.  

"Well,  we  have  our  standards." 

&  A  buyer,  looking  over  a  lot  of  books,  is  more  or  less 
attracted  by  the  simplicity  and  originalty  of  their  covers,  the 
quality  of  the  binding  and  the  print.  "A  Man  Without  a 
Country"*  published  by  Little,  Brown  and  Company,  has  the 
simplicity;  but  greatly  lacks  in  originality.  The  cover  re- 
minds one  more  of  a  black-board  design  for  a  public  school 
commencement,  than  the  cover  of  one  of  our  standard  works, 
jfc  "Think  twice  before  you  speak  once,"  is  an  old  maxim,  it 
would  have  served  well  for  Philip  Nolan,  when  he  damned 
the  country  that  gave  him  bread.  His  wish,  that  he  might 
never  see  the  United  States  again,  was  fulfilled.  At  first  he 
took  his  punishment  as  a  joke,  until  the  novelty  wore  away, 
and  then  he  realized  his  crime ;  but,  alas,  it  was  too  late. 
Jt>  One  of  the  best  passages,  is  where  poor  Nolan  is  inter- 
preting the  recaptured  slave's  prayer.  "Not  Palmas,"  he  says, 
"Take  us  home,  take  us  to  our  country,  take  us  to  our  own 
house,  take  us  to  our  own  pickaninnies  and  our  women. 
.  .  .  .  And  this  one  says  he  left  his  people  all  sick,  and 
paddled  down  to  Fernando  to  beg  the  white  doctor  to  come 
and  help  them,  and  that  these  devils  caught  him  in  the  bay 
just  in  sight  of  home,  and  that  he  has  never  seen  anybody 
from  home  since  then.  And  this  one  says,"  choked  out 
Nolan,  "that  he  has  not  heard  a  word  from  home  in  six 
months,  while  he  has  been  locked  up  in  an  infernal  barracoon." 
jfc  His  dying  request  gives  us  his  greatest  thought,  "O,  Dan- 
forth"  he  said  "I  know  I  am  dying.    I  cannot  get  home. 

*A  Man  Without  a  Country,  Edward  E.  Hale.  Little,  Brown  &  Company, 
Boston.  $1.00. 
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Surely  you  will  tell  me  something  now? — Stop!  stop!  Do 
not  speak  till  J  say  what  I  am  sure  you  know,  that  there  is  not 
on  this  ship,  there  is  not  in  America — God  bless  her — a  more 
loyal  man  than  I."  Danforth  told  him  and  the  now-happy 
man  died. 

jjt  As  we  finish  the  book  for  the  first  time,  a  different  feeling 
comes  over  us.  A  feeling  of  patriotism  thrills  through  our 
veins,  and  a  prayer  for  her  safety  creeps  into  our  hearts. 
And  there  eomes  back  to  us  those  words  from  Horace, 
"Dulce  et  de  corum  est  pro  Patria  more."  R.  E. 

Jt>  "The  Pride  of  Jennico"*  is,  I  think,  quite  the  type  of  what 
a  novel  should  be.  It  is  a  clean,  wholesome  love  story,  and 
holds  the  reader's  interest  from  beginning  to  end.  The  plot  is 
highly  original  and  ingenious,  and  is  most  excellently  worked 
out.  The  story  is  tragic  in  a  few  places,  humorous  in  a  few, 
exciting  in  many  and  interesting  in  all.  It  is  carried  through 
in  order  of  events  as  they  occurred,  and  without  stopping  in 
the  middle  of  the  most  critical  situations,  for  explanations,  as 
so  many  novels  do.  The  characters  are  extremely  natural  and 
well  drawn,  especially  the  Princess  and  the  hero's  old  body- 
servant,  Janos.  The  scene  is  laid  in  Austria- Hungary,  for  the 
most  part,  though  a  few  chapters  are  enacted  in  England. 
The  story  is  supposed  to  be  taken  from  the  memoirs  of  the 
hero,  Captain  Basil  Jennico,  a  young  Englishman.  Early  in 
the  story  he  is  left,  by  the  will  of  his  uncle,  in  possession  of  an 
immense  and  very  valuable  estate  near  Vienna.  The  last  wish 
of  his  uncle  is  that  he  shall  not  disgrace  the  old  Jennico 
blood  by  marrying  below  his  station. 

&  Soon  after  his  uncle's  death  Basil  became  acquainted — in 
a  rather  remarkable  manner — with  a  princess  and  her  maid  of 
honor.  He  falls  in  love  with  the  princess,  solely  through  her 
station  in  life,  and  resolves  to  marry  her.  He — but  I  will  go 
no  further,  one  should  read  it  for  himself.  It  is  amply  worth 
the  reading.  C.  R. 

"Rex  Wayland's  Fortune,"*  is  the  title  of  a  new  book  by 
H.  A.  Stanley.  The  plot  of  the  story,  although  it  is  exactly 
like  hundreds  of  others,  is  fairly  good.    An  ideal  young  hero, 

*''The  Pride  of  Jennico,"  by  Agnes  and  Egerton  Castle.  The  Macmillan  Co., 
London. 


*"Rex  Wayland's  Fortune,"  H.  A.  Stanley,  Laird  and  Lee,  Chicago. 
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who  is  as  perfect  as  a  young  man  can  be,  is  left  almost  penni- 
less by  his  father's  death,  and  with  a  helpless  mother. 
He  immediately  starts  working  to  support  her  and 
himself,  and  while  engaged  as  an  employe  in  one  of  the 
lumber  camps  of  the  great  Californian  forests,  meets  with 
many  hair-raising  adventures.  Finally  he  chances  to  discover 
the  existence  of  a  treasure,  hidden  by  Indians  far  up  in  the 
Rockies,  and  after  many  perilous  exploits,  secures  the  treasure, 
and  lives  happily  ever  after. 

jfr  The  book  is  crammed  full  of  exciting  adventures,  and,  if 
the  hero  is  not  eaten  by  a  grizzly-bear  one  day,  he  is  sure  to 
fall  from  a  precipice  the  next,  or  else  take  a  pleasure  trip 
down  the  mountains  on  a  landslide.  The  exciting  incidents 
follow  one  another  so  closely,  that  the  book  might  well  in- 
terest any  boy,  and  help  him  to  beguile  a  few  leisure  hours. 

A,  F. 

Books  Received. 

A  Generation  of  Cornell,  by  J.  G.  Schurman.  G.  P.  Put- 
nam's Sons,  Boston. 

John  Littlejohn  of  J.,  by  George  Morgan.  J.  B.  Lippincott. 
Philadelphia. 

Literary  Criticism,  by  L.Sears.  G.  P.  Putnam's  Sons, 
Boston. 

Spanish  Instructor.    Laird  &  Lee,  Chicago. 

Lark  Classics — The  Rubaiyat,  Barrack-Room  Ballads, 
Departmental  Ditties.    William  Doxey,  San  Francisco. 

I  Am  the  King.  Sheppard  Stevens.  Little,  Brown  &  Co., 
Boston. 

Pan  Michael,  by  Henryk  Sienkiewicz.  Little,  Brown  &  Co., 
Boston. 

On  Going  to  Church,  by  Bernard  Shaw.  The  Roycrofters, 
East  Aurora. 

Biographical  Edition  of  Thackeray's  Works.  Pendennis, 
Henry  Esmond.    Harper  &  Brothers,  New  York. 
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THE 

Phillips  Andover  Mirror. 

BWtorfal  ffioarfc: 

ROBERT  LOUNSBURY  BLACK,  Chairman  pro  tempore,  Ohio. 
The  Magazine  is  conducted  by  the  Editors  in  connection  with 

Zbe  Contributing  JSSoaro: 

FRED  LEWIS  COLLINS. 

THE  MIRROR  is  published  on  the  fifteenth  of  October,  Novem- 
ber, December,  February,  April,  May  and  June  of  each  Academic 
year,  by  the  students  of  Phillips  Andover  Academy. 

The  subscription  price  is  $1.50  per  year,  or  25  cents  per  single 
number,  payable  in  advance. 

It  is  the  purpose  of  the  magazine,  first,  to  promote  literary  life 
in  the  school.  With  this  in  view,  the  editors  will  strive  not  only  to 
secure  the  best  works  from  the  best  pens,  but  also  to  encourage  and, 
so  far  as  possible,  to  assist  men  not  habituated  to  writing. 

The  magazine  is  intended,  as  well,  for  a  medium  of  communica- 
tion between  the  undergraduate  body  and  the  alumni.  To  this  end, 
a  paper  by  some  prominent  alumnus  will  appear  in  each  number,  if 
possible,  and  a  special  department  will  be  devoted  to  alumni  notes. 

The  Editors  will  recruit  the  Contributing  Board  as  occasion  de- 
mands, from  men  who  have  shown  marked  ability  in  the  quality 
and  amount  of  their  work  for  the  magazine. 

From  the  contributing  board  will  be  filled  all  the  vacancies  arising 
from  time  to  time  on  the  Editorial  staff. 

All  contributions  should  be  addressed  to  Editors  of  Phillips 
Andover  Mirror,  and  all  business  communications  to 

The  Business  Manager. 

Phillips  Academy, 

Andover,  Mass, 

EDITORIALS.-  

S>  Ha,  late  again  !  And  what  may  be  the  excuse 
this  time?  Last  month,  we  believe,  it  was  new 
clothes  and  now, — no  less  than  the  temporary  with- 
drawal of  our  honored  chieftain,  the  managing  editor. 
Next  month  he  will  again  head  us,  and  we  shall 
march  out  to  a  Christmas  vacation,  as  brave  as  ever 
before.  In  the  meantime,  we,  in  his  place,  make 
our  little  November  bow. 

&  There  has  been  some  discussion  in  our  sister  pub- 
lication about  an  Exeter-Andover  debate,  a  discussion 
made  the  more  lively  and  interesting  by  the  slight 
tone  of  asperity  which  pervaded  it.  As  far  as  we  can 
judge  the  arguments,  there  is  much  for  the  debate  and 
little  against  it.  Andover  furnishes  the  best  athletes  to 
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the  colleges,  and  once  in  a  while  a  good  debater ;  why 
should  she  not  come  to  the  front  more  openly  in  this 
latter  respect  ?  A  fellow  who  has  a  real  gift  of  elo- 
quence should  have  the  opportunity  of  addressing  a 
gathering  larger  than  the  audience  in  either  of  our 
literary  societies  or  the  meagre  crowd  that  comes  to 
the  big  debate.  We  are  before  the  public  a  good 
deal  in  athletics ;  the  alumni  and  a  great  number 
of  parents  of  prospective  grads  are  interested  in  our 
sports.  But  it  seems  as  if  Andover  should  occasion- 
ally distinguish  herself  otherwise  than  in  football  or 
base  ball.  By  a  debate  we  could  throw  a  light  on 
the  interests,  which  form  a  certain  part  of  Andover 
life.  Moreover,  it  would  bring  us  closer  to  Exeter, 
by  showing  us  more  of  their  school.  As  it  is  we 
know  little  or  nothing  of  them  ;  the  Lit.  is  not  taken  in 
the  reading  room  and  who  ever  knows  the  names  of 
the  Exeter  debating  societies?  And  lastly,  perhaps, 
there  is  a  hope  that,  though  they  may  vie  with  us  in 
football,  we  can  beat  them  unmercifully  in  a  debate. 

And  so  this  brings  us  to  the  last  game  with  the  Red. 
We  were  all  grieviously  torn  whether  to  rejoice  over 
a  victory  or  mourn  over  a  defeat,  but,  everything 
considered,  we  think  there  should  have  been  a  fire  on 
the  campus,  and  speeches,  and  a  procession.  Exeter 
came  here  with  every  omen  of  success  ;  to  misquote 
the  poet,  her  center  was  strong  and  she  was  fast 
around  the  ends,  while  all  the  wiseacres  were  pro- 
phesying a  victory  for  her.  But  when  it  came  to  the 
test  the  ball  was  in  their  territory  most  of  the  time, 

and  if  we  had  not  but  let  that  go.    The  game  is 

over ;  we  must  look  to  revenge  on  the  diamond,  on 
the  track  and  on  the  platform. 

J*  However,  the  best  of  all  has  been  the  tremendous 
* 'Andover  spirit"  awakening.  We  cannot  but  pro- 
phesy a  splendid  year,  if  the  attitude  which  every 
fellow  seems  to  have  taken,  is  crystalized.  We  must 
turn  our  enthusiasm  to  other  things  than  cheering  and 
singing,  and  there  is  nothing  that  will  not  be  vincible. 
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EXCHANGES.  

Imitation  is  the  sincerest  flattery,  and  quotation  the  least 
difficult  method  of  criticism  :  in  typographical  renaissance  the 
following : 

Soap  Bubbles. 

See  how  the  little  one  stands  in  glee, 

Blowing  the  beautiful  fragile  things, 
See  how  they  float  in  the  sun-shot  air, 

Liquid  and  crystal,  faint  and  rare, 
Beautiful,  shimmering,  vanishing  things, 
Water  of  gold,  and  rainbow  wings. 
Laugh,  little  boy,  raise  high  thine  hand, 

Catch  if  thou  canst  the  sphered  air, 
Touch  but  the  gold  and  all  is  o'er, 

Blow,  little  boy,  yet  more,  yet  more, 
Dance  of  a  sun-ray,  purple  and  green, 
Dance  of  a  moon-beam,  silver  sheen. 
Ah,  little  boy,  there  are  some  grown  gray, 

Blowing  their  bubbles,  even  as  thou, 
Beautiful  bubbles,  fragile  and  gold, 

Breaking  as  tears  on  a  cheek  grown  cold : 
Not  to  be  clasped  they  float  away 
Into  the  dusk  of  the  dying  day. 

June  E,  Downey,  in  The  Wyoming  Student 

Chimes. 

Someday,  somewhere, 

O  troubled  soul, 
Someday,  somewhere, 

No  billows  roll ! 
O,  Land  of  Rest, 

Waiting  for  all ; 
On  that  far  shore 

No  shadows  fall ! 
Someday,  somewhere, 

Sorrow  shall  cease ; 
Someday,  somewhere, 

Life  end  in  Peace. 
From  Ye  Lit  of  Ye  Exeter  Academy. 
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Sacrament. 
Cowl'd  deep  in  mist  the  great  hills  kneeled. 

While  on  the  East's  high-altar  bright, 
The  Host  of  Dawn  lay,  full  revealed, 
In  the  clear  monstrance  of  the  Light. 

In  the  Williams  Lit, 

THE  MONTH.  

October  15.  Andover  lost  to  M.  I.  T.  in  a  closely  con- 
tested game  by  a  score  of  6-5. 

October  15.    Auction  of  reading-room  papers. 

October  20.  The  Fall  Handicap  Meet  occurred.  The 
seniors  won  the  meet,  but  lost  to  'oo  in  the  relay  race. 

October  21.  Musical  Entertainment  in  Chapel  for  the 
benefit  of  the  Athletic  Association  given  by  Mr.  Alfred  Far- 
land  and  P.  A.  Musical  clubs. 

October  22.  Andover  easily  defeated  Yale  '02  by  a  score 
of  11-0. 

October  22.  Andover  defeated  by  Harvard  in  a  Gun- 
club  match. 

October  26.    Andover  beat  Holy  Cross  in  football. 

October  29.  Andover  and  Worcester  played  a  tie  game 
in  football.    Score,  5-5. 

November  5.  Andover  defeated  New  Hampshire  Col- 
lege in  a  dribbing  game  :  24-0. 

November  6.  Cup  offered  by  Roberts  '71  for  best  player 
in  the  Exeter  game. 

November  11.  Grand  mass-meeting  in  Chapel  to  arouse 
enthusiasm  for  the  Exeter  game.  Speeches,  cheers  and  songs 
in  large  quantities. 

November  12.  The  event  of  the  year — the  Exeter- An- 
dover football  game  resulted  in  a  tie,  neither  side  being  able 
to  score,  though  both  goals  were  in  danger. 

November  18.  Andover,  confuting  the  wise-acres,  won 
from  Lawrenceville  by  a  score  of  11-0.  A  night-shirt  parade 
occurred  in  the  evening. 

LEAVES  FROM  PHILLIPS  IVY.  

v'  '45. — Rev.  Dr.  Heman  Lincoln  Wayland  died  at  Wer- 
nersville,  Pa.,  Nov.  7,  1898,  after  an  illness  of  several  months. 
He  was  the  son  of  President  Francis  Wayland  of  Brown  Uni- 
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versity,  and  was  born  in  Providence,  R,  L,  April  23,  1830. 
He  was  chaplain  of  the  7th  Conn.  Volunteers  in  the  Civil 
War.  For  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century  he  was  editor  of 
the  "National  Baptist"  published  in  Philadelphia. 

'58. — Died,  in  Attleboro,  October  17,  1898,  Stillman 
Baxter  Pratt,  one  of  the  most  extensive  newspaper  publishers 
in  New  England,  having  founded  nearly  fifty  weeklies  in 
Massachusetts,  New  Hampshire  and  Connecticut. 

'71. — Rev.  I.  H.  Bartlett  Headley,  a  chaplain  in  the 
regular  army,  is  stationed  at  Fort  Yates,  North  Dakota. 

'71.— Recently  published  by  T.  Y.  Crowell  &  Co.,  "The 
Best  Life,"  by  Rev.  Charles  F.  Thwing  of  Cleveland,  O. 

'73. — Married  at  Beaver  Falls,  Pa.,  October  26,  1898, 
Anna  Lorena  Latshaw  to  Howard  H.  Porterfield. 

'74. — The  republican  mayoralty  convention  nominated 
William  C.  Clark,  of  Manchester,  N.  H.,  for  a  third  term. 

'8o. — Herbert  W.  Wolcott  and  Miss  Nettie  May  Gabriel, 
of  Cleveland,  O.,  were  married  October  5,  1898. 

'83. — Miss  Marion  Wale,  married  October  18,  1898,  to 
Edward  H.  Norton,  Jr.,  of  Mount  Vernon,  N.  Y.,  teacher  in 
Phillips  1887-1889. 

'86. — At  Litchfield,  Conn.,  October  n,  1898,  occurred 
the  marriage  of  Miss  Grace  H.  Underwood  to  Rev.  Carroll 
Perry. 

'87. — Miss  Susan  N.  Molther,  the  last  few  years  a  teacher 
in  the  Andover  public  schools,  was  married  at  her  home  in 
Oswego,  N.  Y.,  to  Arthur  T.  Boutwell  of  Andover. 

'88. — Henry  S.  Graves  has  been  appointed  Assistant  Chief 
of  the  Forestry  department  at  Washington,  D.  C. 

'90. — Frederick  D.  Hayward  and  Miss  Mary  Elizabeth 
Curtis  were  married  at  East  Hartford,  Conn.,  October  10,  1898. 

'92. — Arthur  Kingsbury  Kaime  died  at  the  home  of  his 
father-in-law,  Alexander  M.  Lindsay,  at  Rochester,  N.  Y., 
August  24,  1898.  He  was  married  September  26,  1895  to 
Miss  Harriet  M.  Lindsay. 

'92. — Married  at  New  Haven,  Conn.,  November  8,  1898, 
George  X.  McLanahan  and  Miss  Caroline  Suydam  Duer. 

'93. — Charles  D.  Millard  of  Tarrytown,  N.  Y.,  is  a  lawyer 
with  a  city  office  at  41  Wall  St.,  New  York  City. 

'94. — Walter  S.  Adams,  Dartmouth  '98,  as  a  graduate 
student  in  astronomy,  is  with  Prof.  Frost  at  the  Yerkes 
Observatory,  Williams  Bay,  Wisconsin. 
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C.  fi  GILBERT,  M.  D.  S. 

|  PHYSICIAN 

Dental  Rooms. 

land  SURGEON, 

70  Main  St.,  Andover. 

T 

BANK  BUILDING, 

Office  Hours: 

Until  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3,  6  to  8  p.  m. 

RNDOVER,    -  MASS. 

H.  F.  CHd5E, 

5  icicles  and  Sporting  Goods, 

BICYCLES  CLEANED  AND  REPAIRED. 

Musgrove  Block,  -  Andover 


CHAS.  A.  GAREY, 

I1ASKS,  AND  FALSE 
NOSES. 

Street  and  Theatrical 
Wigs,  Beards,  Ete  

For  Private  Theatricals,  Masquerades, 
Old  Folks'  Concerts. 

503  Washington  St.,  Cor.  West  St, 
BOSTON. 

IMPORTER  AND  DEALER  IN 

GREASE   PAINTS,  POWDERS, 
BURNT  CORK  AND  ALL 
MAKE-UP. 


Lewis  T.  Hardy.  Joseph  F.  Cole. 

HHRDY  &  COLE, 

ESSEX  ST.,  ANDOVER, 


Builders  •  Lumber  Dealers 


19 


Box  Making,  Planing,  Sawing  and  Match- 
ing done  to  order. 

Kindling  Wood  by  the  Load. 


DEALER  IN 


Stoves,  Ranges  and  Furnaces. 

Plumbing,  Steam  and  Hot  ^ater  Heating.    §^  ESSBX  St.,  AndflVef. 


Dr.  J.  F.  Richards, 

Dr.  C.  W.  Scott, 

94  Main  Street, 

Main  Street, 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Office  Hours  : 

Office  Hours  : 

Till  9  a.m. ;  i  to  3  p.m.  ;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Till  9  a.m. ;  1  to  3  p.m.  ;  7  to  9  p.  m. 
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TO  STUDENTS; 

Are  you  fully  aware  that  you  can  furnish 
your  rooms  from 

Houghton  &  Dutton's 

For  less  money  than  from  any  other  house  in  Boston? 
We  give  you  below  a  very  few  hints;  run  them  down 
and  convince  yourselves  of  the  L  uthfulness  of  our  claim. 


FURNITURE. 

White  Enameled  Beds,  Brass  Trim- 
mings, etc.  $2.75  to  $17.98 
Mattresses  in  great  variety,  1.50  "  1S.98 
All-Feather  Pillows,  .97  "  5.00 
Bed  Springs,  1.25  "  6.98 
Chamber  Suits,  various  woods  and 

styles,  $9  98  upward 

Chiffonniers,  3  97  to  $19.98 

Rockers,  plush  and   rattan,  every 

style,  $1.47  to  $19.9S 

Lounges  and  Couches,  every 

style,  4  98  upward 

Chiff'onnier  Beds,  with  mattresses 

and  springs,  $14.98  upward 


RUGS. 

CARPET  SIZES. 

Afghan  Smyrna,  6x9   feet,  $5.48 

"             "         T%  x  10 "  7.98 

"            "          9     x  12     "  10.98 

Wool  Smyrna,       6x9"  9.48 

"             "         1%  x  Vb%  "  14.98 

"             "          9     x  12     "  20  98 

Fine  Axminster,    4>£  x    6}£  "  7  48 

6x9"  14.78 

"            "         T%  x  10^  "  24.48 

9     x  12     "  26.98 


STUDENT  LAMPS. 

The  nickel-plated  "  PERFECTION,"  the  best  and  most  popular 

lamp  for  studying  or  reading  $2.73 

DECORATED  CHINA  CUSPIDORES,       39  cents  to  $4.98 

GLASSWARE. 

Real  cut-glass  DECANTERS,  flute  necks  and  star  bottoms  49  cents 
Thin  blown  crystal  TUMBLERS  34  cents  a  dozen  and  upwards 

Initials  engraved  to  order  when  desired. 

UPHOLSTERY. 

This  you  will  find  an  admiarbly  equipped  and  conducted  department. 
CURTAINS  and  DRAPERIES  of  all  kinds,  SOFA  PILLOWS,  etc., 
always  at  BOTTOM  PRICES.  SPECIAL  ORDERS  executed  by  skillful 
workmen,  measurement  and  estimates  being  made  FREE  OF  CHARGE,  on 
orders  either  large  or  small. 
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THE  ANDOVER  BOOKSTORE. 

Supply  Depot  for  all  Academy  Text  Books  and  School  Supplies.  Stationery 
in  all  grades,  plain  and  engraved,  special  P.  A.  papers.  See 
our  Andover  Fountain  Pen.    Price  reduced 
to  $1.50.    Weekly  and  Monthly 
Periodicals. 


George  A.  Higgips  &  Co.,     A\air>  5t.,  Andover. 
MRS.  S.  J.  BUCKUIIN, 

42   MAIN  STREET, 

Manuscript  Revised  and  Typewritten.       Letters  Written  from  Dictation. 
Agent  for  Hammond  Typewriter. 


FULL   LINE  OF   BAKER'S  CHOCOLATES  AND  BON-BONS. 


QOflL.  WOOD. 

THE 

FRANK  E.  GLEASON, 

mansion  House, 

(Successor  to  John  Cornell.) 

On  the  Hill,  near  Phillips  Academy. 

Carter's  Block,  Andovert  Mass. 

Open  the   year  round.  Enlarged 

and  Newly  furnished.  Terms 

$12.50  to  $17.50  a  week. 

COAL  DELIVERED  TO  THE  ROOM. 

$2.00  to  $3.00 

per  day. 

STRAW.  HdY. 

EL  P.  HitcbcocK,  Prop. 

 IF  YOU 

DESIRE   

FIRE,  LIFE  OR  ACCIDENT  INSURANCE 

CALL  AT 


Rogers'  Real  Estate  Agency,  Musgroye  Building,  Main  St., 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

HENRY  P.  NOYES, 

FurniturE, 

Andover,  Mass. 
EDWIN  C.  PIKE. 

 DEALER  IN  

Stoves,  Larops,  Oil,  Tin  and  Glass  Ware, 

PAINTS,  WOODEN  WARE,  CROCKERY,  ETC 

PARK  STREET,  -  -  ANDOVER,  MASS. 
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W.  H.  GILEI  &c  CO. 

NOVELTIES  IN 

GrOlf  and  Bicycle 

CLOTHING. 

HOSIERY    and  CAPS. 
226  ESSEX  STREET,  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 

Are  You  Insured? 

Is  your  house  insured?  Are  your  Furniture 
and  books  insured? 

J.  A.  SWART,  BflflK  BUILDING,  flflDOVER. 

Represents  Fire,  Life  and  Accident  Insu- 
rance.  Best  Companies.   Lowest  Rates. 


Ii.  C.  TANNER. 


For  all  kinds  of  Society  Events. 
Everything  used  is  of  first-class  qual- 
ify, and  the  best  of  service  guaran- 
teed. Prompt  attention  and  personal 
supervision  given  to  all  contracts. 

24  Main  St.,  Haverhill 


TONY  BdSO, 

FRESH  FRUIT  AND 
CONFECTIONERY, 

50  MAIN  ST.,  ANDOYER. 


BURNS  &  CROWLEY, 
Tailors  a.pd  Furpi?bers._ 


flQENTS  FOR 
SCRIPTURE'S  LAUNDRY. 


HNDOiZER, 
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i  Boston  &  Maine  Railroad.  I 

The  Greatest  Railroad  System  of  New  England. 


LOWEST  RATES  TO  ALL  POINTS. 

1  West,  Northwest  and  Southwest,  i 

|f  FAST  TRAINS  WITH  THROUGH 

H  SLEEPING  CARS  BETWEEN 

§  ...  BOSTON 


I  Montreal,  Ottawa,  Toronto, 

Chicago,  St.  Paul  and  Minneapolis.  | 

Only  one  Change  of  Cars  to  the  PACIFIC  COAST. 

D.  J.  FLANDERS, 

Gen'l  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agent. 

I  1 


GURHAH  &  JOYCE, 


BALLARDVALE 
LITHIA  WATER, 

GINGER  ALE  AND  SODA. 
433.   435.   437   COMMON  ST.. 

LAWRENCE.  MASS. 


Y  6.  KING  CO., 


wholesale  and  Retail  Dealers  in 

GROCERIES  AND 

PROVISIONS, 

Plain    and    Fancy  Bakers. 
Wood, Coal  and  Prepared  Wood, 
Hay,  Straw  and  Grain. 
Telephone  33-2. 

106  South  Broadway, 
LAWRENCE,      -  MASS. 


/J^^^POYNETTE 

V_J<^^/  2'2  FRONT- HEIGHT-BACK2 
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MANSION  HOUSE 
LIVERY  AND  BOARDING  STABLE, 


IRA  B.  HILL,  Proprietor. 


Depot  carriage  meet  all  Boston  trains,  and  carries  passengers  to  the  station 
at  short  notice.    First-class  rigs  to  let,  with  or  without  a  driver.    P.  A. 
patronage  respectfully  solicted    and    satisfaction  guaranteed. 

Long  Distance  Telephone  connection  at  Mansion  House. 


IRbofces  &  /iDoulton's 

Up-to-Date  Laundry 

AND 

Geptlenjei)  5  ^boe  Parlors, 

5  Main  Street,      Andover,  Mass. 


ALLEN  HiNTON, 

FURNISHER  OF 

1lce  Cream  anfc  Sberbet. 

Plain  Cream   per  quart   50c 

Harlequin    "    50c 

Fruit  Cream   "    60c 

Tutti- Fruitti   '«    75c 

Tutti-Fruitti  without"    60c 

Cafe-Pafe   "    80c 

Bisque   **    80c 

Lemon  Sherbet  "    40c 

Orange  and  Raspberry  Sherbets   50c 

Individual  Ices  per  dozen  $2.00 

Individual  Creams  "    3  00 

Ice  Cream  furnished  at  $1  25   per  gallon  to 
parties  desiring  to  sell. 
Residence  South  /lain  St.,  Andover. 
P.  O.  Box, 443. 


AMERICAN  HAND  LAUNDRY. 

j£-   fW.  podges,  Dfilanager. 

Goods  called  for  and  delivered  in  any  part  of  the  town. 
Send  postal  card  and  we  will  call. 

SPECIAL  RATES  TO  STUDENTS. 
ALL  HAND  WORK.  NO.  6  MAIN  ST. 


BENJ.  BROWN, 


Sboes  for  Uracfc 


anb  football 


T.  J.  FARMER, 

FISH  OF  Ml  KINDS, 

Oysters,  Clams 
and  Lobsters... 

15  BARNARD'S  COURT,  ANDOVER, 


THOMAS  E.  RHODES, 

Ice  Cream,  Ice  Cream  Soda,  Cigars,  Confectionery,  Lunch  Room,  Etc. 


JYIoirx  Street,  Andover. 
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Mathematical 

Instruments, 

Artists' 

Materials. 

FOR  CRAYON  AND  CHARCOAL  DRAWING,    OIL  AND  WATER 
COLOR  PAINTING.    ARCHITECTS'  AND  ENGINEERS' 
SUPPLIES,  ETC.    PICTURE  FRAMING 
A  SPECIALTY. 

FROST   &   ADAMS  CO., 
Importers,  37  Cornhill,     Boston,  Mass. 

DISCOUNT   TO  STUDENTS. 

Sofa  Pillows,  Pin  Cushions,  Picture  Frames,  Banners, 

IN   AN  DOVER   BLUE   AND  WHITE, 

i-A  FLEUR  -  DE  -  L-I5,  5tr*et. 

Formerly  the  MISSES  BRADLEYS. 

W.  E.  STRATTON, 

 TEACHER  OF  

Banjo,  Guitar  and  Mandolin.   Instruments  for  Sale. 

MORRILL   HOUSE  ANNEX,  ANDOVER. 

(Seorge  2).  dIMllett 

^  FLORIST,  s 

Carnations  a  Specialty.   All  hinds  of  Flowers  at  Short 
Notice.   Palms  and  Ferns  constantly  on  hand. 
.   .    .   .  Decorations  .... 

P.  0.  Box  310,  Andover.        Greenhouses,  Holt  District. 
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VAIPEY  BROTHERS, 

— DEALERS  IN — 

JVleats,  Vegetables, 

POULTRY,  ETC. 


No.  2  Main  St.,     Andover,  Mass. 


G.  H.  Valpey. 


E.  H.  Valpey 


J.  P.  WAKEFIELD, 


-DEAI.EK  IN- 


Meats,  Vegetables, 

-ETC- 


MARKET  ON  MAIN  ST. 


DR.  B.  S.  STEPHENSON, 

J  27  Main  Street,  Andover, 

OCULIST  AND  AUR/ST 

OFFICE  HOURS,  12.30  to  5.30  P.  M.  Tues.  and  Thurs. 


FINEST  LINE  OF 

CUTLERY  IN  TOWN. 

ALSO 

Revolvers,  Cartridges, 
Loaded  Shells,  Skates, 
Polo  Sticks  and  Balls 

AT  THE 

ANDOVER  HARDWARE  STORE, 

H.  AvcLawlin,         Main  St. 


P.  A.  students  would  do  well  to  re- 
member that 

SMITH  &  MANNING 

can  fit  them  out  with 
WINTER  UNDERWEAR. 
Call  at  their  store  at  8  Essex  Street  and 
see  for  yourselves. 


DEALER  IN 

picture:  frames       wall,  paper, 

ALSO 

Pictures,  Stationery,  Artists'  Materials,  Sewing  Machines,  Fancy  Goods,  Choice  Con- 
fectionery, Toilet  Soap  and  Perfumery. 


TOWN  HALL  AVE. 


AN  DOVER. 


translations 

Literal— Interlinear— 125  Volumes 

Dictionaries  © 

German,  French,  Italian,  Spanish 
Latin,  Greek 

tutorial  $tm 

200  vols,  specially  designed  for  coaching 
for  exams,  in  all  college  studies 

hinds  $  noble 

Schoolbooks  of  all  Publishers 
4  Cooper  Institute,  New  York  City 


m 


PARK  STREET  STABLES 

Livery,  Boarding  and  Sale. 
ANDOVER,  MASS. 


Tally-ho  Coach  and  Pleasure 
Barge  and  Latest  St^  led  Ve- 
hicles for  Pleasure  Riding. 
A  Specialty  of  the  sale  of 
High  Grade  Driving  Horses 
from  the  Northern  States. 

II.  H.  HIGGIHS,  Proprietor 
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LOOK  ALEXAHDER,  —  LM„„*. 

TrppoKef  arid  TaTTor, 


(§5  (^nfral  §t.,  i 

&  fooWell,  Mass. 

TRUNKS 

Tbc 

and  BAGS. 

Co. 

TRUNKS  mflDE  and  REPAIRED 

w.  ® 

F  F  DEVINE 

niTTrnn 

HATTERS, 

TRIIIM  MAKIIirAPTIIRrD 

InUlw  fflAPfurAblUntn, 

UU 1 N 1 1  tno. 

410  Essex  St., 

;                 '           .  .         .  ^ 

LAWRENCE. 

plfllV 

70-72  Middlesex  St., 

158  BOYLSTON  ST., 

LOWELL. 

BOSTON. 

ANDREW  J.  LLOYD  &  CO., 

Prescriptioo  Op^iflDS, 


ftpd  Dealers  ip  photographic  Supplier 

Main  Store,  323-326  Washington  Street,  (opp.  Old  South  Church,) 
Branch,  451  Boylston  Street,  eor.  Berkeley  Street, 

BOSTON . 
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ESTABLISHED  1818. 


BROOKS  BROTHERS, 

Broadway,  cor.  22d  Street,  New  York  City. 

FALL    AND    WINTER,  1898-99. 

READY-MADE  DEPARTMENT* 

Our  regular  customers  though  familiar  with  the  character  and  quality  of 
our  goods  may  find  some  interest  in  noting  a  few  special  articles  mentioned 
below. 

Half  Box  Overcoats,  of  Pea  Jackets  and  Skating  Coats  of 

Lambswool's  and  Vicunas  Elysians,  Pilots,  etc.,  for  exercise. 

Full  Box  Driving  Overcoats.—  Riding  Jackets  of  Tweeds,  with 

heavy  West  of  England  Devon.  long  trousers  or  breeches  and  leggings. 

Correct  in  all  details.  ,  „ 
Ulsters  and  Storm  Coats  of  stout  Inverness  Cape  Coats,  medium 

materials,  suitable  for  protection  to  extra  heavy,  intended  mainly 

from  cold  or  stormy  weather,  or  for  wear  over  evening  dress 

of  heavy  or  light  weight  fancy  Evening  and  Tuxedo  Dress  Suits  of 

Scotch  goods  as  a  comfortable  Vicunas,  etc.,  Knickerbocker  Suits 

garment  for  travelling.  and  Golfing  Outfits,  Capes,  etc., 

Covert  Coats  in  the  proper  shades,  Regulation  Scarlet  Coats 

and  of  various  weights;  wool,  silk  wool  lined  and  unlined 

and  serge  lined,  suitable  for 

riding  and  very  serviceable  Special  Golfing  Cape  combining  lightnes  s 

for  general  wear.  with  most  thorough  protec  tion. 

FURNISHING  GOODS. 
Scarfs  and  Ties  in  proper  shapes,  with  Bath  Gowns,  Sheets  and  Mats, 

some  exclusive  materials  for  same  to  order.  Turkish  Towels,  etc. 

Gloves — Reindeer,  Cape  and  Kid,  Cardigans,  Knit  Vests  and 

lined  and  unlined,  for  driving,  street,  Sweaters  appropriate  in  color,  etc., 

dress  and  semi  dress  wear;  also  for  the  different  Golf  C  lubs 

Shetlands,  Angoras  and  Fancy  throughout  the  country. 

Knit  for  evening  and  outing  wear. 
The  particular  care  exercised  by  us  in  the  cut  and  manufacture  of  all  garments,  the 
novelty  of  pattern  and  the  quality  of  materials,  all  guarantee  the  best  value  at  no  higher 
prices  than  are  frequently  asked  lor  garments  made  in  large  wholesale  lots  of  inferior  work- 
manship.  v 

Illustrated  catalogue,  samples  and  rules  for  self-measurement  on  application. 


Celebrated 
HATS  .  .  . 


LATEST  DESIGNS 

AND 

COLORS  of  the  SEASON. 

Collins  & 
^Fairbanks  Co. 

BOSTON. 
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The  Largest  Stockof  Drafting  instru- 
ments, Supplies  and  Artists' 
Materials  to  b  3  found  in 
New  England, 

Wadsworth,  Howiand  &  Co., 

(incorporated) 
82  and  84  Washington  St..  Boston. 

Send  for  Catalogue. 


GOLF  GOODS. 


SPORTSMEN'S 
OUTFITS. 


Golf  Clubs 

oi  the  noted  makers, 
Fergie,  Hutchison, 
Auchterionie, 
a-       "  Crosswaite 

and  others. 

Henley  &  Melfort  Balls, 
Caddy  Bags,  Etc. 

FINE  GUNS. 
Scott,  Westley,  Richards ,  Greener,  Colt, 

FINE  RODS  AND  FISHING  TACKLE. 

VACHT  GUNS  CAMP  Ol'  ITU'S  RUBBER 
BLANKETS.  TENTS  TOI'RISIV 
KNAPSACKS 

New    Mail    Bicycles,     1899  Models. 

Men's,  Ladies',  Juveniles',  Hanover, 
Men's  and    Ladies'    Best  Medium  Priced 
Wheels,  $25,  $30,  $50. 
A  lew  second  hand  wheels. 


WM.  READ  &  SONS, 

107  Washington  St..        Boston.  Mass. 

Established  1826 


Something  New  in  Pipes 


Leading  Colleges. 
THIS  PIPE  IS  MADE  IN   FIVE  SIZES. 
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Phillips  Academy, 


ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Cecil  F.  R  Bancroft,  Ph,  D.,  LLD,  Principal 


THE  Academy  prepares  large  classes  of  young  men  for  the  Colleges,  the 
scientific  schools  and  in  some  cases  for  the  professional  schools.  One 

hundred  and  thirty  candidates  went  to  college  last  year. 

The  faculty  consists  of  twenty  professors  and  instructors. 

The  pupils  last  year  numbered  over  four  hundred,  less  than  one-half 

of  whom  were  from  New  England,   and  the  others  from  more  distant 

places. 

The  current  year  begins  Sept  14,  1898,  with  vacations  at  Christmas 
and  Easter. 

The  expenses  vary  from  $250.00  to  $500.00  a  year,  according  to 
the  accommodations  selected. 

The  income  of  benevolent  funds  and  scholarship  endowments 
amount  to  five  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

The  present  needs  of  the  Academy  are  funds  for  teaching  and  for 
building,  and  for  various  current  uses.  For  further  information,  and 
for  copies  of  the  annual  catalogue,  address  Principal  Bancroft. 

JVIRS.  C.  A.  SHATTUCK, 

54  MAIN  ST.,  ANDOVER. 

Gut  Flowers  and  Designs.  Violets  a  Specialty. 

G.  W.  CHANDLER 

—DEALER  IN— 

COAL   AND  WOOD. 

Teaming   and   Jobbing  at   Short  Notice. 

Orders  left  and  bills  payable  at  store  of  O.  P.  Chase. 

TPAfHPfr^.    WA1VTE1\    union  teachers' agencies  of  America, 

YVAlllCD.         Rev.  L.  D.  BASS,  D.  D.,  Manager. 

Pittsburg,  Toronto,  New  Orleans,  New  York,  Washington,  San  Krancisco,  Chicago,  St.  Louis 
and  Denver.  There  are  thousands  of  positions  to  be  filled.  We  had  over  8000  vacancies  dur- 
ing the  past  season.  Teachers  needed  now  to  contract  for  next  year.  Unqualified  facilities 
for  placing  teachers  in  every  part  of  the  U.  S  and  Canada.  Principals,  Superintendents, 
Assistants,  Grade  Teachers,  Public,  Private,  Art,  Music,  Band  Leaders,  etc.,  wanted. 

Address  all  applications  to  Washington,  D.  C  ,  or  Pittsburg,  Pa 

THE  PARI?   EXPOSITION  TOURIST  COMPLY. 

HIGH  CLASS  EXCURSIONS  under  Superior  Conductorship.  "Vacation  Party"  for 
Preachers  and  Teachers  arranged  for  June,  July  and  August,  1900.  Select  Parties.  First- 
class  Travel.    Best  Hotels.    In  order  to  secure  cheap  rates  in  advance,  write  immediatey  to 

PARIS  EXPOSITION  TOURIST  CO.,  Pittsburg,  Pa 
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Notice  Students'  Discount. 


rimless  glasses.  EdmaFd  G.  Conroy, 

A.  M.,  M.  D. 


25  per  cent  Discount 
to  Students. 

Co-operative   list.     (Delists'  orders  filled. 
Factory   on    premises.    Mail   orders  a 
specialty.    Catalogues  mailed  on 
application. 

C.  E.  DAVIS  &  CO. 

Manufacturing  and 

Prescription  Opticians. 
2  Park  Square.  -  BOSTON. 


Office  and  Residence, 

36  MAIN  STREET. 


Office  Hours, 
Until  10  A.  M.,  2  'till  4  P.  M, 
7  to  9  P.  M. 


Dr  John  P  Torrcv 

rlljMUdll  dllu 

Albert  E.  Hulme, 

Surgeon  .  .  . 

D.  M.  D. 

1A  Essex  St. 

OFFICE  HOURS: 

Until  10;  3  to  5  P.  M.    After  7  P.  M. 

P.  A.  '92. 

F  .  P.  HIGGINS, 

QEO.  PIDDINQTON, 

BAKERY, 

Confectionery,  Cigars,  Tobacco,  etc. 

73  School 

LUNCH  ROOM. 

Street. 

MUSGROVE  BUILDING, 
ELM  SQUARE. 
A  Full  Line  of  Kennedy's  Biscuits. 
ANDOVER,  MASS 


Fancy  Roses,  Carnations,  Violets 
and  all  kinds  of  seasonable  flowers. 
All  kinds  of  Decorations  


GEO.  P.  RAYMOND, 
COSTUME    •••  PARLORS, 

17  Boylston  Place.  Near  Old  Public  Library.  Boston.  Mass. 

TELEPHONE  TREMONT  1314. 
Costumes  for  Masquerades,  O.'d  Folks'  Concerts,  Private  Theatricals,  Tableaux,  Etc. 

FRED  D.  LANE. 
^PRIVATE   *  CATERER,* 

Special  facilities  for  Weddings 
and  all  kinds  of  Private  House  Catering. 

io8Rcodnecno°rd  st.  Lawrence,  Mass. 


HI 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


Any  number  of  languages  can  be  written  on  the  same  machine,  separate 
type  shuttles  costing  only  $2.50.  Machines  $100.00  and  $80.00,  with  three 
sets  of  type.    Work  in  sight,  automatic  stroke,  any  widlh  of  paper. 


MACHINES  ON  TRIAL, 


SOLD  AND  TO  RENT. 


The  flarprDood  Typewriter  CoiupaDij. 

300  Washington  St.,  Boston. 

FOR  SALE.  PIANOS,         J©  RENT- 


Violins,  Banjos,  Guitars,  Strings,  etc.,  etc. 


DYER  &  CO  , 


337  ESSEX  STREET, 
LAWRENCE. 


A.     LAWRENCE    <&S  »OIV9 


Photograph  and  View  Photographers, 
Ferrotypes  of  all  Styles, 


181  ESSEX  STREET, 


LAWRENCE. 


IV 
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TLbxs  space  ts  IReservefc  for 
B,  Z.  babbit  Soap  Co, 
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Cannon  of  Cannon's  Commercial  College. 

LAWRENCE,  MASS. 

EXECUTES  FINE  PEN  WORK  OF  ALL  KIMS. 

Hand  written  invitations  and  cards  equal  to  steel  engravings  a  specialty. 

Orders  left  with  G.  R.  Cannon  of  class  1901,  52  Salem  St.,  Andovor,  or  at  the  college, 
will  receive  prompt  attention. 

Established  1893.  ALFRED  P.  WEIGEL,  Prop. 

Gem  Restaurant. 

398  ESSEX  ST.,  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


T.  A.  HOLT  &  CO., 


DRY  GOODS  &  GROCERIES. 

Hiibover  anb  IRo.  Hnbover. 

FRATERNITY  %52^gf  PRIZE 
BADGES,  i^^^m  MEDALS, 
CLASS  PINS,  ^^mR  SOCIETY 

rings,        oiiis  JEWELS, 

Etc.,  Etc. 

FROM  ORIGINAL  AND  EXCLUSIVE  DESIGNS 


MADE  BY 


HENRY  C.  HASKELL. 


11  JOHN  STREET,  NEW  YORK. 

CORRESPONDENCE  INVITED. 
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N.J.  BARTLETT  &  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  and  IMPORTERS, 

No.  28  CORNHILL,  -  BOSTON. 

Libraries,  and  Small  Quantities  of  Books,  Purchased. 

THE  BEST  PLACE  TO  BUY  J>  J>  J> 

f*  Men's  and  Children's 
Furnishing  Goods  <j£ 
IN  HAVERHILL,  IS  AT 

W-  H.  Floyd  &  Go's. 

"HONEY  SAVING  STORE." 


JAS.  WARD,  JR.„ 

J>    Produces  the  J> 

finest  Catalogue  anb  ITTagaztne  tDork. 
Souvenirs  ant>  ZTouelties  a  Specialty. 
Samples  anb  (Estimates  Submitted. 

COR.  FRANKLIN  AND  METHUEN  STS.,  LAWRENCE. 

C.  E.  WINGATE, 

Cut  flowers  and  Deskjos, 

Wholesale  and  Retail. 

BEeORATOR. 

182  ESSEX  STREET.  Telephone. 

T.    E.    MOSELEY   &  CO, 

469  MKSHINGTON  ST., 
BOSTON. 


Styles  of  BOOTS  and  SHOES 

Young  Men 
Reasonable  prices  from  $3.50  to  $7.50. 
Discount  to  Ao^over  5tu<Ient5. 
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ANNOUNCEMENT  ! 
Important  to  Students. 

CHRISTMAS 

HOLIDAYS. 

Greatly  Reduced  Rates 

FOR 

ROUND  TRIP  TICKETS 

VIA 

THE  FITCH  BURG  RAILROAD  AND  CONNECTIONS  TO 

Buffalo,  Cleveland, 

Detroit,  Girjcion&ti, 
CHICAGO,  ST.  LOUIS, 

AND  OTHER  POINTS. 

"The  Continental  Limited"  leaves  Boston  Union  Station  at  9.30 
A.  M.,  (except  Sunday)  and  runs  through  to 

CHICAGO  IN  28  HOURS 

AND 

ST.  LOUIS  IN  33  HOURS. 

Other  trains  leave  Boston  at  3.00  P.  M.,  daily,  and  7.00  P.  M.,  (except 
Sunday,)  making  fast  time  to  all  Western  points. 

Wagner  Buffet  Parlor  and  Sleeping  Cars  are  attached  to  all  the 
above  trains,  and  connection  is  made  at  all  important  points  with 
diverging  lines.  Information  as  to  Rates,  Time,  Connections,  &c, 
gladly  furnished  upon  application  to 

A.  T.  KIHBALL,  J.  M.  FRENCH, 

Tkt.  Agt.,  260  Wash'ngton  St  ,       Tkt.  Agt.,  Union  Station, 

Boston  Boston. 

J.  R.  WATSON,  Q.  P.  A.,  F.  R.  R., 
Boston,  Mass. 
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H$  Hrranget*  b$  tbc  Scoffer. 

'  I  ^HERE  were  two  woman-haters  present,  also  a  third 
*  party,  called  the  scoffer,  because  it  was  commonly  be- 
lieved that  he  led  the  woman-haters  on,  for  the  purely  selfish 
end  of  promoting  his  own  merriment.  The  point  was,  which 
of  the  two  woman-haters  was  a  virtuoso  and  which  was  an 
amateur  and  a  hypocrite,  and  a  point  of  that  nature  is  less 
easy  to  demonstrate  with  wise  saws  than  with  modern  in- 
stances. This  was  where  the  purely  selfish  ends  of  the  scoffer 
were  realized. 

"Perfectly  frankly,  old  man,"  said  the  misogynist,  solemnly, 
as  if  sad  reminiscences  were  flitting  across  his  mind,  "  I  get 
more  actual  enjoyment  out  of  an  afternoon  with  the  dentist 
than  I  do  out  of  a  dance." 

"That  is  a  very  touching  statement,"  said  the  scoffer,  "and 
would  undoubtedly  prejudice  a  jury  in  your  favor,  but  to 
make  it  of  any  real  value  as  evidence  you  would  have  to  begin 
by  getting  a  signed  certificate  from  the  dentist  to  the  effect 
that  you,  James  Southworth,  with  reference  to  a  scale  of  ten, 
enjoyed  yourself  three,  let  us  say,  and  only  three  points,  at 
his  last  session."  The  fatalist  overlooked  this  interruption, 
and  leaned  earnestly  forward  toward  the  misogynist. 

"Yes,  but  by  that  very  statement,  you  must  go  to  dances,  or 
you  couldn't  not  enjoy  them.  Now  I  never  go  to  dances 
at  all." 

'"Couldn't  not'  fails  to  scan,"  broke  in  the  scoffer,  "and 
leaves  one  in  doubt  whether  you  mean  'couldn't  help*  or 
'not  could ;'  " — but  he  did  not  get  the  ear  of  his  audience,  as 
the  misogynist  was  already  deep  in  his  reply. 

"You  don't  suppose  I  would  go  to  dances  if  I  wasn't 
forced  into  it  by  my  sister,  do  you?"  he  said,  indignantly. 
"She  gets  the  invitations  while  I  am  away  and  accepts  before 
I  get  back.  The  first  two  or  three  times  she  did  it,  I  fol- 
lowed it  right  up  with  a  special  delivery  regret,  beginning 
'unforseen  circumstances,'  but  she  wilfully  and  systematically 
gave  me  away,  and  that  made  it  very  unpleasant  afterwards. 
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So  now  I  time  myself  to  arrive  about  ten  thirty,  shake  hands 
with  the  hostess  and  tell  her  how  glad  I  am  to  have  been  able 
to  come,  and  then  go  outside  and  smoke  with  the  bell-boy 
till  they  serve  supper.  Once  a  girl  did  rope  me  in  to  taking 
her  to  supper — forget  how  she  managed  it.  She  made  me 
eat  a  philopena  with  her,  too ;  cracker,  and  I  choked  myself 
nearly  to  death  with  it,  so  that  kind  friends  had  to  help  me 
out  of  the  room.  She  also  won  the  philopena,  which  cost 
me  four  dollars.    Since  then,  I  have  dined  alone." 

"O  Popoi !  what  if  I  should  some  time  have  to  go  to  a 
dance  and  take  a  girl  out  to  supper,"  exclaimed  the  fatalist, 
and  he  whistled  softly  to  himself.  "Once  I  had  to  go  to 
a  dinner,  and  the  only  thing  I  said  to  the  girl  in  the  entire 
evening  was  to  ask  her  if  she  would  pass  the  celery.  I 
thought  up  several  very  brilliant  beginnings  to  conversations, 
but  felt  that  I  could  not  sustain  them,  so  I  did  not  dare  use 
them,  and  all  the  light  remarks  I  could  think  of  were  profane, 
so  I  just  sat  still  and  reflected  how  nicely  I  was  looking." 

"In  a  case  like  that,"  said  the  scoffer,  "by  far  the  best 
thing  to  do  is  to  lean  way  over  towards  the  girl,  with  an  en- 
gaging smile,  and  say  animatedly,  'One,  two,  three,  four,  five, 
six,  seven;  three  times  seven  is  twenty-one,  ever  notice  that?' 
And  if  she  has  any  sense  at  all,  you  will  have  a  conversa- 
tion going  in  about  a  minute  that  will  be  the  admiration  of 
the  table."  The  audience  tried  politely  to  look  amused,  but 
evidently  felt  that  it  was  a  topic  too  serious  for  jesting. 

4 'I'll  tell  you  what  I  will  do,  George,"  the  misogynist  said, 
"I'll  bet  you  five  dollars  that  I  am  worse  afraid  of  a  girl  than 
you  are." 

"If  you  have  the  money  with  you,  I  will  take  it  now,"  re- 
plied the  fatalist;  "you  couldn't  be." 

"Are  you  fellows  serious,  and  will  you  put  up?"  inquired 
the  scoffer.  "Because  you've  chosen  a  mighty  difficult  bet  to 
prove,  but  I  shall  be  charmed  to  cancel  all  engagements  for 
the  time  being  and  put  it  through,  in  the  interests  of  good 
sport.  The  game  will  be  this.  I  will  produce  the  girl, 
explain  to  her  how  it  happens  that  you  are  going  to  call,  and 
give  each  of  you  a  chance  to  talk  to  her  alone  for  ten 
minutes.  I  will  ask  her  afterwards  which  of  you  acted  the 
worst,  and  that  man  wins." 

"The  only  trouble  is,"  objected  the  misogynist,  "that  ten 
minutes  is  not  long  enough.    I  could  think  up  remarks  ahead 
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for  almost  ten  minutes,  but  give  me  an  hour  and  I  can  queer 
myself  with  any  girl." 

"No,"  said  the  scoffer,  slowly  and  thoughtfully,  "that 
would  be  much  too  hard  on  the  girl ;  if  you  are  as  good  a 
killjoy  as  you  think,  she  can  find  it  out  in  ten  minutes,  and 
then  you  and  George  will  have  exactly  the  same  chance,  any- 
way. Now  I  will  make  all  necessary  arrangements  with  Mary 
Willoughby  for  next  Friday  afternoon.  Mary  is  an  old  friend 
of  mine  and  she  likes  a  good  game,  but  I  will  only  explain 
the  outside  of  it  to  her.  She  will  know  that  you  are  each 
going  to  call  and  stay  ten  minutes,  and  I  shall  convey  the  im- 
pression that  you  are  trying  to  find  out  which  of  you  is  the 
greatest  winner — only  in  this  particular  case  it  will  be  the 
loser  who  wins.  George,  you  are  due  at  the  house  at  three, 
sharp.  You  must  walk  boldly  to  the  door  and  ring  the  bell  at 
three  ten,  Jim.  If  either  one  of  you  fails  to  present  himself, 
he  will  owe  me  five  dollars,  merely  as  a  guarantee  of  good 
faith.  I  will  have  ice  water  on  the  table,  in  case  either  of  you 
should  feel  faint,  and  will  telephone  over  to  the  hospital  and 
get  the  refusal  of  the  ambulance  for  half  an  hour.  Just  keep 
cool,  and  go  into  this  thing  to  win." 

At  three  o'clock  Friday  afternoon  the  scoffer  was  finishing 
a  pipe  in  his  room,  wondering  rather  listlessly  what  ingenious 
excuse  one  or  both  of  the  contestants  would  presumably  de- 
vise for  failing  to  keep  the  appointment,  and  how  small  the 
chances  were  that  he  would  ever  be  able  to  collect  his 
guarantee  of  good  faith  from  either  of  them,  in  case  they  did. 
Before  he  had  arrived  at  a  definite  conclusion  to  either 
hypothesis,  the  misogynist  came  in,  looking  careworn  and 
disappointed. 

"Much  hurt,  Jim?"  inquired  the  scoffer,  sympathetically. 
"What  do  you  think  I  did?"  said  the  misogynist,  des- 
perately. 

"I  have  been  waiting  here  all  the  afternoon  just  to  find  out, 
old  man.  Tell  me  quite  frankly ;  you  know  sorrow  shared 
loses  half  its  sting."  The  misogynist  took  off  his  coat 
reflectively,  and  sighed. 

"Hurry  up,"  said  the  scoffer,  nervously,  "this  suspense  is 
killing.  Did  your  remarks  last  out  as  anticipated,  or  was  it 
necessary  to  broach  the  weather  at  the  ninth  minute  ?" 

"The  point  is,  I  lose,"  said  the  misogynist.  "I  went  in 
there  and  began  a  dialogue  that  would  have  done  credit  to 
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Socrates,  and  blame  me  if  she  didn't  laugh  at  me  and  bring 
up  the  Harvard  game.  My  impression  is  now  that  she  did 
most  of  the  talking,  but  anyway,  we  got  along  fairly  well 
until  it  was  almost  time  to  go,  and  then, — "  here  the  story  was 
momentarily  cut  short  while  the  misogynist  went  on  a  still 
hunt  for  a  cigarette,  and  eventually  found  a  pack  corralled  in 
the  chafing  dish. 

"What  did  you  do,  boy?"  exclaimed  the  scoffer.  "Have 
you  no  respect  for  my  anxiety?" 

"Oh,  then,  I  asked  her  to  go  to  the  game  with  me."  There 
was  another  break  in  the  cross-examination  at  this  point, 
because  the  scoffer  was  throwing  sofa  pillows  around  the 
room,  and  indulging  in  so  much  hilarity  that  conversation  was 
impossible.  Then  there  was  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  in 
came  the  fatalist,  with  a  five  dollar  bill  in  his  hand. 

"You  earned  it,  Jm,"  he  said,  sadly,  "and  maybe  I  will 
take  you  to  the  show  some  time,  too,  only  try  to  forget  about 
this ;"  the  last  remark  being  addressed  to  the  scoffer. 

"This  life  is  full  of  vicissitudes,  George,"  said  the  scoffer, 
"we  all  of  us  have  them.  Try  to  brace  up  and  state  the 
causes  which  lead  you  to  the  conclusion  that  you  have  lost." 

"I'm  just  exactly  as  much  of  a  woman-hater  as  I  was  be- 
fore," said  the  fatalist,  "more,  if  anything,  but  this  was  a 
point  of  honor.  I  had  given  my  word  to  try  and  make  as 
good  an  impression  as  I  could,  so  I  had  to  do  it." 

"Yes,  but  what  was  it?"  said  the  scoffer,  who  was  really 
far  too  nervous  to  qualify  as  a  judge. 

"Why,  after  about  seven  minutes  I  couldn't  think  of 
another  thing  to  say,"  replied  the  fatalist,  sullenly.  "There 
was  perfect  silence  for  a  long  time,  and  then — I  asked  her  to 
go  to  the  Sophomore  German  with  me." 

"George,"  interrupted  the  misogynist,  solemnly,  "I  guess 
we  had  better  call  this  square.  Come  out  and  have  a  rabbit 
with  me  while  we  compare  notes.  The  scoffer  has  had  all  the 
enjoyment  out  of  this  that  he  deserves,"  and  the  two  woman- 
haters  walked  confidently  and  ostentatiously  out  of  the  room. 

"After  all,"  said  the  scoffer  to  himself,  as  he  started 
another  pipe,  "I  am  inclined  to  agree  with  the  former  state- 
ments of  those  gentlemen,  that  a  woman-hater  is  in  a  very, 
very  dangerous  place  when  he  is  in  the  same  room  with  a 
girl."  Ray  Morris,  P.  A.f  'gj. 
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fov  XUiee  of  Ice.  Gbree  fl>ra\>er0* 

I.    To  the  Son. 

As  roses  fade, 
Deep  crimsoned-petaled  blooms,  gold-molten  buds 
And  lilies — fade  grey  to  ashes ;  even  so 
Grow  old  and  sere,  and  die  my  lovings. 
Of  Thee,  Lord  Christ,  I  pray  a  friend ;  to  love 
With  love  deep  as  Thy  skies ;  whom  Death 
Shall  kiss  with  his  dark  holy  lips,  our  love 
Enwrapping  with  Death's  ice,  Death's  youth  unchanging. 

For  holding  close  against  my  heart, 

In  memory,  through  Thy  eternity, 

A  frozen  flower,  one  lily  of  fair  ice 

I  pray  of  Thee,  Lord  Christ ! 

II.    To  the  Father. 
It  were  a  much  unholy  thing, 
Thy  servant  knows,  O  Father  God,  that  whom 
I  love  should  cast  on  me  the  mantle 
Of  high  friendship.    As  though  the  golden 
Warmth  of  Thy  clean  sun  should  drip — 
Through  sea  silences — on  the  days-trange, 
Sightless,  livid  head  of  some  sea  beast. 
And  God — yea  with  this  love  I  am  Thy  brother — 
For  this  sorrow,  than  all  joys  more  worth, 
I  thank  Thee.    For  this  silvern  sorrow, 
Making  all  the  world  a  place,  still,  sweet,  sad, 
Solemn,  as  moon-shadows  of  long  lilies 
Cast  on  lone,  wide,  holy  snows,  Father  God, 
For  unrequieted  love,  I  bless  Thee  ! 

III.    To  the  Madonna. 
Nay,  Mary  Mother,  Queen,  whose  white  feet  trod 
The  lowly  lilies  of  Man's  earth,  I  spoke 
Fools'  words,  prayed  Man's  vain  wisdom — 
Behold,  I  pray  Thee  now,  O  Mary  Queen, 
With  blood  upon  my  lips  from  my  Man's  heart, 
For  that  supreme  one  crimson  boon,  Man's  love  ! 
Even  that  living  love  that  flames  from  fair 
White  bones,  from  coursing  blood,  and  flesh 
Like  lilies,  Mary  Queen,  give  unto  me  ! 

/.  P.  Z. 
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<Bbo$t*Step0, 

T  COULD  not  sleep;  something  kept  me  in  the  state  of 
delicious  wakefulness  that  comes  when  the  body,  tired  by 
physical  exertion,  sleeps,  and  the  mind  is  dreamily  active. 
Was  it  the  thought  of  the  grand  old  mountain  outside,  draped 
in  purple-black  shadows  with  ermine  tippets  of  soft  little 
clouds?  Was  it  the  high,  sweet  bugle-call  note  of  the  Pea- 
body  bird,  whistling  in  plaintive  cadence,  "Pea -body,  Pea- 
body,  Pea-body?"  Or  was  it  the  hour;  twelve  had  just 
struck  on  the  clock  of  the  little  Swiss  toy  church  far  down 
in  the  village ;  and  the  fact  that  I  was  sleeping  in  an  old 
deserted  farmhouse?  Suddenly  as  I  lay  looking  at  the 
shaft  of  moonlight  which  poured  through  the  curtainless  win- 
dow I  heard  footsteps, — ghost  footsteps  in  the  rooms  below 
me.  At  first  they  seemed  the  deadened,  pattering  steps  of  a 
child's  bare  feet ;  then  firmer,  but  still  light ;  now  heavier, 
weighted  down  by  cares ;  and  lastly,  as  my  fancy  verged  off, 
I  was  conscious  that  they  dragged  slowly  across  the  room 
under  me  and  ceased. 

The  Child's  Steps. 

"I've  fed  th'  chickens,  'n'  c'lected  th'  eggs.  Ain't  there 
nawthin'  I  cain  do  fer  ye  :    Ye  hedn't  ough' t'  work  s'  hard." 

She  was  an  ugly  little  girl,  as  she  stood  looking  into  the 
dark  grease-stained  kitchen  with  her  ragged  dress,  which  no 
longer  laid  claim  to  any  particular  color,  and  her  brown  legs, 
scarred  by  frequent  excursions  among  blackberry  bushes. 
Her  heavy  littlt  face,  overhung  by  a  coarse  black  bang,  did 
not  give  great  promise  of  intelligence.  She  was  certainly  a 
"nut  browne  mayd,"  though  she  had  no  romantic  glamor 
about  her. 

"Ye  jes'  never  mind  me,  but  come  in  'n'  let  that  door  to ; 
as  if  there  warn't  enough  flies  here  a'ready,"  her  mother  re- 
turned sharply.  Then  with  the  consummate  generalship  of  a 
housewife,  she  added  :  "Ye  go  down  t'  th'  stony  meadow  'n' 
git  me  s'me  blackb'ries.  When  yer  pail's  full,  come  back  here  't 
help  with  th'  butter." 

The  Bride's. 

"Jim's  jes'  th'  sweet'st  feller  's  ever  lived.  He's  been 
awful  nice  t'  me  all  th'  time. 

"But  lemme  tell  ye  'bout  Boston.  It's  tearin'  big.  'II 
never  see  s'  many  folks  t'gether  again.    'N'  we  slep'  at 
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Brown's  Hotel,  six  stories  high, — went  way  up  stairs,  'n'  jes' 
outside  our  window  there  wuz  a  IittF  porch  with  a  ladder, 
that  th'  man  said  was  fer  when  they's  a  fire.  We  went  up 
'n'  saw  th'  State  House ;  a  tearin'  large  buildin',  with  a  dome 
jes*  's  if  'twas  made  o'  gold. 

"  'N'  Jim  took  me  daown  to  Swampscott  so 's  I  could  see 
th'  sea.  It  wasn't  's  big  's  I  thought,  but  Jim  toF  me  ye 
couldn't  see  but  a  HttF  mite  't  a  time.  It  looked  awful 
pretty,  powerful  soft  'n'  smilin',  with  littF  white  bowuts  all 
over. 

"  'N'  ye  hed  ough' t'  see  th'  brooch  Jim  bought  me.  'T's 
got  the  pictur'  o'  th'  State  House  painted  on  it." 

All  her  female  relations  and  friends  were  seated  around 
her  in  the  dingy,  stiff  "parler"  while  she  was  recounting  the 
details  of  her  honeymoon.  Outside,  by  the  barn,  her  hus- 
band had  his  little  coterie,  also.  There  had  been  much  kiss- 
ing and  hugging  on  her  arrival,  so  that  her  hair  and  the  cheap 
little  traveling  dress  were  much  disordered,  but  with  her 
shining  eyes  and  rosy  cheeks  she  looked  far  prettier  than 
when,  as  a  bride,  she  had  left  only  a  week  before.  A  rest 
which  comes  once  in  twenty  years  of  monotonous  toil  can  do 
wonders,  however  short  it  may  be. 

The  Mother's. 

"Oh  !  Jim,  p'raps  ye  men  don't  see  it,  but  it's  crool  hard  on 
th'  women.  It  jes'  mighty  near  breaks  my  heart.  Wat  '11  / 
do  now  ye  air  gone.  My  God  !  what  air  I  done  that  I  mus' 
hev  this  cross  t'  bear  !    It  ain't  right." 

The  farmer- soldier  mumbled  something  about :  "Be 
brave  my  old  gal !  ye — " 

"Yes,  I'll  be  brave.  They  say  it's  fer  th'  kentry  'n 
freedom."  Then  in  tears  again.  "But  do  mind  t'  take  some 
o'  thet  potion  I  stuck  in  yer  knapsack  ef  yer  throat  aches.  Ye 
air  gettin'  old ;  ye  must  be  careful." 

And  the  woman  in  the  discolored  purple  cotton  wrapper 
flung  her  arms  around  the  awkward,  stooped  man,  who  wore 
a  remarkably  ugly  uniform,  and  who  held  so  desperately  to 
his  musket.  The  ensuing  melee  was  ludicrous,  with  the  pro- 
jecting arms  and  legs,  the  musket  gaping  at  the  stove,  and  the 
little  sword-bayonet  pointing  unhappily  to  heaven,  but  it  was 
sublime  and  tragical,  too.  The  long  embrace  ended,  the 
man  stood  clear  in  the  doorway,  drawn  up  to  his  full  height, 
his  clumsy  farmer's  tongue  trying  in  vain  to  express  the 
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great  loving  thoughts  which  surged  through  his  brain.  Then 
he  turned  and  walked  off  very  straight  in  spite  of  his  habitual 
stoop,  his  forage  cap  fallen  on  one  ear,  giving  him  a  youthful, 
rakish  air,  and  the  little  sword-bayonet  sticking  between  his 
legs.  Laughable,  but  with  something  in  his  face  that  would 
make  the  meanest  respect  him. 

The  Moribund's. 

"I  won't  wake  M'randy.  She's  gittin'  sassy  'n'  I  mind  I 
wuz  powerful  fond  o'  sleep  when  I  wuz  young—"  A  groan. 
"I  jes'  wonder  ef  I  ken  do  it,"  she  gasped.  Slowly  she 
staggered  across  the  floor,  clutching  at  chairs  and  tables. 

"Thank  God,  yes  I™  she  exclaimed,  as  she  reached  up  for  an 
old  tintype  of  a  man  in  soldier's  uniform.  Then  the  effort  to 
get  back  commenced.  It  was  hard ;  it  cost  her  great  pain 
and  fatigue,  but  at  last  she  reached  her  bed,  and  fell  upon  it 
in  a  faint.  Until  almost  dawn  she  lay  unconscious.  Then 
she  roused,  and,  pressing  the  tintype  to  her  breast,  as  the  day 
broke,  she  began  her  humble  death-song. 

"Jes'  's  I  press  this  pictur'  to  my  breast  so  he  pressed  me, 
when  he  asked  me  t'  be  his  wife,  on'y  more  softer  'n'  more 
tenderer  like ;  V  so  he  pressed  me  th'  time  he  went  off  t'  th' 
war.  Thought  my  heart  'ud  break  then,  but  it  'us  saved  fer 
when  I  heard  thet  he'd  been  killed  at  Chancellorsville  tryin' 
t'  save  his  cap'in's  life.  My  heart's  bruk  again  every  time  I 
think  how  good  'n'  strong  'n'  sweet  he  was. 

"I  guess  I've  suffered  my  share  with  mighty  littl'  joy  mixed 
in.  There  ain't  much  pleasure  'n  a  farmer's  life ;  'specially 
in  mine  since  Tim  married  thet  Simmon's  gal,  'n'  don't  pay 
no  'tention  t'  me,  'n'  sence  Mirandy's  grown  s'  sassy.  But  I 
guess  my  joy  '11  come  in  Heaven,  's  the  Book  says.  I've 
done  my  best  t'  treat  others 's  I'd — have  them — do — unto — 
me — Amen  !" 

And  that  morning,  as  the  rosy  hues  of  the  dawn  fell  upon 
the  purple  cloak  and  ermine  of  old  Chocorua  changing  them 
into  robes  such  as  only  angels  and  the  genii  of  mountains 
wear,  an  almost  imperceptible  star  fell,  leaving  a  short 
blanched  track,  which  quickly  disappeared. 

Robert  Lounsbury  Black. 
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Zbe  XiQbtvibouse, 

Guide  of  the  sailor,  guardian  of  the  ships, 

Whose  one  eye  blinks  a  warning  of  the  shoal, 
And  gives  to  weary  navigators  hope, 

Though  gales  may  howl  and  billows  toss  and  roll : 
The  merchant  trusts  thee,  when  he  sends  his  wealth — 

Amassed  by  faithful  toil — out  on  the  sea ; 
The  pilot,  seeing  thee,  to  safety  turns, 

And  thanks  God  for  his  guidance,  giv'n  through  thee. 

C.  Ryder. 

H  College  Spoofc, 

\Y7  E  were  sitting  in  my  room — Mason,  Booth,  and  my- 
* ^  self — passing  the  evening  after  the  manner  of  college 
men.  Mason  and  I  were  room-mates  and  Freshmen.  Booth 
was  a  Soph,  who  lived  two  doors  down  the  hallway ;  he  had 
condescended  to  make  his  first  call  on  us  that  evening,  and 
even  deigned  to  show  some  slight  interest  in  our  doings. 

He  was  just  finishing  a  long-winded  and  highly  improbable 
story  about  a  ghost  that  was  said  to  appear  every  first  of 
December  in  Barker's  woods,  a  patch  of  trees  on  the  road  to 
Melville,  the  nearest  town. 

"Curiously  enough,  none  but  college  men  ever  see  it,  and 
they  will  never  describe  its  appearance,"  he  said  in  con- 
clusion. 

"Stuff  and  nonsense  !"  exclaimed  Mason,  shutting  with  a 
snap  the  Livy  which  he  was  pretending  to  study,  though  I 
will  vouch  that  he  did  little  real  work  that  evening. 

"Not  at  all,"  replied  Booth,  "I  saw  it  myself  last  year." 
And  he  smiled  grimly. 

Not  a  word  more  could  we  get  from  him  on  the  subject, 
and  so  we  had  to  content  ourselves  with  this  last  astounding 
declaration. 

"It's  a  confoundedly  mean  trick,  this  cutting  off  of  Christ- 
mas vacation,"  I  muttered  presently.  "To  think  that  the 
faculty,  just  on  account  of  those  pranks  in  chapel,  should  have 
the  audacity  to  cut  down  the  holidays  to  four  days  !"  "Why," 
I  continued,  impatiently  laying  aside  my  banjo,  "the  more  I 
think  of  it,  the  madder  I  get.  I  believe  nothing  but  a  walk 
will  cool  me  off.  Mason,  old  man,  drop  that  pretended 
grinding,  and  come  along.  You  too,  Booth.  It's  an  ideal 
night  for  a  stroll." 
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"No,  I  think  I'll  turn  in,"  Booth  answered,  with  a  yawn. 
As  we  put  on  our  sweaters,  Mason  said  :  "By  the  way,  why 
not  go  through  Barker's  woods,  and  disprove  the  fairy  tale 
we've  just  heard  ?  This  is  the  night  when  the  gentleman  in 
in  white  is  scheduled  to  appear,  you  know." 

Booth  pricked  up  his  ears  at  this,  and  then  laughed  quietly 
to  himself. 

"Oh,  don't  worry  about  us,"  I  said  to  him,  noticing  his 
look,  "we  can  take  care  of  ourselves  pretty  well,  if  we  are 
Freshmen,"  and  with  that  we  stepped  outdoors. 

It  was  indeed  a  splendid  night  for  a  walk.  The  air  was 
crisp  and  frosty,  and  the  ground  rang  hard  under  our  feet  as 
we  pressed  on.  The  moon  was  full,  and  its  light  illuminated 
brightly  the  scene  around  us.  But,  somehow,  that  light 
seemed  to  have  a  stranger  and  more  wierd  look  than  usual ; — 
perhaps  it  was  only  my  rage  about  the  Christmas  vacation 
that  made  me  think  so,  however. 

We  took  a  road  from  which  there  turned,  about  a  mile 
distant,  a  lane  which  met  the  Melville  road  a  little  beyond  the 
fateful  woods.  We  walked  on,  hands  in  pockets,  chatting 
briskly  about  the  innumerable  incidents  of  college  life,  and 
shrugging  our  shoulders  now  and  then  as  the  cold  wind  blew 
more  bitingly  upon  us.  Gradually  the  conversation  changed 
to  that  ghost  of  Booth's,  and  do  what  we  could,  it  was  al- 
together too  much  upon  our  minds.  Indeed,  it  could  not 
well  be  otherwise,  since  we  would  presently,  if  the  tale  were 
true,  be  in  its  awful  presence.  My  breath  was  coming  quick 
and  my  heart  was  beating  with  heavy  thumps  long  before  we 
were  through  that  interminable  lane.  The  fact  is,  that  tale 
of  Booth's  had  made  considerable  impression  upon  both  me 
and  Mason. 

At  length  we  reached  the  main  road,  and  turning  to  the 
right,  saw  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  before  us  the  haunted  wood. 
I  do  not  know  why  my  teeth  should  have  begun  to  chatter 
unseemingly,  or  my  knees  have  felt  strangely  at  that  moment ; 
perhaps  it  was  all  due  to  the  cold.  I  glanced  at  Mason  and 
our  eyes  met.  We  read  each  other's  thoughts  perfectly  ;  he 
felt  exactly  as  I  did. 

"Come,  come,  old  man,"  Mason  broke  out,  "this  won't  do. 
There  can't  be  anything  wrong  with  that  quiet  patch  of  woods 
ahead.  Let's  push  straight  ahead,  and  make  up  our  minds 
that  there  is  nothing  there."  The  wild  look  in  his  eyes  told 
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me  that  his  mind  was  far  from  made  up,  however. 

We  walked  with  a  steadily  increasing  speed  down  the  hill, 
and  commenced  to  cross  that  level  stretch  where  the  road 
passes  through  the  woods. 

The  moonlight  shone  with  a  full  and  ghastly  glow  among 
the  tree  trunks,  streaking  the  ground  with  broad  bands  of 
silver  and  shadow,  while  the  chilling  wind  as  it  moaned 
through  the  bare  and  gloomy  branches  overhead,  seemed 
verily  to  betoken  the  icy  presence  of  a  spectre. 

Suddenly  I  started.  What  was  that  standing  out  against 
the  shadow  yonder?  My  eyes  stared  wildly.  Ah,  it  was 
nothing  but  the  trunk  of  a  birch,  palely  illumined  by  the 
moonlight. 

We  pushed  on,  at  a  pace  now  nearly  a  run,  casting  hurried 
glances  over  our  shoulders  at  the  glimmering  spots  of  moon- 
light on  the  thickets  at  either  side  of  the  road. 

What  was  that?  Mason  was  sure  he  saw  something  in 
white  dodge  behind  that  wall,  and  at  the  same  time  I  caught 
sight  of  a  dim  figure  passing  behind  a  tree.  At  that  awful 
moment  a  deep  groan  burst  upon  our  frightened  ears,  followed 
by  a  wild,  unearthly  shriek,  and,  trembling  with  horror,  we 
started  to  run.  Too  late  !  Into  the  road  before  us  glided  a 
tall  figure  robed  in  white,  and  from  each  side  white  forms  slid 
out  into  the  moonlight.  We  groaned  as  the  horrible  truth 
flashed  through  our  minds.    The  Sophomores  were  upon  us  I 

Morton  Atwater. 

Gbe  (Bibeonttee* 

Bahold,  the  woman  was  fallen  down  at  the  door  of  the  house,  and 
her  hands  were  upon  the  threshold.  And  he  said  to  her,  Up,  and  let 
us  be  going.  But  none  answered.  From  the  ninteentk  chapter  of 
the  Book  of  Judges. 

<*F)UT  the  candle  closer  an'  hand  me  the  flask,  will  you 
A      Bill,  an'  take  care  you  don't  step  on  her  hand." 
"I'm  damned  if  it  haint  a  girl  !" 

"What  will  we  do  with  it?  I  never  saw  a  kid  before. 
There  !    I  was  afeard  it  would  cry.    You  take  it,  Bill." 

"Look  out,  you'll  drop  it !  Wait  a  bit,  Slippery,  an'  hold 
on  to  it  tight,  Babe  will  be  back  from  that  dance  on  Sand 
creek  pretty  soon  and  then  she  will  take  care  of  it.  I  doubt 
if  she  ever  saw  one  before  either,  but  any  woman  kin  handle 
a  kid.    Has  it  got  its  eyes  open  yet?" 
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"No,  of  course  not.  They  never  do  fur  nine  days  after 
they're  born.  Didn't  you  never  see  a  litter  of  pups?  Better, 
Nell,  old  girl?" 

The  woman  shook  her  head  feebly  without  opening  her 
eyes.  She  lay  upon  a  blanket,  spread  in  the  center  of  the 
clay  floor,  and  from  the  bar  where,  stuck  in  a  beer  bottle, 
shone  a  flickering  candle,  the  light  fell  upon  her  pale  face, 
wet  with  suffering,  and  upon  her  disheveled  hair ;  upon  the 
two  gamblers  and  the  bar-keeper,  her  attendants ;  and  upon 
the  newly-born  child.  In  a  little  adobe  saloon,  on  the  hill- 
side above  the  muddy  Platte,  where  the  soldiers  of  the  fort, 
the  cowboys  and  gamblers  of  the  surrounding  range,  and  that 
class  always  attendant  met  to  drink  and  carouse,  was  born  on 
a  Christmas  night  Poker  Nell,  father  unknown,  mother  worse. 


It  was  Sunday  and  the  fourth  of  July,  two  reasons  why  a 
little  western  town  should  be  unusually  alive.  Then  there 
were  three  round  up  outfits  in  town,  that  had  finished  ship- 
ping their  herds  the  day  before  and  were  now  busy  trying  to 
spend  the  money  circumstances  had  forced  them  to  save,  as 
expeditiously  as  possible.  The  saloons  were  doing  a  rushing 
business,  and  the  two  streets  rang  with  the  jingle  of  spurs,  the 
tread  of  high-heeled  boots  upon  the  plank  sidewalks,  the 
galloping  hoofs  of  sweating  cow-ponies,  and  the  laughter  of 
half-drunken  men.  There  were  occasional  pistol  shots,  but 
no  one  had  been  hurt  yet,  though  the  poker  games  were  run- 
ning high  in  several  saloons  and  it  was  nearly  sun-down. 
With  the  pistol  shots  came  the  half-hearted  sound  of  fire 
crackers,  set  off  by  the  small  boys. 

The  sun  sank  in  a  cloud  of  bloody  dust,  and  over  the  sage- 
brush flats,  the  little  cluster  of  frame  shanties,  and  the  tree- 
less banks  of  the  yellow  river,  crept  the  twilight,  and  the 
darkness.  The  sounds  grew  louder.  In  the  Black  Diamond, 
the  most  popular  saloon,  the  crowd  was  thickest.  There  was 
dancing  in  the  back  room,  to  the  accompaniment  of  a  violin, 
and  a  piano,  played  by  the  violinist's  wife,  a  most  delapitated 
lady  in  a  very  decollete  gown,  who  required  great  efforts 
in  profanity  on  the  part  of  her  husband  and  the  ladies 
dancing  to  keep  her  from  falling  asleep.  The  bar-keepers 
were  constantly  busy  and  in  the  heavy  voices  of  the  men,  the 
shrill  laughter  of  the  women,  and  even  in  the  sound  of  the 
violin  was  a  note  of  hysterical  excitement. 
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In  front  of  a  little  house  that  stood  next  the  saloon,  for  the 
houses  in  a  small  western  town  are  not  particular  about  their 
associates,  a  horse  was  tied ;  and  on  the  sidewalk  by  his  head 
stood  a  man  and  a  woman,  or  a  girl,  for  she  appeared  scarcely 
more,  a  slender  little  thing  with  short  curly  hair. 

He  was  a  broad  fellow  and  tall,  so  that  her  head  scarcely 
reached  his  shoulder.  She  was  holding  one  of  his  hands, 
pressing  it  against  her  forehead.  They  were  talking,  she  in  a 
high  boyish  voice,  he  in  a  deep  masculine  tone  that  seemed 
the  beautiful  shadow  of  hers. 

"Listen,  Nell,  little  girl,  and  don't  cry,"  said  the  deep 
voice,  "I  know" — 

It  is  difficult  to  tell  what  they  said.  She  was  very  bad  and 
he  was  very  good ;  because  it  is  so  easy  for  a  man  to  be  good. 
But  the  goodness  of  a  man  is  the  evil  of  a  woman,  and  that  is 
hard.  He  was  such  a  good  man,  that  he  thought  he  was  not 
any  better  than  the  woman,  which  of  course  was  very  wrong ; 
for  she  was  not  at  all  the  sort  of  woman  one  would  take  off 
one's  hat  to  on  the  street,  while  he  was  quite  like  one  of  those 
men  with  whom  we  dine  every  day.  But  this  is  a  beautiful 
mistake  that  good  men  make  occasionally,  ever  since  the  one 
good  man  marked  with  his  finger  in  the  dust  and  the  other 
good  men  refused  to  cast  the  first  stone.  Well,  he  was  asking 
her  to  marry  him. 

"How  can  I  do  you  this  wrong — "  said  the  woman's 
voice,  "When  I — " 

"I  will  send  you  money  every  month,"  said  the  deep  voice. 
"Then  in  the  fall  we  will  go  away  and  be  married  where  no 
one  knows  us." 

"I  can't.     I  can't.     Dear  God  help  me  to  give  it  all  up  !" 

"We  will  not  give  it  up.  Now  I  must  go.  I  have  to 
stand  night  guard  out  at  the  herd.  I  will  see  you  to-morrow. 
Wait  for  me  and  remember — Good  bye — my  little  brother.', 

The  woman  waited  until  the  last  hoof- beats  died  away  on 
the  other  side  of  the  bridge,  then  turned  and  went  into  the 
little  house  next  the  saloon.  She  sat  down  and  began  to 
mend  a  man's  red  flannel  shirt,  singing  softly  under  her 
breath.  And  sometimes  she  stopped  and  thought,  her  face 
beautiful  with  love  and  hope,  like  the  Holy  Mary's  own. 
Unheard  to  her  ears  came  the  sound  of  the  dancing  and  the 
music  from  the  Black  Diamond  saloon,  where  seethed  all  the 
wickedness  and  lust  of  that  mad  little  town. 
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"Where  ish  Poker  Nell?"  exclaimed  one  of  the  men, 
laughing  in  drunken  amusement  at  nothing,  "I  haint  seen  her 
fur  a  month/' 

"Oh,  she  is  a'gittin'  too  damned  good  fur  this  place  !'  ex- 
claimed a  woman.  "She  is  a  tryin'  to  hook  that  P  O  fore- 
man, an'  he's  another  one  jest  like  her.  I  hope  she  gits  him, 
and  then  he  finds  out  what  she  is  and  shoots  her.  Damn  her 
hide  !" 

"She  is  too  damned  stuck  up  !"  exclaimed  another  woman. 

"I'll  take  her  down  a  peg  or  two,  ef  I  git  hold  of  her," 
said  a  card  player.  There  was  a  shout  of  drunken  laughter  as 
the  man  rose  unsteadily  to  his  feet. 

"Let's  git  her  !  She  lives  next  door  !'  shrieked  a  woman, 
dancing  madly  in  from  the  back  room,  her  blood-shot  eyes 
gleaming  with  fierce  hatred. 

The  greyness  of  dawn  was  creeping  over  the  sage-covered 
flats  and  the  yellow  river,  when  the  door  of  the  Black  Dia- 
mond opened  and  a  woman  staggered  out,  her  face  pale  and 
bloody  and  her  clothing  hanging  in  shreds  about  her.  She 
dragged  herself  into  the  little  house,  locked  the  door  and  fell 
upon  her  knees  by  the  bed. 

"I  am  so  afraid,"  she  gasped.  "Oh  God  make  me  love 
him  more — and  more — and  his  hands  so  strong — -Now  !" — 

There  were  many  pistol  shots  in  town  that  night,  and  one 
more  could  not  have  made  any  difference. 

"That  will  do,"  thought  the  girl,  clinching  her  hands  to  keep 
down  a  cry.  "In  a  few  moments.  It  does  not  hurt  so  very 
much — It  is  sweet  to  die  for  him — He  will  hear  and  will 
know  that  I  died  for  his  love.  I  am  running  my  heart's 
blood  upon  his  shirt  as  I  would  do  a  hundred  times  for  him — 
and  he  will  know  that  I  loved  him — that  I  loved  him — so." 


In  the  early  part  of  the  day,  the  Black  Diamond  saloon  had 
a  churchiy  air  about  it.  The  floors,  bare  and  dark,  had  been 
newly  swept  and  sprinkled,  the  light  came  in  subdued  from 
the  baked  street ;  it  was  cool  and  quiet.  The  big  frosted 
mirror,  with  a  host  of  crystal  vessels  before  it,  rose  like  a 
reredos  behind  the  bar ;  that  high  altar  upon  which  the  white- 
robed  bartender  was  wont  to  pour  so  many  purple  libations 
to  the  memory  of  dead  hopes,  to  lives  made  ugly.  Above  the 
billiard  tables,  great  carven  sarcophagi,  hung  the  pieces  of 
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chalk  for  the  cues,  from  the  high  ceiling,  like  little  silver 
lamps.  There  was  a  thin  incense-mist  of  cigar  smoke  in  the 
air.  It  was  a  very  handsome  saloon,  the  Black  Diamond, 
and  there  were  oil  paintings  upon  the  four  long  dark  walls.  It 
was  very  like  a  church.  On  a  card  table  in  one  corner  a  man 
with  a  goitre  was  asleep. 

A  dead  woman  lay  in  the  little  house  next  door,  and  a  red 
flannel  shirt  soaked  with  blood  that  did  not  match  the  flannel 
was  pressed  against  her  lips.  The  wind  stirred  the  red  cur- 
tains at  the  window,  and  caressed  the  woman's  hair.  A  fly 
buzzing  up  from  the  foot  of  the  bed  alighted,  and  there  was  a 
dark  moving  blot  on  one  of  her  white  cheeks.  From  the 
Black  Diamond  saloon  came  the  click  of  billiard  balls  and 
the  sound  of  men's  laughter — from  the  church  of  Gibeonites. 
Then  the  P  O  foreman  knocked  upon  the  door  of  the  little 
house,  smiling.  He  had  a  yellow  cactus  flower  in  his  hand, 
which  he  was  bringing  from  the  brown  prairie  to  this  woman 
of  Babylon.  Jtan  Ross  Irvine, 

MIRAGE.  

Zbe  Sun's  Passover. 

An  angel  passes  from  the  night, 

Past  Earth's  high  eastern  door  all  red — 

Washed  with  the  Dawn  Lamb's  blood  new-shed. 

An  angel  passes,  winged  with  light, 

With  feet  of  gold,  with  golden  wings ; 

Winds  stir,  grass  whispers,  a  bird  sings. 

Awake !  J. 

Gbe  flDan  flsrael. 

(My  Friend,  the  Philosopher). 

The  difference  between  the  beauty  of  dusk  and  the  beauty 
of  dawn  is  the  same  as  that  between  the  beauty  of  linen  and 
the  beauty  of  silk.  The  dusk  is  beauty  in  words  of  one 
syllable--grey,  still,  sad— it  is  rest,  peace,  day's  death. 
But  the  dawning,  especially  of  these  days  when  there  is  level 
snow  upon  the  ground— it  is  shimmering,  mystical,  en- 
chanting, superb.  There  comes  a  wonderful  blueness,  almost 
an  indigo,  deep  and  chill,  stronger  than  that  light  in  the  blue 
eyes  of  a  princess,  dying  in  an  ivory  tower  \  more  beautiful 
than  that  Easter  light  falling  blue  on  the  burial  linen  of  the 
Christ.    The  silver  of  the  stars  melt  into  the  blue-black  of 
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the  night,  forming  the  blueness  of  dawn.  Then  all  the 
gold  of  Heaven  runs  molten  upon  the  fields,  and  it  is  day. 

We  had  talked  all  night,  Israel  and  I,  after  the  manner  of 
men  who,  having  come  upon  the  earth  but  very  recently  and 
found  it  in  a  terrible  condition,  are  in  a  hurry  to  put  things 
to  right  as  soon  as  possible.  The  white  daylight  drifted  in 
between  the  silken  curtains,  drifted  up  about  the  yellow  flame 
of  the  student-lamp  with  its  foliage  of  green  shade,  as  an 
early  snow  overwhelms  some  late  flower.  We  had  spoken  of 
Other  People — if  they  serve  no  other  purpose,  they  make 
beautiful  hooks  to  hang  epigrams  on — about  their  ways  of 
looking  at  things,  their  sins,  their  souls,  and  their  loving  ;  then 
the  mill  whistle  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  had  crowed  thrice — and 
I  remember  these  things : 

"Every  one  has  not  a  soul.  It  is  a  ridiculous  fallacy,  a 
vulgar  theological  jest  to  attribute  such  distinction  to  every 
biped  mammal,  for  no  better  reason  than  that  the  animal 
happens  to  be  of  one's  own  genus.  Our  theologians  do  not 
assign  souls  to  cats  or  crystals,  be  the  cat  never  so  wise  and 
good  tempered,  the  crystal  never  so  perfectly  and  unintellig- 
ably  formed ;  yet,  with  total  disregard  of  diagnostic  sym- 
toms,  they  consider  the  divine  flame  an  invariable  anatomical 
item  in  the  composition  of  an  absolute  idiot  or  of  a  cannibal 
baby." 

"Theologians  are  like  boys  who  have  been  given  bills  to 
distribute,  certificates  of  immortality  one  might  say,  who, 
getting  tired  after  they  have  canvassed  one  street,  dump  the 
remainder  in  someone's  backyard." 

"I  quite  appreciate  their  feelings.  It  is  very  tiring  to 
traverse  the  long  streets  and  dark  alleys  of  creation,  examin- 
ing the  doorposts  for  the  signs  of  blood.  It  is  much  more 
comfortable  to  be  generous  in  a  lump.  And  charity  begins 
at  home.  Indeed  it  does,  O  Theologians  !  In  fact  one  is 
surprised  that  in  this  distribution,  as  in  that  of  the  ballot, 
idiots,  lunatics,  foreigners,  and  women  were  not  excepted." 

"You  are  a  frightful  pessimist,  are  you  not?"  said  I. 

"I  trust  not.  Seriously,  it  would  be  very  charitable,  opti- 
mistic, and  comfortable  generally,  to  take  for  granted  that 
every  man  has  a  tooth-brush.  As  a  matter  of  fact  he  hasn't. 
With  the  tooth-brush  distribution  is  a  matter  of  a  man's  social 
position,  generally.  There  is  not  this  simplicity  as  regards 
soul- distribution." 
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"Children,  very,  very  old  people,  and  some  day-laborers, 
whether  with  pick  and  shovel  or  with  golf  stick  and  card  case, 
do  not  have  souls.  They  may  have  had  them  or  may  attain 
them,  which  applies  also  to  cats  and  crystals.  Or  their 
souls  may  be  dormant,  inactive:  there  is  the  same  limitless 
possibility  as  regards  the  psychic  condition  of  the  stones  by 
the  road- side." 

"One  should  not  look  at  things  through  colored  glasses, 
either  black  or  crimson  :  pessimism  is  a  mistake,  and  optim- 
ism is  a  mistake  done  up  in  tin-foil.  But  I  think  an  optimist 
is  worse  than  a  pessimist  because  he — is  so  damned  proud  of 
the  tin-foil." 

"The  men  of  Sodom  and  Gomorrah  were  very  wicked. 
They  must  have  been  very  happy  and  very  miserable.  And 
what  else  in  life  ?  So  they  finished  apace  each  his  little  stint 
of  living,  and  the  destruction  of  their  cities  was  but  the  clos- 
ing of  two  scarlet  tulips  when  the  day  is  done.  Only  Lot 
was  saved  that  he  might  sin  again  V* 

I 

a  Sunset. 

The  clouds  above  like  golden  sands  now  seem, 
Like  those  washed  down  by  the  Pactolian  stream. 
The  mountains  barren  tops — his  fingers  tinge — 
Now  proudly  glitter  in  their  golden  fringe. 
The  vales  below  with  primroses  are  strewn, 
Like  some  vast  meadow  in  the  month  of  June. 
And  as  he  lower  sinks,  the  vales  become 
All  purple  with  the  fox-gloves'  bloom, 
Amidst  the  ebbing  tide  of  sun's  last  rays, 
Like  columns  of  red  flame,  the  fir  trees  blaze. 

/.  Stafford  Goddard. 

BOOKS.  

"Well,  we  have  our  standards." 

H  prospective  IReview,* 

Le  Gallienne,  in  the  volume  he  calls  "Retrospective  Re- 
views," has  brought  out  the  christening  robe  anew  for  some 
rather  mature  books.  The  sequel  of  "Sentimental  Tommy" 
is  a  child,  eagerly  awaited  by  some  of  us,  but  as  yet  unborn. 

*Sentimental  Tommy.  The  Story  of  His  Manhood  by  James  M.  Barrie.  Chas. 
Scribner's  Sons,  New  York,  $1.50. 
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But  may  one  not,  by  dwelling  fondly  on  the  characteristics  of 
some  near  relatives,  namely  the  first  "Tommy"  and  "A  Win- 
dow in  Thrums,"  and  "The  Little  Minister,"  hazard  some 
guess  as  to  whom  it  will  take  after,  and  whether  its  eyes  will 
be  blue  or  brown,  its  hair  red  or  black. 

jft  The  boy  is  father  of  the  man,  so  that  if  "The  Story  of 
His  Manhood,"  takes  after  its  papa,  it  will  be  brown  with  a 
little  sage  green  arbor  on  the  front  cover  hung  with  blossoms 
of  gold.  And  I  shall  place  it  upon  my  most  comfortable 
book  shelves,  next  to  the  Leaves  of  Grass  and  among  its  rela- 
tives, where  the  silken-filtered  light  is  greenest  and  where  I 
can  reach  it  most  easily  from  my  softest  chair.  And  I  shall 
take  it  in  my  hands  quite  as  often  as  I  do  "The  Story  of  His 
Boyhood,"  when  I  ought  to  have  a  very  different  book.  And 
I  shall  lay  it  down  with  quite  the  same  lump  in  my  throat  and 
quite  the  same  odd  feeling  in  my  breast,  as  though  the  desert 
of  Sahara  were  wrapped  about  my  heart  and  tied  with  the 
arctic  circle.  Then  I  shall  avert  my  eyes  in  shame  from 
where  my  own  poor  little  pen,  with  brazen  affrontory,  lies 
amidst  the  pages  of  spoiled  whiteness  like  a  Turkish  sultan 
in  his  harem. 

Of  course,  Tommy  will  go  to  London.  And  there  he  will 
meet  Shovel,  and  Shovel's  Old  Girl,  and  all  the  people  from 
Thrums,  and  all  the  others,  too,  excepting  only  Reddy.  And 
perhaps  that  she  may  never  lack  "tapiocar,"  he  will  be  able 
to  give  Shovel's  Old  Girl  a  pension,  when  he  has  become  a 
great  writer.  For  of  course,  though  he  may  be  an  actor  for 
a  time,  he  will  end  as  an  author.  It  is  a  significant  fact  that 
with  its  lack  of  punctuation  the  title  page  reads  "The  Story 
of  His  Manhood  by  J.  M.  Barrie." 

jfc  Then  Tommy  will  love  and  marry  Grizel,  and  that  will  be 
the  least  beautiful  part  of  the  book,  for  Barrie's  love  is  mother- 
love,  son-love,  and  child- love,  not  lover-love. 
Jt>  But  before  all  this,  Tommy  will  be  very  miserable  in 
London,  for  Barrie  can  make  misery  beautiful,  so  why  write 
about  happiness?  Why  paint  the  lily,  who  can  paint  with 
gold  a  whole  slum,  who  can  wash  an  ancient  derby  hat  (re- 
presenting the  unbeautiful  every-day,  and,  considered  from 
aesthetic  grounds,  certainly  as  scarlet)  so  that  it  be  white  as 
snow?  Besides,  Tommy  will  need  many  blows  of  the  whip 
before  he  is  prepared  to  stand  among  the  unco  guid. 

And  some  one  will  die.    Tommy  perhaps?    No.  Not 
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Tommy.     Grizel  then.  Well  .    Elspeth?     Poor  little 

Elspeth  that  prayed  !  Yes,  it  will  be  Elspeth  :  Barrie's  dyings 
are  worth  more  than  most  people's  livings  j  then  it  is  always 
more  beautiful  to  end  with  a  sad  chapter  than  with  a  live- 
happy-ever-after,  tableau -of-the-whole-pantomime  sort  of 
chapter.  And  this  is  because  it  is  more  true,  perhaps.  Poor 
Tommy  !  and  poor  little  Elspeth — that  prayed  ! 

y. 

It  has  been  said  that  Kipling  is  a  mere  newspaper  writer, 
who  has  stumbled  on  the  "scoop"  of  the  hour,  and  whose 
popularity  has  been  secured  by  catering  to  the  prevailing  fad ; 
that  the  fate  of  his  works  will  be  to  die  and  be  forgotten  with 
him.  This  cannot  be.  Kipling's  fabric  cannot  perish  so  soon 
because  he  has  found  the  string  in  human  nature  which 
vibrates  to  the  relating  of  virile  action,  and  because  he  plays 
on  it  with  master-hand  ;  yet  does  not  tire  it.  Neither  does  he 
write  for  money  or  fame  :  too  often  he  has  risen  to  a  height 
which  a  hack  could  never  attain ;  his  books  are  the  expres- 
sion of  his  manly,  powerful  nature  It  is  true  that,  at  times, 
he  is  crude ;  his  work  lacks  the  shining  over-polish  of  the 
French  Stylests,  but  in  that  consists  the  proof  of  his  power — 
an  over-refined  anything  never  has  strength.  "He  draws 
the  Thing  as  he  sees  It  for  the  God  of  Things  as  They  Are," 
without  always  asking  whether  the  shading  is  harmonious  or 
conventional.  However,  Kipling  is  still  young,  and  when 
the  enthusiasm,  which  has  carried  him  along  with  such  a  rush 
has  found  its  highest  aim,  it  is  then  that  we  shall  see  his 
grandest,  more  perfect  work.  Think  what  a  glorious  record 
it  has  been  for  a  man  of  thirty  to  have  in  less  than  ten  years 
given  a  fresh  vigor  to  the  degenerate,  dish-watery  literature  of 
the  fin-de-siecle ;  to  have  founded  a  new  school  of  verse,  so 
tremendous,  so  swinging,  so  well  allied  to  its  subject  of 
action — not  thoughts — that  it  will  outlast  its  weaker  comrades, 
as  the  epic  outlasts  the  lyric.  Mr.  Kipling  is  a  genius,  and 
one  of  the  most  remarkable  of  the  century. 

His  latest  volume  is  "The  Day's  Work."*  It  contains 
some  twelve  tales,  most  of  which  have  been  published 
hitherto.  All  are  in  his  usual  style,  some,  in  fact,  a  little  too 
much  so  to  be  interesting  to  those  who  do  not  love  Kipling  for 
Kipling's  sake ;  they  are  too  technical  for  the  general  reader, 

♦The  Day's  Work,  by  Rudyard  Kipling.  Doubleday  &  McClure,  New  York, 
$1.50. 
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or  in  some  few  places  they  verge  into  monotony,  or  else  the 
plots  do  not  have  the  decisive  end  we  would  expect.  But  in 
all  we  find  touches  of  the  man  we  love  ;  there  is  not  one  that 
does  not  in  some  place  give  us  the  indescribable  heart-glow, 
which  a  splendid  man  or  a  glorious  piece  of  work  inspires. 
&  It  is  a  relief  to  find  that  after  he  has  exhausted  India, 
Kipling  can  turn  to  other  undiscovered  fields  •  it  argues  well 
for  his  future  that  he  can  broaden  so  decisively.  Again,  we 
see  that  he  can  turn  from  his  usual  impressionistic  style  to  a 
more  poetic  one.  In  "A  Sunday  at  Home,"  though  it  is,  by 
no  means,  the  best,  there  are  a  number  of  excellent  passages 
showing  this  new  manner.  One  can  be  quoted  as  an  example, 
jfc  "There  was  a  beautiful  smell  in  the  air — the  smell  of 
white  dust,  bruised  nettles,  and  smoke,  that  brings  tears  to 
the  throat  of  a  man  who  sees  his  country  but  seldom — a 

smell  like  the  echoes  of  the  last  talk  of  lovers  " 

&  Three  of  the  stories  are  especially  good.  "  Bread  upon  the 
Waters  we"  know  since  it  was  published  in  McClure's.  Better 
even  is  "William  the  Conquerer."  It  is  the  love-story — not 
of  the  conventional  god  and  godess — but  of  a  man  and 
woman ;  the  backbone  lies  in  the  tremendous  energy  of  the 
man  during  a  southern- India  famine;  a  work,  which,  though 
he  knows  it  not,  is  caused  by  budding  love  for  the  woman.  He 
slaves  himself  nearly  to  Death's  door,  while  she,  for  her  part, 
toils  at  a  relief  station,  until  the  famine  is  over,  and  then 
comes  the  merited  reward, — this  with  all  the  attendant  cir- 
cumstance of  which  Kipling  is  a  master.  Finally,  the 
"Brushwood  Boy"  should  be  chosen  as  the  best.  The  plot, 
although  it  is  certainly  original,  is  not  remarkably  noticeable. 
It  is  the  splendid  portrait  of  an  ideal  man  that  holds  our 
mind — a  man,  who,  in  his  manhood,  in  his  irresistable  energy 
of  action,  in  his  whole  magnificent  being,  should  serve  as  a 
model  to  every  fellow  that  would  be  true  to  himself  and  of 
some  use  to  his  brother- mortals.  The  "Brushwood  Boy"  is 
Kipling's  finest  creation. 

&  And  so  praise  be  to  Kipling  for  what  he  has  done  and  for 
what  he  is  to  do  !  B. 

The  clothes  do  not  make  the  man — or  the  book,  but  often 
they  give  indication  of  what  is  within.  Such  is  the  case  with 
Mrs.  Humphrey  Ward's  new  book,  "Helbeck  of  Bannisdale,"* 

♦Helbeck  of  Bannisdale,  by  Mrs.  Humphrey  Ward.  The  Macmillan  Co., 
London  and  New  York. 
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which  is  dressed  most  handsomely. 

£  Needless  to  say,  the  style  is  all  that  could  be  desired — it  is 
Mrs.  Ward's,  that  is  enough.  The  plot  is  remarkable  in  its 
originality,  though  we  cannot  but  wonder  that  no  one  has 
thought  of  it  before.  The  two  chief  characters  are  drawn 
with  such  skill  that  the  reader  can  see  them  in  his  mind's  eye 
—  can  imagine  meeting  them  on  the  street.  The  devotion  of 
both  to  their  principals,  different  as  they  are,  leads  us  to 
admiration ;  we  have  the  same  feeling  for  Laura,  when 
she  wishes,  for  Helbeck's  sake,  to  step  over  her  own  beliefs 
and  become  a  Catholic,  and,  finding  this  impossible,  for 
taking  what,  in  her  mind,  is  the  only  alternative, 
^fc  From  the  Catholic  standpoint  the  book  may  be  somewhat 
unjust,  but  certainly  such  a  man  as  Helbeck  is  an  ornament 
to  Catholicism. 

Jt>  The  story  from  its  very  plot  could  not  be  a  happy  one, 
but  as  we  look  back  from  the  sad  ending  we  are  not  sorry 
that  it  turns  out  as  is  does. 

jfc  The  book  might  have  been  put  within  smaller  compass 
than  the  two  volumes  which  it  occupies,  but  the  reader  is 
glad  that  it  was  not. 

C.  R. 
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EDITORIALS.  

S>  We  are  fortunate  in  being  able  to  publish  in  this 
number  a  story  by  Ray  Morris,  of  the  class  of  ninety- 
seven,  who  was  Managing  Editor  of  The  Mirror 
in  his  senior  year  at  Andover,  and  is  now  a  frequent 
contributor  to  the  Yale  Lit.  And  we  shall  have  the 
pleasure  in  our  next  issue  of  printing  a  good  story 
about  Andover,  by  another  old  Andover  man,  R.  R. 
Whiting,  of  the  Princeton  Tiger. 

J>  In  accordance  with  our  previous  announcements  in 
the  Phillipian  we  were  to  give  two  prizes,  one  for 
quantity,  the  other  for  quality  of  work  handed  in  be- 
tween the  beginning  of  school  and  the  publication  of 
the  December  Mirror.  It  must  be  understood  that 
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only  and  all  work  accented  for  -publication  is  conceded 
in  the  allotment  of  these  prizes,  whether  or  not  the 
work  is  published  immediately.  We  do  not  feel  that 
with  justice  we  can  award  a  quantity  prize,  since  the 
greatest  number  of  points  gained  by  any  one  writer 
was  but  nine.  Wherefore  we  have  decided  to  give 
this  prize  of  five  dollars  to  the  artist  of  the  accepted 
poster  design,  Ryman,  '99,  as  very  ineffectively 
symbolizing  our  appreciation  of  his  work.  The  prize 
of  five  dollars  for  the  best  single  article,  prose  or 
verse,  we  award  to  Fred  Lewis  Collins,  for  his  sketch 
"The  Captain's  Story,"  published  in  the  October 
number,  among  the  Mirage  articles. 
&  Anent  the  poster  contest,  though  there  were  fewer 
handed  in  than  last  year,  yet  the  accepted  design  we 
consider  very  excellent.  The  poster  submitted  by 
Clifford,  P.  S,  1900,  deserves  special  attention  for 
the  vigor  of  its  conception  and  the  skill  of  its  execu- 
tion, as  well  as  for  the  taste  displayed  in  the  choice 
of  its  colors. 

&  The  accepted  cover  design  was  drawn  by  Ruhl 
P.  S.  1900.  To  the  original  drawing  the  artist  adds 
naively  in  a  lead  pencil  note  "This  is  supposed  to  re- 
present S.  Claus,  who  comes  into  the  fellows'  rooms 
during  their  absence.  He's  meditating."  We  pub- 
lish his  words  for  reasons  purely  utilitarian  —  and 
wre  like  the  drawing  very  much.  The  cover  design 
submitted  by  Schrieber,  '00,  though  perhaps  not  so 
strictly  of  a  Christmas  character,  deserves  particular 
mention  for  its  beauty. 

&  We  announce  the  election  of  Alan  Fox,  P.  A.,  '99, 
to  the  Editorial  board.  We  had  hoped  to  add  to  our 
number,  at  this  time,  two  instead  of  one,  but — . 
We  urge  the  fellows  on  the  contributing  board,  as 
well  as  those  of  the  school  at  large,  to  make  it  possible 
for  us  to  elect  one  of  them  to  this  lofty  position,  at  the 
end  of  the  next  term.  In  June  there  will  be  perhaps 
three  vacancies,  which,  if  Andover  is  to  have  a 
magazine  next  year,  must  be  filled.    Now  is  the  time 
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to  make  sure  of  one  of  these  places  for  yourself,  old 
man  ! 

J>  School  meetings  called  after  chapel  have  been  by- 
custom  almost  exclusively  sacred  to  foot-ball,  base- 
ball, tennis  and  other  athletics  generally,  which  fact 
is  indicative  of  the  very  true  and  healthy  importance 
of  these  matters  in  relation  to  the  fellows  individually 
and  to  the  school  as  an  institution.  It  is  because  we 
believe  that  it  likewise,  in  perhaps  a  small  degree, 
but  for  somewhat  the  same  reasons,  is  important  that 
we  wish  to  discuss  the  Dramatic  Club. 
J>  What  is  the  relation  of  its  Dramatic  Club  to  a 
school,  and  to  the  individual  students  of  that  school? 
Like  athletics,  it  tends  to  develop  in  connection  with 
the  rest  of  his  education  certain  traits  which  a  fellow 
should  have,  traits  mental  and  physical.  And,  also 
like  athletics,  it  connects  the  school  by  a  strong  bond 
of  mutual  interest  with  the  outside  world,  collegiate 
and  non-collegiate.  It  is  in  the  best  sense  an  adver- 
tisement for  the  school.  This  is  the  beginning  and 
the  end  :  the  two  reasons  that  should  make  the  faculty 
and  fellows,  as  thoroughly  interested  in  Dramatics  as 
in  athletics. 

&  In  detail.  Dramatic  work  gives  a  fellow  self- 
possession  and  self-confidence.  It  makes  him  critical 
of  his  general  bearing.  It  is  a  drill  for  his  pronun- 
ciation, enunciation  and  oral  delivery  generally;  it 
develops  his  speaking  voice,  trains  his  memory,  and 
teaches  him,  or  tends  to  teach  him,  to  appear  before 
his  assembled  fellows  without  pain  to  himself  or 
them.  In  studying  and  committing  to  memory  his 
lines,  he  may,  as  in  the  instance  of  one  of  Sheridan's 
comedies,  be  working  with  some  of  the  best  literature 
in  the  English  tongue.  We  do  not  wish  to  compare 
any  departments  of  our  education  too  closely,  certainly 
not  to  extol  one  at  the  cost  of  another.  Yet,  if 
dramatic  work  as  a  profession  produces  a  better  man 
than,  say  base-ball  as  a  profession ;  why,  in  making 
ourselves  what  we  should  be,  is  not  the  Dramatic 
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Club,  at  least  as  effective  and  important  as  athletics? 
Compare  the  champion  base-ball  player  of  America 

with  Sir  Henry  Irving  or  Coquelin  .  Athletic 

prowess  is  Andover's  chiefest  glory ;  were  this  her 
only  glory,  it  would  be  her  chiefest  shame. 
J>  What  is  the  relation  of  the  Andover  Dramatic 
Club  to  the  long  needed,  slowly  coming  New  Gym- 
nasium? A  large  part  of  the  money  necessary  for 
its  construction  has  already  been  given  by  alumni 
and  friends  of  the  school.  There  remains  but  twelve 
thousand  dollars  to  be  raised.  What  have  we  our- 
selves done,  we  the  present-tense  membership  of  the 
school?    What  can  we  do? 

J>  The  importance  of  our  secondary  employments, 
our  athletics,  our  school  papers  and  our  Dramatic 
Club  in  keeping  us  in  touch  with  the  alumni  and  the 
world  generally,  is  undoubted.  What  people  are  in- 
terested in  they  give  money  to.  The  money  making 
power  of  an  amateur  dramatic  society  in  a  fair  state  of 
health  is  not  small.  The  Boston  Cadets  earn  for 
their  organization  thousands  of  dollars  a  year.  Now 
fellows,  best  fellows  in  school,  support  the  Dramatic 
Club! 

J>  There  will  be  nearly  a  score  of  characters.  That 
leaves  over  three  hundred  and  fifty  good  fellows  to 
talk  about  it  to  their  friends,  to  take  their  sisters  and 
cousins  and  aunts,  to  help  bid  for  the  seats  when  they 
are  put  up  at  auction,  to  interest  the  profossorsy  wives 
and  the  other  ladies  of  the  town  that  they  may  assist 
us  as  patronesses,  to  make  the  Gymnasium  Benefit, 
the  social,  scholastic  and  financial  event  of  the  year  I 
Since  of  all  our  year's  work,  only  football,  is  really 
past,  perhaps  it  is  not  too  late  to  say  something  about 
Andover  opportunities.  * 4 What  are  we  here  for?" 
is  a  question  that  we  often  hear  asked,  for  rhetorical 
reasons,  and  almost  never  hear  answered ;  because, 
somewhat  arbitrarily,  the  answer  is  taken  for  granted 
"To  study."  Doubtless,  Andover  is  a  most  excellent 
place  to  learn  Latin  and  Greek,  and  it  is  for  this 
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reason,  probably,  that  most  of  us  came  here ;  how- 
ever, Andover  is  but  a  very  small  part  of  a  very 
large  world  in  which  we  are  neither  for  the  purpose 
of  learning  languages  nor  for  singing  songs,  but 
where  the  chief  end  of  our  being  is  to  develop  our- 
selves into  capable  men,  clean,  strong,  broad  minded 
and  a  little  bit  good.  That  metonomy  by  which,  for 
a  few  of  us,  the  word  "scholarship"  is  made  to  stand 
for  Andover  seems  to  us  very  wrong.  Andover  is 
much  more.  Her  advantages  are  not  confined  to 
text  books. 

The  fellow  who,  in  order  to  make  the  honor  roll, 
deprives  himself  of  outdoor  exercise,  of  reading,  of 
speaking,  of  music,  of  the  comradeship  of  his  fellows, 
not  only  does  not  deserve  honor,  but  he  does  an 
absolute  wrong.  This  seems  a  particularly  proper 
time  for  speaking  of  these  things,  because  after  the 
vacation  we  are  coming  back  to  what  is  really  one 
great  splendid  gymnasium  for  body  and  soul,  where 
besides  our  book-work  there  will  be  hockey,  track 
sports,  tennis,  and  baseball,  the  excellent  training- 
work  of  the  two  literary  societies,  debating,  and  the 
two  great  contests  in  writing  and  speaking,  The 
Means  and  Draper,  together  with  the  invaluable 
coaching  of  Professor  Churchill.  These  are  our 
opportunities. 

&  The  most  serious  problem  of  a  fellow's  life  at 
Andover  is  likely  to  be  4  4 How  many  and  what  things 
shall  I  attempt.''  The  fellow  who,  though  he  have 
the  ability,  undertakes  more  than  he  has  time  to  do 
well,  is  wronging  the  fellows  whom  he  pushes  away, 
wronging  the  school  by  representing  it  poorly,  and, 
most  important  of  all,  is  wronging  himself. 

You  remember  the  fabulous  little  dog  that  lost  his 
bone  in  a  wild  attempt  to  possess  himself  likewise  of 
its  reflection  in  the  brook.  In  Andover  waters  there 
are  many  bones,  neither  dry — from  the  valley — nor 
bitter,  as  the  apples  of  Sodom.  But,  after  all,  we 
are  just  the  same  small  dogs  and  can  grasp  not  many 
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of  them.  Don't,  in  your  desire  to  make  the  Glee 
Club,  the  Pot  Pourri  board,  and  the  presidency  of 
Inquiry,  to  get  a  long  list  of  italicised  words  after 
your  name  in  the  Class-book — don't  throw  away  your 
chance  of  making  the  Biographical  Dictionary  of 
the  twentieth  century. 

EXCHANGES.  

Without  making  his  appearance  personally  before  the  foot- 
lights the  Exchange  Editor  would  be  content  this  month  to 
push  forward  from  the  wings  three  or  four  prettily  painted 
bits  of  language — as  is  customary  in  puppet  shows  and  ex- 
change departments — were  it  not  for  a  certain  story  in  the 
Nassau  Lit.  which  has  lately  come  to  his  notice.  Or,  to 
change  the  figure,  as  we  were  searching  for  flowers  among  the 
November  leaves  of  college  literature,  we  found  a  jewel ;  and 
to  comfort  our  envious  heart,  it  has  a  flaw.  It  is  a  story 
called  "Old  Man,"  by  Leonard  H.  Robbins,  which  if  you 
have  read  we  hope  you  remember.  It  is  not  a  "clever" 
story — in  fact  it  seems  to  us  that  cleverness  is  a  cosmetic  as 
dangerous  in  the  hands  of  a  literary  amateur  as  is  the  black 
eye- stencil  to  his  brother  of  the  stage — but  it  is  very  serious, 
very  true,  very  beautiful.  If  any  of  this  college  writing,  which 
we  see  being  added  to  every  month,  is  to  survive  beyond  the 
dusk  of  its  natal  day  it  will  be  such  parts  of  it  as,  like  this 
"Old  Man,"  embody  some  of  the  strength,  the  joy,  the  sad- 
ness of  college  life  and  of  college  men  in  their  mutual  re- 
lations. 

As  for  the  flaw :  the  ending  of  the  story  lacks  perspicuity. 
Artistic  indistinctness  is  as  beautiful  as  twilight,  but  a  shading 
should  never  become  a  blot.  We  are  perhaps  dull,  but  even 
our  great  admiration  for  it  as  a  whole  could  not  stimulate  us 
to  a  decision  as  to  whether  at  the  story's  end  Old  Man 
attempted  suicide  or  simply  got  drunk. 

But  then,  as  we  said,  we  were  searching  for  flowers  : 

To  a  Friend. 

Of  all  the  brave  and  pure  friend, 

Thou  seemest  part, 
And  life  is  full  of  worth,  friend, 

Because  thou  art. 


99 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


The  world  is  full  of  hope,  friend, 

For  thou  dost  live ; 
The  race  is  rich  in  love,  friend, 

For  thou  dost  give. 

The  friendly  stars  of  truth,  friend, 

All  challenge  me. 
For  in  their  daring  light,  friend, 

I  stand  with  thee. 
Thy  faith  enfolds  us  both,  friend, 

And  fear  defies. 
My  heavenly  judge  has  come,  friend, — 

Thy  depthless  eyes. 
The  hosts  that  fight  for  death,  friend, 

Flee  far  from  thee ; 
I  pass  the  gates  of  God,  friend, 

Thy  love  the  key. 
The  universe  is  free,  friend  : 

Love's  foes  are  gone. 
To  endless  spiritual  quest,  friend, 

Our  love  leads  on. 

George  D.  Herron,  in  the  Unit 

Mooring. 
The  mists  blew  over  the  lea, 
The  ships  put  in  from  sea, 

But  I  see  her  hair 

With  the  rosebud  there 
And  the  world  is  well  with  me. 
The  breakers  pound  on  the  shore, 
The  distant  pine-tops  roar. 

There's  a  cloud  aloft, 

But  her  lips  are  soft 
With  the  kiss  I  am  longing  for. 
The  rain  beats  down  on  the  world, 
The  dripping  sails  are  furled, 

But  clear  are  the  skies 

In  her  sea-deep  eyes 
Where  never  a  cloud  has  curled. 

O'er  the  bay  we  love  to  sail 
The  mad  storm  voices  wail, 

But  the  sounds  of  the  sea 

Will  be  song  to  me 
Till  the  song  of  our  love  shall  fail, 
i  oo  P.  H.y  in  the  Harvard  Advocate. 
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November. 

The  wail  of  melancholy  winds 

From  desert  lands  of  cold  and  snow, 
Gaunt  branches  flung  athwart  a  sky, 

From  which  the  streams  of  sorrow  flow. 
A  dull  and  sodden  earth  beneath, 

No  light  above  j  the  clouds  ne'er  part ; 
Death,  and  an  agony  withal 

That  wrings  the  wretched  heart. 

H.  E.  K.  in  the  Dartmouth  Lit. 
In  Waiting. 

THE  MONTH.  

Nov.  21.  Phillips  Street  won  the  street- team  champion- 
ship from  Commons.    Score,  22-0. 

Nov.  21.  Regular  faculty-permit  celebration  over  the 
Lawrenceville  game.    Speeches,  rushes  and  a  bonfire. 

Nov.  26.  R.  F.  Davis  'oo  elected  football  captain  for  next 
year. 

Dec.  2.  Hockey  Team  candidates  called  out  by  Captain 
Snow. 

Dec.  2.    Pennsylvania  Club  formed. 
Dec.  9.    Prof.  Forbes  speaks  in  Forum. 
Dec.  9.    Garrison  elected  2d  manager  of  Track  association. 
Dec.  11.    Alan  Fox  elected  to  Board  of  Editors  of  the 
Mirror. 

LEAVES  FROM  PHILLIPS  IVY.  

v  '42. — Judge  Isaac  W.  Smith  died  of  heart  disease  in  his 
office  in  Manchester,  N.  H.,  Nov.  28,  1898.  He  was  a 
graduate  of  Dartmouth  College  in  1846,  a  representative  to 
the  general  court,  a  member  of  the  New  Hampshire  State 
Senate,  Mayor  of  Manchester,  associate  justice  of  the  supreme 
court  of  the  state,  a  trustee  of  Dartmouth  College. 

'61. — Thomas  Hedge  of  Burlington,  Iowa,  was  elected  a 
member  of  Congress  from  the  first  Iowa  district. 

'69. — Talcott  Williams,  the  present  president  of  the  Alumni 
Association,  has  an  essay  on  Dr.  S.  Weir  Mitchell  in  the 
November  number  of  the  Century. 

'70. — A  little  book  with  the  title  "Mistakes  We  Make"  has 
been  compiled  by  Nathan  H.  Dole,  and  published  by  Crowell 
&  Co. 
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'7 1. — At  the  recent  election,  Almet  F.  Jenks  of  Brooklyn, 
N.  Y.,  was  placed  in  the  chair  of  Justice  of  the  New  York 
Supreme  Court. 

'74, — Severyn  B.  Sharpe  was  chosen,  by  the  republicans, 
County  Judge  of  Ulster  County,  New  York. 

'86.— Fleming  H.  Revell  Company  publish  "Missions  and 
Politics  in  Asia,"  by  Robert  E.  Speer.  It  is  a  study  of  the 
Eastern  peoples  and  the  part  that  Christian  Missions  has 
taken  in  the  development  of  those  peoples. 

'87.— James  P.  Woodruff  was  elected  by  the  democrats  as 
a  member  of  the  Connecticut  legislature  from  Litchfield. 

'89. — Valentine  Winters  Eaton,  the  son  of  Col.  Lucien  B. 
Eaton,  '55,  was  born  in  Dayton,  O.,  Nov.  1,  1870,  graduated 
with  honor  from  Dartmouth  college  in  1892  and  from  Boston 
University  Law  School  in  1895.  In  July  of  that  year  he  was 
married  at  Hancver,  N.  H.,  to  Miss  Mabel  Ruggles,  a  daugh- 
ter of  Professor  Ruggles  of  Dartmouth  college.  He  was 
engaged  in  the  practice  of  law  in  Dayton,  O.,  at  the  time  of 
his  death,  Nov.  2,  1898. 

'90.— Howard  A.  Lamprey  has  opened  a  law  office  at  311 
Butler  Exchange,  Providence,  R.  I.  He  is  also  a  member  of 
the  faculty  of  the  Rhode  Island  Law  School. 

92.— George  H.  Nettleton  has  been  appointed  instructor 
in  English  in  the  Sheffield  Scientific  School. 

'93. — Cornelius  P.  Kitchel,  Yale  '97,  Law  School  1901,  was 
one  of  the  \  ale  representatives  in  the  debate  in  which  Yale 
was  successful  over  Princeton.  He  was,  while  in  college, 
chairman  of  the  Yale  Literary  Magazine,  an  editor  of  the 
Courant  and  won  the  Lit.  medal  and  the  Berkeley  premium. 

'94.— Elmer  S.  Bailey  is  a  member  of  the  firm  of  Cooper, 
Bailey  and  Kerr,  architects,  in  the  Equitable  Building  in 
Boston,  with  draughting  rooms  at  Newton  Centre. 

'95.— Edgar  G.  Holt  and  Miss  Hannah  C.  Green  were 
married  Nov.  8,  1898,  at  North  Petersburg,  N.  Y. 

'95._At  Salt  Lake  City,  Utah,  Sept.  14,  1898,  Miss  Estella 
Tiernan  was  married  to  Howard  L.  Stout. 

'98.— In  Boston,  June  21,  1898,  died  Henry  W.  Ring. 
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CHARLES  E.  ABBOTT,  M.  D. 

|  PHYSICIAN 
land  SURGEON, 

70  Main  St.,  Andover. 

Office  Hours: 
Until  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3,  6  to  8  p.  m. 

C.  fl.  GILBERT,  M.  D.  S. 

Dental  Rooms. 

l  i 

T 

BANK  BUILDING, 

;  RflDOVER,  -  mass. 

1 

mm  H.  F.  CH/15E,  'mm 

Stc^cles  and  Sporting  Goods, 

BICYCLES  CLEANED  AND  REPAIRED. 

Muscrove  Block,          -  Andover. 

CHAS.  A.  GAREY, 

riASKS,  AND  FALSE 
NOSES. 

Street  and  Theatrical 
Wigs,  Beards,  Ete  

For  Private  Theatricals,  Masquerades, 
Old  Folks'  Concerts. 

503  Washington  St.,  Cor.  West  St., 
BOSTON. 

IMPORTER  AND  DEALER  IN 

GREASE   PAINTS.  POWDERS, 
BURNT  CORK  AND  ALL 
MAKE-UP. 

Lewis  T.  Hardy.          Joseph  F.  Cole. 

HHRDY  &  COLE. 

ESSEX  ST.,  ANDOVER, 

Builders  9  Luier 

Dea 

m 

w 

Box  Making  Planing.  Sawing  and  Match 
ing  done  to  order. 

Kindling  Wood  by  the  Load. 

1*1.    T.  WAI^SH, 

DEALER  IN 


Stoves,  Ranges  and  Furnaces. 


Dr.  J.  F.  Richards, 

Dr.  C.  W.  Scott, 

94  Main  Street, 

Main  Street, 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Office  Hours  : 

Office  Hours  : 

Till  9  a.m. ;  i  to  3  p.m. ;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Till  9  a.m. ;  1  to  3  p.m. ;  7  to  9  p.  m. 
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HOUGHTON  &  DUTTON. 

The  Original 

DEPARTMENT  STORE 

Of  New  England. 


GENERAL  EMPORIUM 

OF  ALL 


Household 
Supplies. 


s 


Over  Fifty  Departments, 

each  one  a  Complete  Store  in  itself. 
ALWAYS  the  lowest-priced  Store 
in  this  part  of  the  Country. 

Come  in  and  see  the  New  Store,  now  just  finished.    It  is 

one  of  the  finest  in  this  country. 
REMEMBER  that  we  are  the  Authorized  Agents  of 


and  that  in  everything  pertaining  distinctively  to  Christmas,  we  are  far  and  away  the 
leading  house  of  New  England. 

TREMOINT  AND  BEACON  STS., 

(Orp.  School  St.,)  Boston,  Mass. 


THE  ANDOVER  BOOKSTORE. 


Supply  Depot  for  all  Academy  Text  Books  and  School  Supplies.  Stationery 
in  all  grades,  plain  and  engraved,  special  P.  A.  papers.  See 
our  Andover  Fountain  Pen.    Price  reduced 
to  $1.50.    Weekly  and  Monthly 
Periodicals. 


George  A.  Higgirjs  &  Co.,     A\air>  5t.,  Apdover. 
MRS.  S.  J.  BUCKUIIN, 

42    MAIN  STREET, 

Manuscript  Revised  and  Typewritten.       Letters  Written  from  Dictation. 
Agent  for  Hammond  Typewriter. 


FULL   LINE  OF   BAKER'S  CHOCOLATES  AND  BON-BONS. 


COAL.  WOOD. 

THE 

FRANK  E.  GLEASON, 

mansion  House, 

(■Successor  to  John  Cornell.) 

On  the  Hill,  near  Phillips  Academy. 

Carter's  Block,  Andover,  Mass, 

Open  the   year  round.  Enlarged 

and  Newly  Eurnished.  Terms 

S12.50  to  SIT. 50  a  week. 

COAL  DELIVERED  TO  THE  KOOM. 

S2.00  to  S3. 00 

per  day. 

STRAW.  HAY. 

E.  P.  HitcbcocK,  Prop. 

 IF  YOU 

DESIRE   

FIRE,  LIFE  OR  ACCIDENT  INSURANCE 

CALL  AT 

Rogers'  Real  Estate  Agency,  Musgrove  Building,  Main  St., 


ANDOVER,  MASS. 


HENRY  P.  NOYES, 

FurniturE, 

Andover,  Mass. 
EDWIN  C  PIKE. 

 DEALER  _I>T  

Stoves,  Levrops,  Oil,  Tin  evnd  Glass  Ware, 

PAINTS.  WOODEN  WARE,  CROCKERY.  ETC 

PARK   STREET,  -   -       -  ANDOVER,  MASS. 
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W.  H.  GILE  &c  CO. 

NOVELTIES  IN 

Grolf  and  Bicycle 

CLOTHING. 

HOSIERY    and  CAPS. 
226  ESSEX  STREET,  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 

Are  You  Insured? 

Is  your  house  insured?  Are  your  Furniture 
and  books  insured? 

J.  A.  SlWRflT,  BANK  BUIbDlflG,  AflDOVEfJ. 

Represents  Fire,  Life  and  Accident  Insu- 
rance.  Best  Companies.   Lowest  Rates. 


li.  Q.  TANNER, 

Qterer  * 


For  all  kinds  of  Society  Events. 
Everything  used  is  of  first-class  qual- 
ity, and  the  best  of  service  guaran- 
teed. Prompt  attention  and  personal 
supervision  given  to  all  contracts. 

24  Main  Si.,  Haverhill. 


TONY  B/150, 

FRESH  FRUIT  AND 


50  MAIN  ST.,  ANDOYER. 


BURNS  &  CROWLEY, 
Tailors  Furpi^bers. 


flQENTS  FOR 
SCRIPTURE'S  LAUNDRY. 


KNDOiZER, 
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1  Boston  &  Maine  Railroad.  1 

The  Greatest  Railroad  System  of  Hew  England. 


LOWEST  RATES  TO  ALL  POINTS. 

i  West,  Northwest  and  Southwest.  % 

||  FAST  TRAINS  WITH  THROUGH 

^  SLEEPING  CARS  BETWEEN 

.  .  .  BOSTONS 

p  AND 

||  Montreal,  Ottawa,  Toronto, 

Chicago,  St.  Paul  and  Minneapolis.  «S 

Only  one  Change  of  Cars  to  the  PACIFIC  COAST. 

D.  J.  FLANDERS, 

Gen'l  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agent. 


CURRRN  &  JOYCE, 

BALLARDVALE 

LITHIA  WATER, 

A  mm 

GINGER  ALE  AND  SODA. 

^POYNETTE 

/  2'Z  FRONT- HEIGHT  BACK2 


433,   435,   437   COMMON  ST., 
LAWRENCE,  MASS. 

Wholf  sale  and  Retail  Dealers  in 

GROCERIES  flUD 

PROVISION, 

Plain    and    Fancy  Bakers. 
Wood, Coal  and  Prepared  Wood, 
Hay,  Straw  and  Grain. 
Telephone  33-2. 

106  South  Broadway, 
LAWRENCE,      -  MASS. 
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MANSION  HOUSE 
LIVERY  AND  BOARDING  STABLE, 


IRA  B.  HILL,  Proprietor. 


Depot  carriage  meet  all  Boston  trains,  and  carries  passcgeis  to  the  station 
at  short  notice.    First-class  rigs  to  let,  with  or  without  a  driver.    P.  A. 
patronage  respectfully  solicted    and    satisfaction  guaranteed. 

Long  Distance  Telephone  connection  at  Mansion  House. 


IRbofces  &  /IDoulton's 

Up-to-Date  Laundry 

AND 

Geotleroeo's  ^boe  Parlors, 

5  Main  Street,      Andover,  Mass. 


ALLEN  HiNTON, 

FURNISHER  OF 

Hce  Cream  anfc  Sberbet 

Plain  Cream  ....  per  quart   50c 


Harlequin 

Fruit  Cream  .....  "   

Tutti-Fruitti   "   , 

Tutti-Fruitti  without"  

Cate-Pafe   "   

Bisque   "   

Lemon  Sherbet  ....  "   

Orange  and  Raspberry  Sherbets. 

Individual  Ices  per  dozen   

Individual  Creams  •'   


50c 
.  60c 
75c 
.  60c 
80c 
80c 
.  40c 
.  50c 
$2.00 
3  00 

Ice  Cream  furnished  at  $1  25   per  gallon  to 
parties  desiring  to  sell. 
Residence  South  Haiti  St.,  Andover. 
P.  O.  Box,  443 


AMERICAN  HAND  LAUNDRY. 

j£-  podges,  Ddianager 

Goods  called  for  and  delivered  in  any  part  of  the  town. 
Send  postal  card  and  we  will  call. 

SPECIAL  RATES  TO  STUDENTS. 
ALL  HAND  WORK.  NO.  6  MAIN  ST. 


BENJ.  BROWN, 

Sboes  for  Uracfc 
ano  jfootball. 


T.  J.  FARMER, 

FISH  OF  ALL  KIPS, 

Oysters,  Clams 
and  Lobsters... 

15  BARNARD'S  COURT,  ANDOVER. 


THOMAS  E.  RHODES, 

Ice  Cream,  Ice  Cream  Soda,  Cigars,  Confectionery,  Lunch  Room,  Etc. 


IVIoitiL  Street,  Andover. 

XIV 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


Mathematical 

Instruments, 

Artists' 

Materials. 

FOR  CRAYON  AND  CHARCOAL  DRAWING,    OIL  AND  WATER 
COLOR  PAINTING.    ARCHITECTS'  AND  ENGINEERS' 
SUPPLIES,  ETC.    PICTURE  FRAMING 
A~  SPECIALTY. 


FROST   &    ADAMS  CO., 
Importers,  37  Cornhill,     Boston,  Mass 


DISCOUNT   TO  STUDENTS. 


Sofa  Pillows,  Pin  Cushions,  Picture  Frames,  Banners, 

IN    ANDOVER    BLUE   AND  WHITE, 

L/\  FLEUR  -  DE  -  L.15,  5treet. 

Formerly  the  MISSES  BRADLEYS. 

W.  E.  STRATTON, 

 TEACHER  OF  

Banjo,  Guitar  and  Mandolin.   Instruments  for  Sale. 


MORRILL   HOUSE  ANNEX,  ANDOVER. 


(Seorge  2>.  flIMllett, 

—  FLORIST.  # 

Carnations  a  Specialty.   Ml  kinds  of  Flowers  at  Short 
Notice.   Palms  and  Ferns  constantly  on  hand. 
.   .    .    .   Decorations  .... 

P  0.  Box  10,    ndover.        Greenhouses,  Holt  District. 
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VAIPEY  BROTHERS, 

— DEALERS  IN — 

pats,  Vegetables, 

POULTRY,  ETC. 


Ho.  2  Main  St.,     Alitor,  Mass. 

G.  H.  Valpey.  E.  H.  Valpey 


J.  P.  WAKEFIELD. 


■DEALER  IN — 


Meats,  Vegetables, 

-BTC- 


MARKET  ON  MAIN  ST. 


DR.  B.  S.  STEPHENSON, 

J  27  Main  Street,  Andover, 

OCULIST  AND  AURIST 

OFFICE  HOURS,  12.30  to  5.30  P.  M.  Tues.  and  Thurs. 


FINEST  LINE  OF 

CUTLERY  IN  TOWN. 

ALSO 

Revolvers,  Cartridges, 
Loaded  Shells,  Skates, 
Polo  Sticks  and  Balls 

AT  THE 

AHDOYER  HARDWARE  STORE, 

H.  A\cLawlin,         /^ain  St. 


P.  A.  students  would  do  well  to  re- 
member that 

SMITH  &  MANNING 

can  fit  them  out  with 
WINTER  UNDERWEAR. 
Call  at  their  store  at  8  Essex  Street  and 
see  for  yourselves. 


DMLKB  IN 

picture:  FRAMES  &c  wall  paper, 

ALSO 

Pictures,  Stationery,  Artists'  Materials,  Sewing  Machines,  Fancy  Goods,  Choice  Con- 
fectionery, Toilet  Soap  and  Perfumery. 
TOWN  HALL  AVE,    AN  DOVER. 


In  a  hurry 


And  at  Now  York  prices,  e:*gly( 
©r  by  the  dozen,  nny  be  obtained ' 
tecond-hand  cr  new,  by  any  boy  c  r 
girl  in  the  remotest  hamtet,  or  any 
teacher  or  official  anywhere,  and 

Delivery  prepaid 

Brand  new,  complete  alphabetical 
catalogue,  free,  of  school  books  of  ail 
publishers,  if  you  mention  this  ad. 
BIRDS  &  TTOELE 
4  Cooper  Institute  lfew  York  City 


PARK  STREET  STABLES 

Livery,  Boarding  and  Sale. 
ANDOVER,  MASS. 


Tally-ho  Coach  and  Pleasure 
Barge  and  Latest  Styled  Ve- 
hicles for  Pleasure  Riding. 
A  Specialty  of  the  sale  of 
High  Grade  Driving  Horses 
from  the  Northern  States. 

II.  H.  HIGGIHS,  Proprietor. 
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Fall  RiVer  Jjirje. 

STUDENTS  GOING  TO 

New  York  by  way  Fall  River  Line 

can  secure  staterooms  in  advance  by 
application  to 

Arthur  B.  Williams,    e.  c.  a. 


PATENTS 


Quickly  secured.  OUR  FEE  DUE  WHEN  PATENT 
OBTAINED.  Send  model,  sketch  or  photo,  with 
description  for  free  report  as  to  patentability.  48-PAGE 
HAND-BOOK  FREE.  Contains  references  and  full 
information.  WRITE  FOR  COPY  OF  OUR  SPECIAL 
OFFER.  It  is  the  most  liberal  proposition  ever  made  by 
a  patent  attorney,  and  EVERY  INVENTCR  SHOULD 
READ  IT  before  applying   for  patent.   Address : 

H.B.WILLSON&CO. 

PATENT  LAWYERS, 
LeDroltBldg.,  WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


Biin  &  in  Railroad. 


FINEST  ROAD-BED  ON  THE 

CONTINENT. 
ONLY    FJRST-CLASS  THROUGH 
CAR  ROUTE 

TO  THE  WEST. 


Through  trains  leave  Boston  : 
8.30  a.  m.,  except  Sundays. 
10.30  a.  m.,  daily. 
2.00  p.  m.,  daily. 
3.00  p.  m.,  except  Sundays. 
7.15  p.  m.,  daily. 
11.00  p.  m.,  except  Sundays. 


SPRINGFIELD  LINE 

— FOR— 

New  York,  New  Haven 
and  Hartford. 

Leave  Boston  :  19.00  a.  m., 
fi2.oom.,  J4-oop.  m.  and  $11.00 
p.  m.  Train  leaving  at  12.00  m. 
is  the  famous  "Mid-day  limited." 
No  excess  fare  is  charged. 

fExcept  Sunday.    J  Daily. 

Drawing  room  cars  on  all  day 
trains,  and  sleeping  cars  on  all 
night  train. 


For  tickets,  time  tables,  or  information  of  any  kind  call  on  nearest 
ticket  agent,  or  address  A.  S.  HANSON,  G.  P.  A.,  Boston,  Mass. 


ItOUlS  ALEXANDER, 


FORMERLY  OF 


Fifth  Avenue,  New  York 

Tnnpoi-tei-  and  TaTTON 


©5  (^ntral  ©t,  < 

&  IsoWell,  luass. 

TRUNKS 

Tbc 

and  RAOR 

Co.  ] 

TRUNKS  JI1HDE  and  REPAIRED. 

® 

P.  F.  DEYIjlE, 

HATTERS,  j 

TRUNK  MANUFACTURER, 

OUTFITTERS. 

410  Essex  St., 

LAWRENCE. 

70-72  Middlesex  St., 

158   BOYLSTON  ST., 

LOWELL. 

BOSTON. 

ANDREW  J.  LLOYD  &  CO., 

^rescriptioD  0p^c^i)S, 

And  Dealers  in  photographic  Supplies 

Main  Store,  323-325  Washington  Street,  (opp.  Old  Sonth  Chnrch,) 
Branch,  454  Boylston  Street,  eor.  Berkeley  Street, 

 DHOTAM  ;  
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a nd  Dental  c<  es, 

u    e  I 

[  vouid  recommend  to  students  for  read- 
tudy  The  Literary  Digest  as  one  of 
on  for  the  < 
.amies  and  civ 

1 os  e  g f o  r c 

Uions  for 

il  service  this  periodical  is  invaluable.  In- 


THE  LITERARY  DIGEST  Sft!5 

This  is  the.  ideal  periodical  for  the  college  man.  With  the  least 
possible  expenditure  of  time  and  money  it  keeps  him  in  touch  with 
all  the  important  topics  of  interest  the  world  over.  On  the  great 
issues  of  politics  and  of  state  it  presents  comprehensive  and  author- 
itative opinions  selected  and  digested  from  representative  men  an<J' 
periodicals  on  all  side**  of  the  questions  involved,  its  field  is  as  broad 
as  the  world,  and  it  pleasantly  satisfies  the  college  man's  thirst  for 
the  latest  reliable  info  mation  on  all  great  events,  discussions,  in- 
ventions and  discoveries,  political,  scientific,  educational,  literary, 
artistic,  social  and  religious.  *    "  ^.\r  '  V;'--  *if 

For  the  Debater,  Writer,  or  Thinker  it  is  Indispensable 

The  Li Ta ray  Digest  selects,  translates,  diges's,  or  reprints  the 
most  valuable  literature  of  nearly  1,000  periodicals  of  all  nationali- 
ties, vvpresenting  every  six  months  the  writings  of  500  authors  and 
writers.  Following  are  regular  weekly  Departments  r . "  <i'v^./ 
T  *  t  IUa  R«u  Including  information  and  discussion  from  the 
I  OplGS  01  IslB  U3j  world's  best  periodicals  on  both  sides  of  im- 
portant topics  of  current  interest  in  Politics,  Internationa?  Life,  Fi- 
nance, Business,  Industry,  Economics,  Sociology, Science,  Religion, 

Letters  and  Art'£f*m«S?;  1  Science  and  invention™? £ 

interest;  literary  criticisms  aud  velopments   of    importance  in 

discussions  5  information  about  chemistry,  physiology,  hygiene, 

prominent  authors;  the  higher  surgery,    mechanics,  botany, 

drama;— all  selected   from  the  electricity,    invention,   are  se- 

best  sources,  lecied  and  presented  under  this 


mation  on  important  topic  £    Foreign  Topics 


Readers 


iions,  discoveries  contro-  j  gest  keep  ii 
versies,  etc.;,  in  the  Reiigiotis  the  important  events,  agiti 
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r.owed  and  presented  by  Th%t  Lands,  throughvihe  article 

Special 
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on  all  lines  of  current  interest  can  afford-to  be  without  The  Lit- 
ST." —  Ka  nsas  City  Tim es .  " , 
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The  Largest  Stockof  Drafting  instru- 
ments. Supplies  and  Artists' 
Materials  to  be  found  in 
New  England. 


Wadsworth,  Howland  &  Co. 


(incorporated) 
82  and  84  Washington  St.,  Boston. 

Send  for  Catalogue. 


GOkF  GOODS. 

SPORTSMEN'S 
OUTFITS. 

k  Golf  Clubs 

^      ol  the  noted  makers, 
Fergie,  Hutchison, 
Auchterionie, 
9.""''  Crosswaite 

and  others. 

Henley  &  Melfort  Balls, 
Caddy  Bags,  Etc. 

FINE  GUNS. 
Scott,  Westley,  Richards  ,  Greener,  Colt, 
Parker,  &c. 

FINE  RODS  AND  FISHING  TACKLE. 

i'ACHT  GUNS.  CAMP  OUTFITS.  RUBBER 
BLANKETS  TENTS.  TOURISTS' 
KNAPSACKS  &c 

New    Mail    Bicycles,     1899  Models. 

Men's,  Ladies',  Juveniles',  Hanover, 
Men's  and    Ladies'    Best  Medium  Priced 
Wheels,  $25,  $30,  $50. 
A  lew  second  hand  wheels. 


WM.  READ  &  SONS, 

107  Washington  St..       Boston,  Mass. 

Established  1826 


Something  New  in  Pipes  / 


Leading  Colleges. 
THIS  PIPE  IS  MADE  IN   FIVE  SIZES. 


SK  TO  SEE  THE  CONCAVE  BOWL. 


F  ABRAHAM  &  SON,  Boston, 


MANUFACTURERS. 
I 
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Phillips  Academy, 


ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Cecil  F.  P.  Bancroft,  Ph,  D.,  LLD,  Principal. 


THE  Academy  prepares  large  classes  of  young  men  for  the  Colleges,  the 
scientific  schools  and  in  some  cases  for  the  professional  schools.  One 

hundred  and  thirty  candidates  went  to  college  last  year. 

The  faculty  consists  of  twenty  professors  and  instructors. 

The  pupils  last  year  numbered  over  four  hundred,  less  than  one-half 

of  whom  were  from  New  England,  and  the  others  from  more  distant 

places. 

The  current  year  begins  Sept  14,  1898,  with  vacations  at  Christmas 
and  Easter. 

The  expenses  vary  from  $250.00  to  $500.00  a  year,  according  to 
the  accommodations  selected. 

The  income  of  benevolent  funds  and  scholarship  endowments 
amount  to  fiVe  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

The  present  needs  of  the  Academy  are  funds  for  teaching  and  for 
building,  and  for  various  current  uses.  For  further  information,  and 
for  copies  of  the  annual  catalogue,  address  Principal  Bancroft. 

jVIRS.  C.  A.  SHATTUCK, 

54  MAIN  ST.,  ANDOVER. 

Orders  taken  for  High  Grade  Roses,  Violets  and  Carnations 

A  Specialty. 

G.  W.  CHANDLER. 

—DEALER  IN— 

COAL   AND  WOOD. 

Teaming   acd   Jobbing"  at   Short  Notice. 

Orders  left  and  bills  payable  at  store  of  O.  P.  Chase. 


UNION  TEACHERS'  AGENCIES  OF  AMERICA, 
D.  BASS,  D.  D.,  Manager 


TEACHERS  WANTED. 

Pittsburg,  Toronto,  New  Orleans.  New  York,  Washing-ton,  San  Krancisco.  Chicago,  St.  Louis 
and  Denver.  There  are  thousands  of  positions  to  be  filled.  V\  e  had  over  8' 0<t  vacancies  dur- 
ing the  past  season.  1  eachers  needed  now  to  contract  for  next  year.  Unqualified  facilities 
for  placing  teachers  in  every  part  of  the  U.  S  and  Canada.  Principals.  Superintendents, 
Assistants,  Grade  Teachers,  Public,  Private,  Art,  Music,  Band  Leaders,  etc.,  wanted. 

Address  all  applications  to  Washington,  D.  C  ,  or  Pittsburg,  Pa. 


THE  PARI?   EXPOSITION  TOURIST  COMPANY. 

HIGH  CLASS  EXCURSIONS  under  Superior  Conductorship.  "Vacation  Party"  for 
Preachers  and  Teachers  arranged  for  June,  Jul  and  August,  1900.  Select  Parties.  First- 
dass  Travel.    Best  Hotels.    In  order  to  secure  cheap  rates  in  advance,  write  immediatey  to 

PARIS  EXPOSITION  TOURIST  CO.,  Pittsburg,  Pa 
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Notice  Students'  Discount 

RIMLESS  GLASSES. 


25  per  cent  Discount 
to  Students. 

Co-operative   list.     Oculists'  orders  filled. 
Factory   on    premises.    Mail  orders  a 
specialty.    Catalogues  mailed  on 
application. 

C.  E.  DAVIS  &  CO. 

Manufacturing  and 

Prescription  Opticians. 
2  Park  Square,         -  BOSTON. 


Albert  E.  Hulme, 

D,  M.  D, 


F  .  P.  HIGGINS, 
BAKERY, 

Confectionery,  Cigars,  Tobacco,  etc. 

LUNCH  ROOM. 

MUSGROVE  BUILDING, 
ELM  SQUARE. 
A  Full  Line  of  Kennedy's  Biscuits. 
ANDOVER,  MASS. 


Edoiard  G.  Gonroy, 

A.  M.,  M.  D. 


Office  and  Residence, 

36  MAIN  STREET. 


Office  Hours, 
Until  10  A.  M.,  2  'till  4  P.  M. 
7  to  9  P.  M. 


Dr.  John  P.  Torrey, 

Physician  and 
Surgeon  .  .  . 

14.  Essex  St. 

OFFICE  HOURS: 
Until  10;  3  to  5  P.  M.   After  7  P.  M. 

P.  A.  '92. 

QEO.  PIDDINQTON, 

florist 

T3  School 
Street. 

Fancy  Roses,  Carnations,  Yiolets 
and  all  kinds  of  seasonable  flowers. 
All  kinds  of  Decorations  


GEO.  P.  RHYMOND, 
COSTUME   *  PABLOBS, 

17  Boylston  Place,  Near  Old  Public  Library,  Boston,  Mass. 

TELEPHONE  TREMONT  1314. 
Costumes  for  Masquerades,  O.'d  Folks'  Concerts,  Private  Theatricals,  Tableaux,  Etc. 


FRED  D.  LANE. 
PRIVATE   *  CATERER* 

Special  facilities  for  Weddings 
and  all  kinds  of  Private  House  Catering. 

l08Rcj,nonoOrd'  St.  LAWRENCE,  MASS 
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Any  number  of  languages  can  be  written  on  the  same  machine,  separate 
type  shuttles  costing  only  $2.50.  Machines  $100.00  and  $80.00,  with  three 
sets  of  type.    Work  in  sight,  automatic  stroke,  any  widih  of  paper. 


MACHINES  ON  TRIAL, 


SOLD  AND  TO  RENT, 


The  fJanjiDond  Typewriter  Con)paoi| 

300  Washington  St.,  Boston. 

FOR  SALE.  PIANOS  TO  RENT 


Violios,  Banjos,  Guitars,  Strings,  etc.,  etc. 


DYER  <&  CO  , 


337  ESSEX  STREET, 
LAWRENCE. 


O.  CHAPMAN, 

,  ,  .  DINING  ROOMS,  .  .  . 

Tobacco,  Cigars,  Soft  Drinks. 
MAIN  STREET. 
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Cannon  of  Cannon's  Commercial  College. 

LAWRENCE,  MASS. 

EXECUTES  HW  PES  rtOKK  OF  ALL  KIMS. 
Hand  written  invitations  and  cards  equal  to  steel  engravings  a  specialty. 

Orders  left  with  (J.  R.  lann«n  of  class  1901.  52  Salem  St.,  Andovor,or  at  the  college, 
will  receive  prompt  attention. 

Established  1893.  ALFRED  P.  WEIGEL,  Prop. 

Gem  Restaurant. 

398  ESSEX  ST.,  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


T.  A.  HOLT  &  CO., 


DRY  GOODS  &  GROCERIES. 

Hnbover  anb  flo.  Hnbover. 

FRATERNITY  %^^jf  PRIZE 

BADGES,       i0^&t  MEDALS, 

CLASS  PINS,  ^M^^m  SOCIETY 

RINGS,          ^^^g  JEWELS, 

Etc.,  Etc. 

FROM  ORIGINAL  AND  EXCLUSIVE  DESIGNS 


MADE  BY- 


HENRY  C.  HASKELL, 


1 1  JOHN  STREET,  NEW  YORK. 

CORRESPONDENCE  INVITED. 
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N.J.  BARTLETT  &  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  and  IMPORTERS, 

No.  28  CORNHILL,  -  BOSTON. 

Libraries,  and  Small  Quantities  of  Books,  Purchased. 

THE  BEST  PLACE  TO  BUY 


Men's  and  Children's 
Furnishing  Goods 

IN  HAVERHILL,  IS  AT 


W.  R  Floyd  &  Go's. 

"HONEY  SAVING  STORE." 

THE  ANDOVER  BOOKSTORE. 

Supply  Depot  for  all  Academy  Text  Books  and  School  Supplies.  Stationery 
in  all  grades,  plain  and  engraved,  special  P.  A.  papers.  See 
our  Andover  Fountain  Pen.    Price  reduced 
to  $1.50.    Weekly  and  Monthly 
Periodicals. 


George  A.  Higgirjs  €r  Co.,     A\air?  5t.,  Andover, 


C.  E.  WINGATE, 


Cut  Flowers  and  Deskfos, 

Wholesale  and  Retail. 

t)EeO*RATO*R. 

182  ESSEX  STREET.  Telephone. 


T.  t 


MOSELEY   &  CO., 

469  WASHINGTON  ST., 
BOSTON. 


Styles  of  BOOTS  and  SHOES 

Young  Men 
Reasonable  prices  from  $3.50  to  $7.50. 
Discount  to  An<Iover  5tu<ter)t?. 
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ESTABLISHED  1818. 


BROOKS  BROTHERS, 


Broadway,  cor.  22d  Street,  New  York  City. 


SOME  MID-WINTER  GARMENTS  FOR 
INDOORS  AND  OUT. 

Dress  Suits   and  Tuxedos. 
White  Dress  Vests,  Gloves  and  Ties. 
Overcoats — -rough  or  smooth. 


Heavy  rough  and  Scotch  Tweed  Ulsters. 
Wool-lined  Golf  Coats. 
All  Clothing  for  Winter  sports. 


Inverness  Capes. 


Celebrated 
HATS  .  . 


LATEST  DESIGNS 


AND 


COLORS  of  the  SEASON. 


Collins  & 
jfairbanfcs  Co. 


BOSTON. 
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TLbe  fl>bilUps  Hnbover  /Ifeirror, 

Vol-  VIIL  FEBRUARY,  1898*  No.  4. 


Gbe  Jfall  of  ifBlacfcmore, 

"OTUMPSEY"  Wintrode  and  "Colonel"  Ross 

^had  grave  fears  about  Bill  Blackmore's  standing 
in  the  "Andover  Anti-petticoat  Association ,"  and  had 
taken  him  severely  to  task  for  back-sliding.  Attend- 
ing one  November  Club  assembly  and  making  two 
calls  in  one  week  was  suspicious.  This  evening  com- 
pleted the  evidence  :  Bill  was  discovered  red-handed 
in  the  act  of  putting  on  his  dress  suit  for  the  fourth 
time  ii>  eight  days. 

"See  here,  Bill,  "  began  Stumpsey,  "you're  a  dis- 
grace to  Andover.  This  social  butterfly  game  is  not 
only  degrading  to  you,  but  the  Colonel  here  and  my- 
self— God-fearing  Christian  gentlemen — are  pointed 
out  as  friends  of  yours.  Why  I've  talked  to  you  with 
tears  in  my  eyes  as  big  as  fish-balls,  trying  to  lead  you 
back  to  the  path  of  righteousness.  It's  all  your  own 
fault.    Who  is  she,  anyway  ?  " 

"Well,  I  think  you  fellows  would  leave  home  for 
her,"  drawled  Bill. 

"Perhaps, — if  she  was  at  home,"  Ross  growled  as 
the  accused  went  out.  "That  boy  would  make  a 
theologue  swear." 

Blackmore  himself  could  not  have  told  why  he 
went  to  that  November  Club  assembly,  the  week  be- 
fore; probably  because  he  did  not  have  permission. 
When  the  girl  with  the  blue  eyes  told  him  how  clever 
she  thought  his  drawings  and  verses  in  the  last  Pot 
Pourri  were,  he  could  not  tell  if  that  was  what  made 
him  battle  so  heroically  for  refreshments  in  the  sup- 
per room  ;  perhaps  it  was  the  blue  eyes.  When  the 
last  waltz  had  been  danced,  the  owner  of  the  eyes 
told  Mr.  Blackmore  that  he  "really  must  drop  over 
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some  day."  Mr.  Blackmore  was  just  as  charmed  as 
he  said  he  should  be,  and,  as  he  walked  up  the  steep 
hill  on  Main  Street,  he  thought  he  would  call  some 
time.  Not  that  he  really  cared,  of  course,  but  a  fel- 
low should  see  something  of  people  after  all  —  just 
enough  to  keep  him  in  the  habit  of  taking  off  his  hat 
when  visiting.  Then  again,  Bill  had  promised  some- 
one some  original  sketches  and  verses,  and  he  must 
call  with  those ;  you  never  can  trust  these  country 
mails.  By  this  time  he  had  reached  Morton  Street, 
and  stealing  quietly  around  to  the  rear  of  a  certain 
boarding  house,  stealthily  climbed  the  grape  arbour 
to  his  room. 

This  was  one  of  the  nights  that  Blackmore  did  not 
dream  of  football. 

His  next  rashness  was  a  comparative  success :  he 
did  not  use  profane  language,  and  managed  not  to 
upset  anything.  He  presented  his  sketches  and 
verses  gracefully,  and  sipped  a  cup  of  tea  without 
making  very  many  bad  faces.  The  blue  eyes  looked 
no  sleepier  when  he  left  than  when  he  came,  which 
gave  him  strength  to  promise  to  come  again. 

Now  Andover  social  laws  bind  a  man  to  call  at 
least  within  two  years ;  Bill  Blackmore  called  in  two 
days.  This  second  time  went  even  better  than  the 
first  and  he  actually  talked  a  little. 

When  at  last  he  arose  to  go,  she  said,  "Oh,  Mr. 
Blackmore,  did  you  forget  my  drawings?  You  have 
no  idea  how  I  enjoyed  the  others." 

"Why — er — well  I  did  bring  over  a  verse,  but  I — 
er — really  am  afraid  " 

"But  I  insist  on  having  it,  even  if  it  says  you  donH 
like  me." 

"Really,  you  might  never  speak  to  me  again,' 
pleaded  Bill. 

"I  promise  you  no  such  luck." 

"Well,  here  it  is,  but  don't  read  it  until  I've  gone. 
Good  night." 

"Good  night,"  she  said,  smiling  as  she  held  the 
door  while  he  hurried  out  into  the  darkness. 
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Five  minutes  later  a  pair  of  laughing  blue  eyes 
read  these  lines  subscribed  to  a  dainty  water  colour 
of  another  pair  of  blue  eyes : 

"Out  of  sight,  out  of  mind," 
This  saying  is  quite  right, 
I  am  out  of  mind,  I  find, 
When  you  are  out  of  sight. 
Next  day  Bill  Blackmore  found  a  little  note  upon 
his  desk.    He  had  never  seen  the  writing  before,  but 
had  fond  hopes  as  he  opened  the  following  : 
My  dear  Mr.  Blackmore, 

I  thought  your  verse  and  painting  were 
simply  delicious.  I  shall  be  at  home 
to-morrow  evening,  and — well  really, 
there  is  no  reason  for  you  to  be  "out  of 
mind"  unless  you  so  wish  it. 

Believe  me  most  sincerely, 

He  never  dreams  of  football  now. 

Robert  Rudd  Whitings  P.  A.  '95. 

When  in  my  room  I  sit  and  think, 
My  mind  can  measure  link  by  link, 
The  chain  of  logic  reasonable, 
Enhanced  by  thoughts  most  seasonable. 

But  when  in  school  I'm  asked  to  see 
What  preposition  governs  me, 
Or  for  equations  give  the  rule, 
You'd  never  know  I'm  not  a  fool. 

Alan  Fox. 

flDorW&ness. 

TN  his  "Degeneration,"  interrogatively  rather  than 
indicatively  a  great  book,  Dr.  Max  Nordau  has 
questioned  into  being  a  brother  to  Evolution ;  a  Mr. 
Hyde  to  Darwin's  Dr.  Jekyll.  Considering  the  two 
theories  merely  in  their  application  to  man,  that  of 

105 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


degeneration  having  been  given,  I  believe,  to  be 
a  prerogative  of  the  genus  homo,  are  they  not 
based  upon  identical  facts?  are  they  not  two  in- 
imical explanatory  souls  occupying  one  body  of 
phenomena?  The  same  growings,  the  same  progres- 
sions (i.  e.,  complicating  of  the  three  fundamental 
functions  of  live  matter  :  eating,  moving,  propagating 
and  the  accompanying  changes  in  bodily  structure ; 
the  enlarging  capacity  for  pain  and  pleasure  ;  and  the 
constantly  increasing  differences  between  individuals 
of  the  same  genus)  that,  according  to  Darwin  (and 
to  Nordau,  too,  I  judge),  distinguish  between  the 
primal  protoplasm  and  the  oyster,  the  oyster  and  the 
monkey,  the  monkey  and  man,  differentiate  also 
normal  man  from  the  degenerate  of  Nordau.  Dr. 
Jekyll-Darwin-Evolution,  having  taken  a  strong  dose 
of  the  strange  drug,  pessimism,  astonishes  the  world 
as  Mr.  Hyde-Nordau-Degeneration. 

Dr.  Nordau  exposes  his  line-drawing  difficulty 
when  he  names  degenerates  categorically  as  higher 
and  lower.  Metaphysically,  a  difference  in  quantity 
does  not  constitute  a  difference  in  kind.  He  found 
that  there  were  men  whom  he  could  not  consign  on  a 
diet  of  fragmentory  criticism  to  the  dungeon  cells  of 
insanity,  whom  he  was  forced  to  acknowledge  as  of 
humanity's  vanguard,  possessing  some  characteristics 
essentially  those  of  his  lowest  degenerates.  Casting 
a  sop  in  the  shape  to  this  term  higher  to  his  reasoning 
Cerberus,  he  was  not  dismayed  to  find  these  good 
people  in  his  private  asylum  but  went  on  his  way  re- 
joicing, in  search  of  lower  degenerates.  Had  he  but 
continued  with  the  * 'higher"  classification  he  would 
not  have  found  a  two-legged  animal  outside  of  a 
poultry  yard  which  he  could  not  have  smitten  with  the 
smelling-out  wand  of  Degeneration.  Humanity  is 
the  hospital  department  of  the  universe.  Every 
characteristic  essentially  human  is  a  morbidness  of 
the  animal  underneath.  Civilization  is  savagery 
diseased.    Civilized  man,  be  he  ancient  or  modern, 
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Greek  or  Parisian,  with  his  arts  resultant  of  mor- 
bidly excitable  senses,  and  his  sciences  resultant  of 
morbidly  active  intellect,  is  as  morbid  and  monstrous 
a  creature  as  a  two-headed  calf  (if  one  chooses  to 
disagree  with  the  powers  that  be  to  the  extent  of 
applying  such  adjectives  to  calf  or  man),  and  for  the 
same  reasons,  i.  e.,  he  differs  in  some  particulars 
from  beings  he  resembles  in  others ;  and  the  differing 
is  attended  by  compensating  results  we  call  in  com- 
mon parlance  disastrous.  An  angel,  mythical 
zoologically,  but  gloriously  true  as  indicative  of 
man's  instinctive  perception  of  tendencies,  an  in- 
stance, one  might  say,  of  theological  woodcraft,  is  a 
beast  as  asexual  as  a  hydra,  without  the  latter's 
powers  of  digestion. 

Had  Dr.  Nordau,  deploring  our  fm-de-siecle  con- 
ditions, and  heroically  setting  himself  to  catalogue 
the  manias  of  those  with  whom  he  did  not  agree, 
advised  a  return,  traps  and  baggage,  into  monkey- 
dom,  he  had  been  more  logical.  From  that  portion  of 
the  animal  kingdom  there  are  no  two  roads,  be  man's 
advances  thence  evolution  or  degeneration,  for  good 
or  ill.  Individually  these  things  may  be  neither  pessi- 
mistically nor  optimistically,  hopefully  nor  despair- 
ingly, but,  perhaps  one  should  say,  inasmuch  as  one 
believed  that  they  are  not  ill,  one  believes  things  are 
well.  The  word  morbid ',  as  the  word  evil,  necessary 
perhaps  in  man's  reasoning,  useful  certainly,  has  but 
an  algebraic  meaning,  no  positive  signification. 

Jean  Ross  Irvine. 

Gbe  2>oe. 

A  buck  stood  still  in  a  rippling  brook, 
The  sun  shone  aslant  through  the  trees ; 

A  slender  doe  was  caressing  his  neck, 
As  soft  as  the  morning  breeze. 

*    *  * 

The  birds  were  singing  from  the  boughs  above, 
And  everything  was  still ; 
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The  doe  sprang  up  the  green  turfed  bank 
And  over  the  wooded  hill. 

*    *  * 

Something  then  startled  the  tall  young  buck, 

And  he  raised  his  beautiful  head ; 
But  ere  his  feet  could  bear  him  away 

The  death-bearing  steel  laid  him  dead. 

H.  Robertson ,  'pp. 

3immte, 

It  was  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  on  the  day  be- 
fore Christmas. 

"  Hy-ee  !  World  or  Journal !  Here  yer  go  !"  yelled 
Jimmie. 

The  wind  that  came  around  the  corner  of  Saint 
Peter's  church  hurled  the  words  down  the  street  and 
mingled  them  with  the  voices  of  a  hundred  other 
newsboys,  the  roar  of  wagons^  and  the  clanging  of 
gongs. 

Jimmie  could  hear  the  organ  playing  in  Saint 
Peter's.  They  were  holding  a  charity  concert  in  there, 
at  least,  it  said  so  on  a  big  poster  tacked  up  on  the 
door.  Jimmie  was  waiting  for  the  people  to  come 
out.  Being  temporarily  filled  with  sentiment,  many 
of  them  would  buy  papers  which  they  did  not  want, 
just  to  help  a  little  shivering  boy. 

"  Hy-e-e-e  !  World  or  Journal !  All  about  de  great 
fight.    Here  yer  go  !  " 

"  Here  boy,  hurry  up  !  Give  me  a  paper.  That's 
five  cents.  Never  mind  the  change."  The  gentle- 
man who  said  this  shuffled  the  paper  into  his  pocket, 
jammed  his  silk  hat  tighter  on  his  head  and  went 
away. 

u  Hy-e-e-e  !    World  or  Journal !    Here  yer  go  !" 

The  crowd  that  came  from  Saint  Peter's  began  to 
thin.    The  carriages  that  had  been  drawn  against  the 
curb  rolled  away. 
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Jimmie's  voice  rose  above  the  roar  of  traffic  in  the 
street:  "Hy-e-e-e !  World  or  Journal !  Here  yer 
go  !    World  or  " 

"Aren't  you  cold,  little  boy?"  It  was  a  young 
lady  who  spoke. 

Jimmie  was  taken  by  surprise.  It  was  no  business 
of  her's  whether  he  was  cold  or  not,  he  thought.  So 
he  only  answered  :  "Hey?" 

"I  say,  aren't  you  cold?  Haven't  you  any  mit- 
tens?" 

"  Now  !  What'd  I  do  wid  mittens?  Take  me  fer 
a  goil,  do  yer?  Say,  Missie,  dis  is  me  last  paper. 
Want  it?" 

"  Yes.  Wait  a  minute.  I  want  to  talk  to  you. 
You  needn't  be  so  cross,  though.  Where  do  you 
live?" 

"  Down  to  Market  street — down  by  de  wharf.  Say, 
Missie,  youse  aint  one  er  dem  missionary-women,  be 
yer?  'Cause  if  yer  are,  yer  don't  wanter  go  down 
dere.  Me  uncle  said  he's  goin'  ter  soak  de  nex'  one 
dat  shows  up." 

"  No  ;  I'm  not  a  ■  missionary-woman,'  and  if  your 
uncle  'soaks'  people,  I  shan't  go  near  him.  But  you 
need  mittens,  and  you  need  more  clothes  to  keep  you 
warm.  Come  home  with  me  and  get  some  supper 
and  we'll  talk  it  over.    Will  you  come?  " 

"  By  Gee,  Missie  !  youse  a  peach.  But  I  tink  yer 
guyin'.  Say,  I  don't  need  ter  have  yer  give  me 
clo'se.  Look  'ere."  Jimmie  produced  a  small  hand- 
ful of  pennies,  nickles  and  dimes. 

The  young  lady  laughed.  "You're  rich,  aren't 
you?  Well  never  mind  the  clothes.  We  can 
talk  about  that  later.  I'll  invite  you  to  supper  any- 
way.   Come  on." 

The  home  to  which  the  sweet  young  lady  took  him 
was  a  wonderful  place  to  Jimmie.  Open  fires  burning 
in  every  room  into  which  he  went ;  carpets  so  thick 
that  when  he  walked  over  them  his  feet  made  no 
sound.  Shaded  gas  lamps  shed  a  soft,  rosy  light 
over  everything. 
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On  the  dining-room  table,  the  knives  and  forks 
were  glistening,  heavy.  The  table-cloth  was  snowy 
white.  And  the  food  —  oh !  Jimmie  never  had 
dreamed  of  such  food  before. 

There  was  a  middle-aged  lady  there,  and  a  young 
man.  The  latter  took  a  great  deal  of  interest  in  the 
paper-selling  business  and  in  Jimmie's  affairs  gener- 
ally and  called  him  "old  man."  The  middle-aged 
lady  seemed  afraid  that  Jimmie  wouldn't  eat  enough. 

After  supper,  Jimmie  sat  in  the  front  parlor,  in  a 
great  deep  chair,  looking  at  pictures. 

"Don't  you  want  to  go  to  the  Christmas-tree  with 
us  tonight?  "  asked  the  young  girl.  "  Did  you  ever 
go  to  a  Christmas-tree  ?  " 

"  Naw,  but  I  knows  what  dey  is.  Say,  Missie,  is 
dat  Christmas-tree  goin'  ter  be  up  ter  de  big  church 
where  you  was  tonight?  " 

"Yes." 

"  Den  I'll  go.  Will  dey  play  on  de  organ  an'  sing 
ternight,  Missie?  Me  little  sister  went  ter  a  Christ- 
mas-tree once,  an'  she  uster  tell  me  about  de  music 
an'  de  lights  an'  de  people  on  de  stage.  Nellie's  dead 
now.  She  was  sick  most  er  de  time,  an'  she  had  ter 
work  mighty  hard.  She  uster  tell  me  erbout  a  place 
they  calls  Heaven.  One  er  dem  missionary-women 
tole  her  erbout  it.  Gee  !  Dese  lights  is  bright.  Dey 
makes  me  eyes  water.  Say,  Missie,  you  tink  dey  is 
any  such  place  as  Heaven?  " 

The  young  lady  told  him  about  Heaven  and 
the  bright  people  who  inhabit  it ;  also  she  told  him 
that,  under  certain  conditions,  he  might  some  day 
join  his  little  sister  there. 

The  middle-aged  lady  brought  a  suit  of  gray 
clothes.  Jimmie  was  rather  indignant  at  this,  but  he 
looked  them  over.  They  were  nearly  new  and  about 
his  size.  So  he  retired  and  soon  reappeared,  washed 
and  in  his  new  suit — looking  like  a  new  boy. 

And  then  suddenly  Jimmie  was  amazed  to  see  the 
middle-aged  lady  turn  away,  her  eyes  filled  with 

no 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


tears.  He  heard  her  say  :  "I  could  almost  think  that 
was  him  standing  there." 

*  *  *         *  *         *         *  * 

The  music  in  Saint  Peter's  seemed  to  fill  the  whole 
church.  It  seemed  to  come  from  above,  from 
below.  Far  up  among  the  rafters  in  the  dome, 
hundreds  of  little  electric  lights  glimmered.  They 
seemed  like  stars  to  Jimmie  from  the  pew  where  he 
sat  with  the  sweet  young  lady,  her  mother  and  the 
young  man. 

Pretty  girls  in  white  dresses  under  a  huge  tree, 
brilliant  with  candles,  covered  with  shining,  costly 
presents,  the  grand  people  in  the  seats  around  him, 
the  music  of  the  great  organ — now  mellow  and  low 
and  sweet,  now  rising  and  swelling  in  a  glad,  loud 
harmony — made  a  lasting  impression  on  Jimmie's 
mind. 

And  when  they  distributed  the  presents,  Jimmie's 
name  was  called  three  times,  and  Jimmie,  in  his  eager- 
ness, nearly  jumped  over  the  pew  in  front.  He  re- 
ceived a  book,  a  pair  of  mittens  and  a  candy-bag. 

*  *  *  ***** 

Except  for  two  or  three  silent,  hopeless  figures 
standing  on  the  side-walk  in  front  of  Kennedy's  sa- 
loon, which  was  closed  for  the  night,  Market  street 
was  deserted.  Jimmie  ran  along  the  street  and  en- 
tered the  door  of  a  tall  tenement  house,  just  before 
he  reached  the  dim  forms. 

Presently,  in  the  darkness  of  a  back  room,  away 
up  in  the  fifth  story,  the  voice  of  a  man  said,  with  an 
oath,  "Where  you  been?" 

"Knockin'  round,  up-town,"  said  Jimmie, 

"Well  shut  up  an'  git  ter  bed,  damn  you  !  You'll 
git  it 'in  the  mornin'." 

Jimmie  lay  awake  for  some  time,  thinking.  Grad- 
ually he  fell  asleep. 

»***  **** 

Jimmie  was  in  a  great  white  place.  Everywhere 
were  white  pillars  of  marble,  holding  up  a  round,  dark 
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sky  filled  with  huge  stars.  Many  people  were  there 
— beautiful  white  creatures — girls  in  white  dresses, 
some  with  golden  hair,  hanging  gracefully  about 
their  shoulders.  Rich  music  came  from  somewhere 
— from  up  where  the  stars  were,  probably. 

A  white  creature  came  to  Jimmie.  "Aren't  you 
cold  little  boy  ?    You  need  mittens  and  you  need — " 

'•Aw!  what  yer  givin'  us?"  interrupted  Jimmie. 
"Say,  youse  seen  anyting  er  Nellie,  knockin'  round 
dis  joint?" 

"Nellie?  O,  yes,  here  she  comes  now.  Isn't  she 
fat  and  rosy?  She  has  plenty  to  eat  now." 

"Hello,  Nellie  !  say  !  dis  is  a  swell  place,  ain't  it? 
Who's  dat  guy  dere? — dat  big  cuss  wid  the  little 
wings." 

"That's  a  angel  Jimmie,"  replied  Nellie,  giving 
him  a  monstrous  hug.    "Ain't  'e  pretty?" 

"He's  a  peach.  By  de  humpin'  Moses,  Nellie! 
Git  onter  dat  cop  over  dere  !  He's  got  wings  !  No 
wonder  de  people  up  here  in  Heaven  has  ter  keep 
straight.    I  ain't  goin'  ter  stay." 

The  music  had  in  it  a  suggestion  of  green  valleys 
and  great  blue  rolling  hills  and  cool  waving  meadow- 
grass. 

It  wasn't  Nellie  after  all  that  he  was  talking  to, 
but  the  sweet  young  lady.  "Hello,  old  man,"  she 
said.  "How  is  the  paper  business  anyway?  If  your 
uncle  soaks  people  I  shan't  go  near — "  Connie  Mur- 
phy came  along  with  a  bundle  of  papers  under  his 
arm.  He  laid  his  dirty  hand  on  one  of  Jimmie's  white 
wings,  (which,  by  the  way,  Jimmie  hadn't  noticed 
before.) 

"You  let  dem  wings  alone  will  you?  I'll  soak  yer 
one  in  the  eye  !"  said  Jimmie. 

The  organ  played  some  flute-like  notes ;  other 
noises  began  to  mingle  with  the  music. 

"Clang  !  Clang  !  Clang  !  Clang  !  Hey  there  git 
your  damned  ole  dump-cart  offen  dis  track,  can't 
yer?" 
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The  organ  seemed  to  be  trying  to  drown  out  these 
new  sounds.  The  same  man  who  had  spoken  in  the 
darkness  said  "Jimmie  yer  little  whelp  !  Git  up  an* 
take  dat  pail  an*  wet  dat  damn  dago  organ-grinder 
down." 

Roland  J.  Dodd. 

MIRAGE.  

Gbe  ©15  District  ScbooL 

"Yes,  James,  that  was  an  experience  which  I 
wouldn't  exchange  for  a  castle  or  a  steam-yacht. 
The  district  school  was  in  my  childhood  the  place 
where  the  Yankee  boy  received  his  second  training — 
the  first  being  imparted  to  him  by  means  of  a  paternal 
hand  or,  when  exceptionally  naughty,  by  a  lively 
slipper.  I  question  whether  the  American  would  be 
what  he  is  today,  if  the  district  school  were  a  myth." 

"And  you  want  to  know  what  it  looked  like? 
Well,  as  I  am  getting  old  and  must  not  over-tax 
my  eyes  by  reading  (grandfather  wears  two  pairs  of 
spectacles,  and  even  now  some  one  else  has  to  see  for 
him),  I  shall  tell  you  all  about  it." 

"Oh  yes,  its  size — well  about  ten  paces  long  and 
half  that  number  in  width  ;  as  for  its  height — why  I 
remember  I  bumped  my  head  against  the  ceiling, 
whenever  I  got  up  on  my  desk  to  play  ball  with  Tim- 
othy Corntassel,  throwing  it  over  the  heads  of  the 
gigling  girls.  As  every  other  district  school,  which  I 
have  seen,  it  could  boast  only  one  story.  It's  color, 
on  the  outside,  was  very  nearly  the  hue  of  a  ripe  to- 
mato, and,  on  the  inside,  it  reminded  one  of  a  Jersey 
cow.  Then  of  course  there  were  the  black-boards, 
on  which  usually  was  chalked  either  a  problem  in 
Arithmetic,  or  a  free-hand  sketch  of  a  pig  or  the 
teacher.  A  stove  stood  in  one  corner,  against  which 
Dennis  O'Dirty  was  once  pushed  on  a  frosty  morning, 
and  it  singed  him  to  such  a  degree  and  in  such  a 
place  that  he  could  not  sit  down  for  four  days.  The 
teacher's  desk  was  at  one  end  of  the  room,  raised  on 
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a  platform  and  facing  the  desks  of  the  children ;  be- 
hind and  above  it  in  a  conspicuous  place  on  the  wall 
rested  in  calm  repose — when  not  in  use — a  ferule ; 
close  by  tne  ferule  was  the  motto,  "God  bless  our 
Home."  I  came  near  forgetting  the  cloak-room, 
where  the  boys  used  to  steal  candy  from  the  girls' 
cloaks.  Outside  and  near  the  building  towered  a 
flag-pole,  from  which  on  sunny  days  floated  a  proud 
banner." 

"The  house  stood  at  the  conjunction  of  two  roads, 
one  being  a  typical  New  England  ribbon-road :  as  it 
stretched  along  past  beautiful  woody  glens,  green 
fields  of  waving  grain,  orchards,  and  hilly,  rocky 
pastures  with  grazing  cattle,  it  presented  a  picture, 
well  worth  the  time  and  skill  of  an  artist.  A  river, 
on  both  banks  of  which  were  salt  marshes  with  their 
large,  symmetrical  stacks  of  hay,  flowed  through  a 
neighboring  valley  in  plain  sight  of  the  school.  At 
intervals  were  scattered  farm  houses  with  sprawling 
out-buildings  ;  for  the  most  part  these  were  unpainted 
and  silvered  by  the  weather." 

"What  sort  of  boys  and  girls  went  to  the  school, 
<Granpa'?" 

"It  is  getting  late  and  already  it  is  after  your  bed- 
time, James.  We  will  leave  this  part  of  my  story  for 
some  other  evening." 

Robert.  H.  EwelL 

Zbc  Country  Bo^ 

Where  I  come  from,  they  don't  just  see, 
What  so  much  larnin'  '11  do  for  me, 
And  I  don't  let  on,  that  there's  some 
Things,  I  don't  know  'bout, 

When  I'm  hum. 

They're  terr'ble  tickled  up  our  way, 
And  think  it  quite  a  special  day, 
When  in  a  Phillips'  envelope, 
Comes  the  report  that  blasts  my  hope. 
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There's  E  in  Latin,  D  in  Greek, 
And  minuses  to  blanch  your  cheek. 
But  law !  the  further  down  you  go, 
The  higher  up  they  think  you  show. 

Where  I  come  from,  they  don't  just  see, 
What  so  much  larnin'  '11  do  for  me, 
And  I  don't  let  on  there's  some 
Things,  I  don't  know  'bout, 

When  I'm  hum. 

Alan  Fox. 

BOOKS.  

jtWhat  a  relief  it  is  after  the  mushroom  growth  of 
realistic  novels,  that  the  last  years  have  produced,  to 
find  a  strong,  good  book  of  a  different  type  ;  a  book, 
which  really  has  an  ideal  and  a  purpose  to  amuse  and 
uplift.  It  should  not  be  the  aim  of  our  best  form  of 
expression — literature — to  present  the  dull,  cruel  or 
the  abnormal  and  impure  sides  of  life.  Those  who 
read  for  amusement  know  only  too  much  of  the  world's 
bitterness.  So  here's  to  the  good  old  "three-decker," 
as  Kipling  call  it,  and  to  her  relatives ;  may  she  ever 
prosper. 

Jt,  The  "Battle  of  the  Strong"*  by  Gilbert  Parker  was 
one  of  the  most  favorably  received  books,  published 
last  year.  Mr.  Parker  is  already  well  known  by  his 
"Seats  of  the  Mighty*'  and  others.  His  new  book 
certainly  will  not  belittle  his  reputation.  The  plot  is 
an  adventurous  one,  on  the  whole  rather  common- 
place. It  consists  of  throwing  three  or  four  determined, 
conflicting  characters  together  and  following  out  their 
actions.  But,  it  is  for  the  characters  that  we  should 
place  the  "Battle  of  the  Strong"  among  our  note- 
worthy books  :  splendid,  intense  characters, that  have 
strong  wills  and  constant  purposes.  Each  has  his  aim 
and  works  towards  it,  regardless  of  material  happi- 
ness with  their  eyes  fastened  on  the  ideal.  There  are 
none  of  the  variations,  of  the  fluctuations  of  action  that 

*Battle  of  the  Strong,  Gilbert  Parker,  $1.60.   Houghton,  Mifflin  &  Co. 
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show  the  true  blood  realistic  novel.  Everything 
sweeps  on  in  an  even,  deep  channel.  Phillip  seeks 
power,  Ranulph  loves  Guida  with  a  splendid  consis- 
tency that  reminds  one  of  George  Eliot  at  her  best. 
J>  Then,  there  is  the  philosophy  of  life  that  runs 
through  all,  either  in  the  spoken  words  of  the  men 
and  women  or  in  the  authors  description.  The  mor- 
alizing and  the  supreme  principle  that  life  is  worth 
living  for  what  there  is  in  it.  There  are  many  pas- 
sages which  one  remembers  and  would  like  to  quote. 
However,  because  the  whole  book  is  of  one  strain  or 
because  the  passages  are  so  artistically  woven  in  it  is 
hard  to  disengage  what  one  thinks  the  best. 
J>  It  is  amusing  to  notice  how  almost  all  the  charac- 
ters are  introduced  at  once,  criticized,  described, 
scanned  and  laid  away  until  called  for,  just  as  if  the 
players  in  a  drama  were  all  brought  forth  and  intro- 
duced before  the  first  act. — "Now  this  is  the  Hero  : 
he  is  everything  that  is  fine  and  makes  love  beauti- 
fully. At  present  he  is  defrauded  of  his  estate  by  the 
Villian — Next — 99  Again  when  any  of  the  dramatic 
scenes  have  reached  their  climax,  the  words  are  put 
in  italics.  This  is  garish  and  almost  spoils  some  of  the 
finer  passages. 

However  "The  Battle  of  the  Strong"  is  a  vigorous 
healthy  book,  which  has  high  ideals,  and  leaves  one 
satisfied,  though  not  sated :  what  more  can  one  wish? 

In  the  "  Rubaiyat  of  Doo  Sifers,  "*  Mr.  Riley 
gives  a  remarkable  exhibition  of  his  depth  of  human 
understanding.  The  poem,  from  beginning  to  end, 
is  a  beautiful  character  sketch  in  the  author's  best 
style,  full  of  quaint  and  graceful  figures,  and  in  no 
degree  marred  by  the  dialect  in  which  it  is  written. 
J>  The  "Doc"  was  a  man  among  men,  simple,  kind- 
hearted  and  faithful,  and  with  a  great  deal  of  sound 
common  sense  and  a  rich  humor.  Yet, being  human, 
he  is  not  represented  as  perfect.  His  childlikeness 
makes  him  an  easy  prey  to  the  village  politicians. — 

*The  Rubaiyat  oi  Doc.  Sifers.  J.  W.  Riley.   $1.00.   Century  Co. 
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He'll  talk  his  principles — and  they  air 

honest — but  the  sly 
Friend  strikes  him  first  election-day  be't 
'commodate  er  die  ! 
Jk  But  we  are  told  in  the  next  verse  that  "You  can 
corrupt  the  ballot-box,  corrupt  yourself  as  well.  Cor- 
rupt some  neighbors,  but  old  Doc's  as  incorruptible 
as  Holy  Writ." 

&  The  writing  is  careful  and  the  metre,  though  ab- 
solutely even  throughout,  is  anything  but  stiff,  while 
there  is  but  one  passage  in  the  entire  poem  which 
could  be  considered  at  all  awkward, — 

You  know  they's  men  as  bees  won't  sting — they's 
plaguey  few — but  Doc, 

He's  one  of  them,  and  same,  I  jing  with  children. 
Seeming  to  imply  that  nether  bees  nor  children  will 
sting  him ! 

The  book  is  gotten  out  in  a  style  worthy  of  the 
excellence  of  the  poem,  being  finely  printed  and  very 
handsomely  bound,  while  the  illustrations  by  Relyea 
add  very  greatly  to  its  beauty. 

Jk  If  ever  an  author  succeeded  in  making  his  produc- 
tion an  mbodiment  of  emorbidness,  Mr.  Hemenwayis 
that  author  and  *  "Doomsday"  is  the  book.  It  is  bad 
enough  for  the  ordinary  reader  when  an  author  per- 
sistently seeks  the  shadows  of  life  for  the  sake  of  a 
strong  plot ;  it  is  a  thousand  times  more  when  he  re- 
fuses to  let  in  light  enough  to  make  a  contrast.  Read- 
ing a  book  which  is  entirely  gloomy  is  not  much 
easier  than  living  the  life  it  depicts.  The  plot  of 
"Doomsday"  is  exceedingly  interesting,  but  its  exe- 
cution is  poor.  It  is  absurd  to  have  a  fisherman's 
wife  soliloquize  in  such  a  phrase  as  "So  inutile  and 
grotesque  a  thing  as  love."  The  appearance  of  a 
ghost  to  check  a  sin,  after  two  pages  have  been  de- 
voted to  excusing  it,  is  a  rather  curious  way  to  pro- 
long the  story, until  the  author  can  regain  his  threads 
and  bring  the  story  to  a  climax.  But  no  modern 
novel  is  perfect  and  the  minor  mistakes  could  easily 
be  excused,  were  it  not  for  the  grey  coloring,  not 
shading,  of  the  whole  story. 

♦Doomsday,  by  Crabtree  Hemenway.  Copeland  &  Day. 
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EDITORIALS.  

^Before  this  issue  has  appeared,  the  Dramatic  Club 
will  have  given  its  play.  Of  course,  at  present  we 
cannot  do  anything  but  prophesy  a  splendid  suc- 
cess, yet  this  notice  will  serve  as  an  afterglow  to  re- 
vive a  pleasant  memory.  Everything  points  to  a  most 
successful  night.  The  actors  have  been  drilled,  in 
more  senses  than  one,  for  a  long  time  by  coach  and 
president :  the  ladies  we  understand  have  been  initia- 
ted into  the  mysteries  of  corsetdom,  while  all  know 
the  taste  of  "ruby"  lips  and  the  feel  of  grease  paint. 
The  costumes,  provided  by  a  large  Boston  house,  are 
magnificent.  Best  of  all,  the  audience  wil)  be  as  large 
as  the  hall  can  hold. 
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jfiNow  it  remains  to  be  seen,  if,  with  such  auspices, 
the  play  cannot  be  taken  out  of  town.  By  this  we 
naturally  mean,  to  Exeter.  Nothing  would  give 
greater  pleasure  to  all  concerned.  The  actors  will 
have  more  satisfaction  in  return  for  their  arduous 
work,  and  the  Exonians  will  have  their  dreary  winter 
term  enlivened.  It  would  really  be  an  act  of  charity. 
Moreover,  to  be  more  practical,  it  would  be  the  best 
thing  possible,  if  our  sister  school  could  see  some- 
thing of  us,  in  wThich  the  everlasting  feeling  of  rivalry 
would  not  be  the  largest  factor.  We  earnestly  hope 
some  action  may  be  taken. 

^tThe  outlook  for  our  track  team  is  most  encouraging 
Over  forty  fellows  are  out  hard  at  work  pumping  fast 
time  on  our  new  board  track,  and  ten,  at  least,  expect 
to  enter  the  B.  A.  A.  meet  in  Boston.  Harvard  has 
been  most  kind  in  sending  up  her  athletes  to  coach  : 
especial  thanks  are  due  to  Lathrop,  the  Harvard 
trainer.  At  home,  we  are  lucky  to  have  a  captain, 
who  not  only  has  roused  much  interest  in  healty  ex- 
ercise, but  who  has  the  support  of  the  school  finan- 
cially and  in  the  efforts  of  a  large  number  of  track 
candidates. 

jtHow  strange  that  the  much-dreaded  winter  term  is 
half  over.  Already  January  has  driven  past  with  its 
cold  and  snow.  Now  it  is  the  fifteenth  of  February 
and  the  pussy-willows,  as  if  in  defiance  of  the  thought 
of  Spring,  are  putting  on  their  furs.  Why,  with  the 
Means'  essay  to  write,  the  track  team,  and  getting  in 
our  last  licks  before  the  exams,  our  vacation  will  be 
upon  us. 

jifeBut  let  us  warn  all,  old  or  new,  prep,  or  senior,  to 
look  out  for  the  mud.  When  the  frost  leaves  the 
ground,  Andover  in  an  illogical  way  communicates 
with  the  Indian  Ocean — at  least  for  some  reason  the 
mud  is  fathomless.  Would  that,  like  flies  on  a  ceil- 
ing, we  could  walk  on  the  beautiful  spring  skies  and 
get  out  of  the  mire.  However,  since  we  can't,  we 
must  all  get  a  pair  of  rubber  boots  ;  lest  we  get  web- 
footed  and  thus  spoil  our  personal  appearance. 
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«^  After  all, a  month  and  a  half  will  pass  easily.  Then, 
with  a  week  in  Boston  or  New  York,  we  return  to  the 
unlimited  cuts,  the  social  life,  the  swims  in  Pomp's, 
the  few  dark  thoughts  of  preliminaries  or  finals,  of 
Andover's  best  and  happiest  term  ! 

EXCHANGES.  

We  clip  the  following  from  our  exchanges  : 

DEAD    FOLKS'  HOUR. 

Hoary  the  grass  in  the  churchyard  still ; 

A  round,  red  moon  peers  over  the  hill. 

A  cricket  like  a  soul  in  fear, 

No  other  sound  of  live  thing  near. 

The  white  frost  shines ;  the  dead  wind  sighs ; 

The  cold  stars  in  the  silent  skies ; 

A  hand-like  cloud  blinds  the  moon's  eye  red  ; 

Out  from  their  graves  peer  the  sheeted  dead  ! 

Then  up  from  their  narrow  cells  they  pass 

To  keep  the  hour  of  the  Hallow  mass. 

Strange  is  the  company  huddled  there, 

The  old,  the  young,  the  foul,  and  the  fair. 

Warm  and  sweet  seems  the  frost  wind's  breath 

To  the  icy  dampness  underneath. 

They  smooth  their  shrouds,  and  talk  and  jest, 

For  silence  reigns  in  the  earth's  wide  breast. 

All  too  soon  do  the  minutes  pass 

Of  the  Dead  Folks'  hour  of  Hallow  mass. 

One  o'clock  !    Their  time  is  done  ! 

Back  to  his  grave  creeps  every  one. 

But  one  begged  God  in  vain  to  stay — 

A  mother,  buried  but  yesterday. 

The  night  wind  sighs  through  the  churchyard  still 

And  the  red  moon  sinks  behind  the  hill. 

—  Williams  Literary  Monthly. 

THE    FULL  ORCHESTRA. 

I  throb  with  life, 
I  sob  with  death, 

I  whisper  of  love  in  the  self-same  breath, 
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I  sound  of  eternal  fame. 
I  sigh — I  moan, 
I  wail — I  shriek, 

I  murmur  with  joy — I  laugh— I  speak 
Ever — yet  never — the  same. 

Brunonian. 

THE  MONTH.  

Jan.  5.    Winter  term  began. 

Jan.  10.  Class  day  officers  and  committees  elected 
by  the  Senior  class. 

Jan.  11.    Track  Team  candidates  called  out. 

Jan.  13.  Mass  meeting  held  in  Chapel  to  hear  an 
address  by  Mr.  Lathrop  of  Harvard.  At  this  meeting 
money  for  a  new  Board  Track  was  raised. 

Jan.  27.  An  illustrated  lecture  on  Pompeii,  under 
the  auspices  of  the  Philomathean  Society,  delivered 
in  the  Chapel  by  Prof.  Moore  of  Harvard. 

Feb.  1.    Board  Track  completed. 

Feb.  9.  The  Dramatic  Club  presented  "She 
Stoops  to  Conquer"  in  the  Town  Hall. 

Feb.  11.  Trials  held  for  the  Andover-Exeter  Re- 
lay Team. 

LEAVES  FROM  PHILLIPS  IVY.  

'26. — In  the  old  gambrel-roofed  house  in  Cam- 
bridge, on  the  site  of  the  new  Harvard  Law  School 
building,  John  Holmes  was  born  87  years  ago.  He 
graduated  from  Harvard,  received  an  LL.  B.  from 
the  same  source,  and  devoted  his  life  to  study  and 
literature.  With  his  brother,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
he  formed  a  group  of  the  brightest  men  in  Cambridge. 
He  died  Jan.  27,  1899. 

'63.— W.  B.  Ketcham  of  New  York  published 
"The  Wondrous  Cross"  and  other  sermons  by  Rev. 
D.  J.  Burrell,  D.  D. 

v'64. — Jeremiah  C.  Kittredge  died  in  Brookline, 
Dec.  19,  1898.  He  had  travelled  much  in  this  coun- 
try and  in  Europe,  had  published  several  works,  and 
had  written  many  dramas  and  comedies. 

'69. — Oscar  Albert  Bierstadt  has  been  appointed 
custodian  of  Bates  Hall  in  the  Boston  Public  Library, 
taking  the  place  of  Arthur  Mason  Knapp,  teacher  in 
Phillips  in  '63-6^,  who  died  Dec.  27,  1898. 
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'71. — On  Oct.  12,  1898,  John  Patton  delivered  the 
chief  address  at  the  unveiling  of  the  statue  erected  to 
the  memory  of  Michigan's  war  governor,  Austin 
Blair,  at  Lansing,  Michigan. 

'76. — At  the  organization  of  the  Maine  legislature, 
Col.  Isaiah  K.  Stetson  of  Bangor  was  elected  speaker 
of  the  house. 

'79. — Charles  M.  Sheldon  of  Topeka,  Kansas,  has 
written  "One  of  the  Two." 

'85. — The  marriage  of  Miss  Anna  Christine 
Twedten  to  Rev.  Olaus  E.  Loe  occurred  at  Crooks- 
ton,  Minn.,  Jan.  4,  1899. 

'86. — John  Crosby  has  been  elected  president  of 
the  Minneapolis  city  council. 

'86.— Fleming  H.  Revell  Co.  published  "A  Memo- 
rial of  a  True  Life,"  by  Robert  E.  Speer. 

'88.— At  Dedham,  Mass.,  Jan.  18,  1899,  Rev- 
Alfred  R.  Hussey  of  Taunton  and  Miss  Mary  Lincoln 
Warren,  daughter  of  the  Hon.  Winslow  Warren, were 
united  in  marriage. 

'88. — Miss  Mabel  Cornelia  Hurlburt  was  married 
to  Rev.  Evarts  W.  Pond  at  Sheffield,  Mass.,  Jan.  2, 
1899. 

'88.— Married  at  Peabody,  Mass.,  Dec.  27,  1898, 
Charles  P.  Vaughn  and  Miss  Fannie  Thomas. 

'90. — Charles  G.  Osgood  has  been  appointed  in- 
structor in  English  at  Yale. 

'92. — William  H.  Wadhams  is  attorney  and  coun- 
sellor-at-law  at  30  Broad  street,  New  York  City. 
Mr.  Wadhams  was  president  of  the  first  board  of 
Mirror  editors. 

'94. — Mancel  T.  Clark  is  with  the  Wadsworth, 
Howland  Paint  Co.,  Chicago,  111. 

'94. — Dr.  Edward  B.  Forbes  has  been  appointed 
first  house  physician  of  the  Buda-Pesth  hospital, 
Hungary.  This  position  was  awarded  after  an  ex- 
amination which  Dr.  Forbes  passed  at  the  head  of  a 
long  list  of  competitors. 

'94. — Francis  S.  North  is  in  the  engine  department 
of  Wm.  Cramp  &  Sons'  Shipbuilding  Co.  of  Phila- 
delphia. 

'95. — Edmund  J.  Drummond  is  with  Henry  W. 
Peabody,  exporters,  New  York. 
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CHARLES  E.  ABBOTT,  M.  D. 

|  PHYSICIAN 
land  SURGEON, 

70  Main  St.,  Andover. 

Office  Hours: 
Until  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3,  6  to  8  p.  m. 

C.  H.  GILBERT,  M.  D.  S. 

Dental  Rooms. 

BANK  BUILDING, 
flflDOVER,    h  JVIASS. 

mm  H.  F.  CM/15E,  '<mm 

5  icicles  and  Sporting  Goods, 

BICYCLES  CLEANED  AND  REPAIRED. 

Musgrove  Block,          -  Andover. 

THE 

mansion  House, 

On  the  Hill,  near  Phillips  Academy. 

Lewis  T.  Hardy.         Joseph  F.  Cole. 

HHRDY  St  COLE, 

ESSEX  ST.,  ANDOVER, 

Open  the  year  round.  Enlarged 
and  Newly  furnished.  Terms 
$12.50  to  $17.50  a  week. 
$2.00  to  $3.00 
per  day. 


E.  P.  HitcbcocK,  Prop. 


Builders  9  Luier  Dealers 


Box  Making  Planing.  Sawing  and  Match 
ing  done  to  order. 

Kindling  Wood  by  the  Load. 


M.    T.  WALSH, 

DEALER  IN 


Stoves,  Ranges  and  Furnaces. 

Plumbing,  Steam  and  Hot  Watqjfeating.  £SS8X  St.,  Al^OVef. 


Dr.  J.  F.  Richards, 

Dr.  C.  W.  Scott, 

94  Main  Street, 

Main  Street, 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Office  Hours  : 

Office  Hours  : 

Till  9  a.m. ;  i  to  3  p.m. ;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Till  9  a.m. ;  1  to  3  p.m.  ;  7  to  9  p.  m. 
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HOUGHTON  &  DUTTON. 

Iii  .iilii,  ill  ilii.  .iili..  nl:>.  .1 

>'   W  'W  '  ■'Hi''  'Ml 

The  Original 

DEPARTMENT  STORE 

Of  New  England. 


GENERAL  EMPORI 


OF  ALL 


1 1 1  '4  ?  "  1 1 "  1 1    "  "  $  1 1 1  ?  IP  f  ^  ?  ff(-:  t  i  1?  :r(-:  i  if  if  if  if  t  &  &  $  t 

Over  Fifty  Departments, 

each  one  a  Complete  Store  in  itself. 
ALWAYS  the  lowest-priced  Store 
in  this  part  of  the  Country. 

Come  in  and  see  the  New  Store,  now  just  finished.    It  is 
one  of  the  finest  in  this  country. 

TREMONT  AND  BEACON  STS., 

(Opp.  School  St.,)  Boston,  Mass. 
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....  ALWAYS  RELIABLE  .... 

HORACE  PARTRIDGE  &  CO., 

Athletic  Outfitters. 


We  offer  exceptional  inducements  for  College  and  School  trade. 
Team  Managers. 

Remember  our  reputation  for  making  Track,  Base  Ball  and  Foot  Ball  uni- 
forms, Sweaters,  Jerseys,  Caps,  Stockings  and  Shoes.  First-class  and  at  Eow 
Prices,  has  never  been  equalled.  Do  not  place  your  orders  elsewhere  before 
asking  for  our  Samp  es  and  Special  Prices. 

Examination  and  information  costs  but  the  trouble  of  asking. 
Individual  Students. 

No  Students'  room  is  complete  without  our  Home  Recreation  Supplies, 
Chest  Weights,  Whitley  Exercisers,  Dumb  Bells,  Indian  Clubs,  Hercules 
Clubs,  Fencing  Foils,  Boxing  Gloves,  Striking  Bags,  &c. 

Wtrite  for  further  information. 

HORACE  PARTRIDGE  &  CO., 

55  and   57    HANOVER    STREET,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


J.  E.  WHITING, 

Jeweler  and  Optician, 


ANDOVER,  HASS. 


COAL.  WOOD. 

FRANK  E.  GLEASON, 

(Successor  to  John  Cornell.) 

Carter's  Block,  Andover,  Mass,  coal  delivered  to  the  room. 

STRAW.  HAT. 

 IF    YOU  DESIRE   

FIRE,  LIFE  OR  ACCIDENT  INSURANCE 

CALL  AT 

Rogers'  Real  Estate  Agency,  Musgrove  Building,  Main  St., 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

HENRY  P.  NOYES, 

FurniturE, 

Andover,  Mass. 
EDWIN  C.  PIKE. 

 DEALER  IN  

Stoves  L&rops,  Oil,  Tin  ar?cl  Glass  Ware, 

PAINTS,  WOODEN  WARE,  CROCKERY,  ETC 

PARK  STREET,  -  -  ANDOVER,  MASS. 
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W.  H.  GILE  &c  CO. 

NOVELTIES  IN 

Gr-olf  etnd  Bicycle 

CLOTHING. 

HOSIERY    and  CAPS. 
226  KSSEX  STREET,  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 

^    Are  You  Insured? 

Is  your  house  insured?  Are  your  Furniture 
and  books  insured? 

J.  ft.  SMART,  BftflK  BUIIiDlHG,  ftfiDOVER. 

Represents  Fire,  Life  and  Accident  Insu- 
rance.   Best  Companies.    Lowest  Rates. 


M.  C.  TANNER, 


For  all  kinds  of  Society  Events. 
Everything  ii^rd  is  of  first-class  qual- 
ity, and  the  best  of  service  guaran- 
teed. Prompt  attention  and  personal 
supervision  given  to  all  contracts. 

24  Main  St.,  Haverhill 


TONY  BdSO, 

FRESH  FRUIT  AND 
CONFECTIONERY, 

50  MAIN  ST.,  ANDOYER. 


BURNS  &,  CROWLEY, 
Tailors         Furpisbers — 


flQENTS  FOR 
SCRIPTURE'S  LflUNbRY. 


HNDOiZER, 
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Sac 


/  2'2  FRONT-  HEIGHT-BACK  2 


CURRAtf  &  JOYCE, 


BALLARDVALE 
LITHIA  WATER, 


GINGER  ALE  AND  SODA. 
433,   435.   437   COMMON  ST. 

LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


Y  C.  KING  CO., 


Wholesale  and  Retail  Dealers  in 

GROCERIES  AND 

PROVISIONS. 

Plain    and    Fancy  Bakers. 
Wood.(  'oal  and  Prepared  Wood. 
Hay,  Straw  and  Grain. 
Telephone  33-2. 

106  South  Broadway, 
LAWRENCE,      -  MASS, 


I  Boston  &  Maine  Railroad.  I 

1         The  Greatest  Railroad  System  of  New  England.  <| 

1            LOWEST  RATES  TO  ALL  POINTS.  1 

i  k 

p  West,  Northwest  and  Southwest  m 

§  FAST  TRAINS   VVITH  THROUGH 

^  SLEEPING  CARS  BETWEEN 

p  ...  BOSTONS 

%                                                                                     AND  P 

||  Montreal,  Ottawa,  Toronto,  *| 

Chicago,  St.  Paul  and  Minneapolis.  H 

Only  one  Change  of  Cars  to  the  PACIKIC  COAST. 

D.  J.  FLANDERS, 

Gen'l  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agent.  ^se 
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MANSION  HOUSE 
LIVERY  AND  BOARDING  STABLE, 


IRA  B  HILL,  Proprietor 


Depot  carriage  meet  all  Boston  trains,  and  carries  passengers  to  the  station 
at  short  notice.    First-class  rigs  to  let,  with  or  without  a  driver.    P.  A. 
patronage  respectfully  solicted    and    satisfaction  guaranteed. 

Long  Distance  Telephone  connection  at  Mansion  House. 


IRbofces  &  ADoulton's 

Up-to-Date  Laundry 

AND 

Geptleipen  5  ?boe  Parlors, 

5  Main  Street,      Andoyer,  Mass. 


ALLEN  HINTON, 

FURNISHER  OF 

Hce  Cream  anfc  Sberbet. 


Plain  Cream  per  quart  

Harlequin    "   

Fruit  Cream   "   

Tutti-Fruitti   "   

Tutti-Fruitti  without"  

Cale-Pafe  "   

Bisque   **   

Lemon  Sherbet  "   

Orange  and  Raspberry  Sherbets. 

Individual  Ices  per  dozen   

Individual  Creams   


.  50c 
.  50c 
.  60c 
.  75c 
.  60c 
.  80c 
80c 
.  40c 
.  50c 
$2.00 
3  00 

Ice  Cream  furnished  at  $1  25   per  gallon  to 
parties  desiring  to  sell. 
Residence  South  Hain  St.,  Andover. 
P.  O.  Box, 443. 


AMERICAN  HAND  LAUNDRY. 

J[.   DBl.  podges,  Manager. 

Goods  called  for  and  delivered  in  any  part  of  the  town. 
Send  postal  card  and  we  will  call. 

SPECIAL  RATES  TO  STUDENTS. 
ALL  HAND  WORK.  NO.  6  MAIN  ST. 


BENJ.  BROWN, 


Sboes  for  Zvack 


anb  jfootball. 


T.  J.  FARMER, 

FISH  OF  ALL  KIPS. 

Oysters,  Clams 
and  Lobsters... 


15  BARNARD'S  COURT,  ANDOVER, 


THOMAS  E.  RHODES, 

Ice  Cream,  Ice  Cream  Soda,  Cigars,  Confectionery,  Lunch  Room,  Etc. 

JXTetlrx  Street,  Andover. 
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Mathematical 

Instruments, 

Artists' 

Materials. 

FOR  CRAYON  AND  CHARCOAL  DRAWING,    OIL  AND  WATER 
COLOR  PAINTING.    ARCHITECTS'  AND  ENGINEERS' 
SUPPLIES,  ETC.    PICTURE  FRAMING 
A  SPECIALTY. 


FROST   &   ADAMS  CO., 
Importers,  37  Cornhill,     Boston,  Mass 


DISCOUNT   TO  STUDENTS. 


Sofa  Pillows,  Pin  Cushions,  Picture  Frames,  Banners, 

IN   AN  DOVER   BLUE   AND  WHITE, 

LA  FLEUR  -  DE  -  LI5,  A\air>  Street. 

Formerly  the  MISSES  BRADLEYS. 

W.  E.  STRATTON, 

 TEACHER  OF  

Banjo,  Guitar  and  Mandolin.   Instruments  for  Sale. 


MORRILL   HOUSE  ANNEX,  ANDOVER. 


(Seorge  2>.  flIMllett, 

^FLORIST.  S 

Carnations  a  Specialty.   All  hinds  of  Flowers  at  Short 
Notice.   Palms  and  Ferns  constantly  on  hand. 
.   .    .    .   Decorations  .... 

P.  0.  Box  310,  Andover.        Greenhouses,  Holt  District. 
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•  VAlpEY  BROTHERS, 

 DEALERS   IN — 

ftteats,  Vegetables, 

POULTRY,  ETC. 


No.  2  Miin  St.,     Andover,  Mass. 

G.  H.  Valpey.  E.  H.  Valpey 


J.  P.  WAKEFIELD, 


•DEA1.EK  IN- 


Meats,  Vegetables, 

-ETC- 


MARKET  ON  MAIN  ST. 


DR.  B.  S.  STEPHENSON, 

J  27  Main  Street,  Andover, 

OCULIST  AND  AURIST 

OFFICE  HOURS,  12.30  to  5.30  P.  M.  Tues.  and  Thurs. 


FINEST  LINE  OF 

CUTLERY  IN  TOWN. 

ALSO 

Revolvers,  Cartridges, 
Loaded  Shells,  Skates, 
Polo   Sticks  and  Balls 

AT  THE 

ANDOYER  HARDWARE  STORE, 

h.  AvcLawlin,         Wain  St. 


P.  A.  students  would  do  well  to  re- 
member that 

SMITH  &  MANNING 

can  fit  them  out  with 
WINTER  UNDERWEAR. 
Call  at  their  store  at  8  Essex  Street  and 
see  for  yourselves. 


ALKR  IN 

picture:  frames  &,  wall  paper, 

ALSO 

Pictures,  Stationery,  Artists'  Materials,  Sewing  Machines,  Fancy  Goods,  Choice  Con- 
fectionery, Toilet  Soap  and  Perfumery. 

TOWN  HALL  AVE,   AN  DOVER. 

PARK  STREET  STABLES 

Livery,  Boarding  and  Sale. 
ANDOVER,  MASS. 

01 


translations 

Literal — Interlinear — 125  Volumes 

m  Dictionaries 

German,  French,  Italian,  Spanish  , 
Latin,  Greek  Itg)I 

rl  tutorial  Series  W 

200  vols,  specially  designed  for  coaching  (^n 
for  exams,  in  all  college  studies  ysS^' 

g£     fiinds  tt  noble 

Schoolbooks  of  all  Publishers 
A  Cooper  Institute,  Hew  York  City 


Tally-ho  Coach  and  Pleasure 
Barge  and  Latest  Styled  Ve- 
hicles for  Pleasure  Riding. 
A  Specialty  of  the  sale  of 
High  Grade  Driving  Horses 
from  the  Northern  States. 

WM.  H.  HIGGINS,  Proprietor. 
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TCLE5  AND  SUNDRIES  M 


tttTAtR  A  SPECIALTY, 


«3V  Elmore,  Stormer,  Pennant, 
ssasoit,  Farris. 


i  &  ii  ii 


£55 


THE  WEST. 
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'0  ft&g  E$<LY 
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BOYLST( 
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Ths  Largest  Stockof  Drafting  in stru- 
ments,  Supplies  and  Artists' 
Materials  to  be  found  in 
New  England. 


GOIiF  GOODS. 


'SPORTSMEN'S 


OUTFITS. 


Golf  Clubs 


of  the  noted  makers, 
Fergie,  Hutchison, 
w>* £  Auchterionie, 


Crosswaite 


ind  others. 


Wadsworth,  Howland  &  Co, 


(incorporated) 
82  and  84  Washington  St..  Boston. 

Send  for  Catalogue. 


Henley  &  Melfort  Balls, 
Caddy  Bags,  Etc. 

FIXE  GUNS. 
Scott,  Westley,  Richards ,  Greener,  Colt, 

FINE  RODS  AND  FISHING  TACKLE. 

VACHT  GUNS  CAMP  OUTFITS.  RUBBER 
BLANKETS  TENTS  TOURISTS' 
KNAPSACKS  &c 

New    Mail    Bicycles,     1899  Models. 

Men's,  Ladies',  Juveniles',  Hanover, 
Men's   and   Ladies'    Best  Medium  Priced 
Wheels,  $25,  $30,  $50. 
A  lew  second  hand  wheels. 


WM.  READ  &  SONS, 

107  Washington  St..        Boston.  Mass. 

Established  1826 


CALF 
RUSSIA  CALF 

BOX  CALF ■ 
STORM  CALF 
PARENT  CALF 

•  ENAMEL  •  • 
-VICI  KID  ■  • 


5. 


f0R 

BUSINESS  WEAR 
CRESS  WEAR 
•  GOLF  •  - 
CYCLING  ? 
\ACMTIN<3- 


XT.  J-  Mbtttve&ge, 

186  Essex  Street, 
Lawrence. 


Send  fod  ill^st^ at£c>  catalogue 
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Phillips  Academy, 


ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Cecil  F.  R  Bancroft,  Ph.  D.,  LLD,  Principal- 


^HE  Academy  prepares  large  classes  of  young  men  for  the  Colleges,  the 
scientific  schools  and  in  some  eases  for  the  professional  schools.  One 

hundred  and  thirty  candidates  went  to  college  last  year. 

The  faculty  consists  of  twenty  professors  and  instructors. 

The  pupils  last  year  numbered  over  four  hundred,  less  than  one-half 

of  whom  were  from  New  England,   and  the  others  from  more  distant 

places. 

The  current  year  begins  Sept  14,  1898,  with  vacations  at  Christmas 
and  Easter. 

The  expenses  vary  from  $250.00  to  $500.00  a  year,  according  to 
the  accommodations  selected. 

The  income  of  benevolent  funds  and  scholarship  endowments 
amount  to  five  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

The  present  needs  of  the  Academy  are  funds  for  teaching  and  for 
building,  and  for  various  current  uses.  For  further  information,  and 
for  copies  of  the  annual  catalogue,  address  Principal  Bancroft. 

JVIRS.  C.  A.  SHATTUCK, 

54  MAIN  ST.,  ANDOVER. 

Orders  taken  for  High  Grade  Roses,  Violets  and  Carnations 

A  Specialty. 

G.  W.  CHANDLER. 

—DEALER  IN— 

COAL   AND  WOOD. 

Teaming   acd   Jobbing   at   Short  Notice. 

Orders  left  and  bills  payable  at  store  of  O.  P.  Chase. 

TPAPHPfr^     WA1VTPF\       UNION  TEACHERS'  AGENCIES  OF  AMFRICA, 
lEAlyllEIVO      VYAlllED.  Rev.  L.  D.  BASS,  D.  D.,  Manager 

Pittsburg,  Toronto,  New  Orleans,  New  York,  Washington,  San  Krancisco,  Chicago,  St.  Louis 
and  Denver.  There  are  thousands  ot  positions  to  be  filled.  We  had  over  8f  00  vacancies  dur- 
ing the  past  season.  Teachers  needed  now  to  contract  for  next  year.  Unqualified  facilities 
for  placing  teachers  in  every  part  of  the  U.  S  and  Carada.  Principals,  Superintendents, 
Assistants,  Grade  Teachers,  Public,  Private,  Art,  Music,  Band  Leaders,  etc.,  wanted. 

Address  all  applications  to  Washington,  D  C  ,  or  Pittsburg,  Pa 

THE   PARIS   EXPOSITION  TOURIST  COMPANY. 

HIGH  CLASS  EXCURSIONS  under  Superior  Conductorship.  "Vacation  Party"  for 
Preachers  and  Teachers  arranged  for  June,  Julv  and  August,  1900.  Select  Parties.  First- 
class  Travel.    Best  Hotels.    Inorderto  secure  cheap  rates  in  advance,  write  immediate}'  to 

PARIS  EXPOSITION  TOURIST  CO.,  Pittsburg,  Pa 
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Notice  Students'  Discount. 

RIMLESS  GLASSES. 


25  per  cent  Discount 
to  Students. 

Co-operative    list.     Oculists,   orders  filled 
Factory    on    premises.    Mail   orders  a 
specialty.    Catalogues  mailed  on 
application. 

C.  E.  DAVIS  &  CO. 

Manufacturing  and 

Prescription  Opticians. 
2  Park  Square,  -  BOSTON. 


Albert  E.  Hulme, 

D.  M.  D. 


F.    P.  HIGGINS, 
BAKERY, 

Confectionery,  Oigars,  Tobacco,  etc. 

LUNCH  BOOM. 

MUSGROVE,  BUILDING 
ELM  SQUARE. 
A  Full  Line  of  Kennedy's  Biscuits. 
ANDOVER,  MASS 


Edotard  G.  Gonroy, 

A.  M.,  M.  D. 


Office  and  Residence, 

36  MAIN  STREET. 


Office  Hours, 
Until  10  A.  M.,  2  'till  4  P.  M. 
7  to  9  P.  M. 

Dr.  John  P.  Torrey, 

Physician  and 
Surgeon  .  ,  . 

1^  Essex  St. 

OFFICE  HOURS: 
Until  10;  3  to  5  P.  M.    After  7  P.  M. 

P.  A.  '92. 

QEO.  PIDblNQTON, 

florist 

73  School 
Street. 

Fancy  Roses,  Carnations,  Violets 
and  all  kinds  of  seasonable  flowers. 
All  kinds  of  Decorations  


GEO.  P.  RHYMOND, 
COSTUME   •••  PARLORS, 

17  Boylston  Place,  Near  Old  Public  Library.  Boston,  Mass. 

TELEPHONE  TREMONT  1314. 
Costumes  for  Masquerades,  Old  Folks'  Concerts,  Private  Theatricals,  Tableaux,  Etc. 


FRED  D.  LANE. 
&  PRIVATE   +  CATERER,* 

Special  facilities  for  Weddings 
and  all  kinds  of  Private  House  Catering. 

io8RecodnecoCrd  st.  Lawrence,  Mass 
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Any  number  of  languages  can  be  written  on  the  same  machine,  separate 
type  shuttles  costing  only  $2.50.  Machines  $100.00  and  $80.00,  with  three 
sets  of  type.    Work  in  sight,  automatic  stroke,  any  width  of  paper. 


MACHINES  ON  TRIAL, 


SOLD  AND  TO  RENT. 


The  [laiDiDood  Typewriter  Con)papi|, 

300  Washington  St.,  Boston. 

FOR  SALE.  PIANOS  TO  RENT. 


Violins,  Banjos,  Guitars,  Strings,  etc.,  etc. 


DYER  <£  CO., 


337  ESSEX  STREET, 
LAWRENCE. 


O.  CHAPMAN, 

DINING  ROOMS,  .  .  . 

Tobacco,  Cigars,  Soft  Drinks* 
MAIN  STREET. 
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Cannon  of  Cannon 's  Commercial  College. 

LAWRENCE.  MASS. 

EXECUTES  FINE  PE\T  WORK  OF  ALL  KIU>S. 
Hand  written  invitations  and  cards  equal  to  steel  engravings  a  specialty. 

Orders  left  with  G.  R.  Cannon  of  class  1901,  52  Salem  St.,  Andovor,  or  at  the  college, 
will  receive  prompt  attention. 

Established  1893.  ALFRED  P.  WE  I  GEL,  Prop. 

Gem  Restaurant. 

398  ESSEX  ST.,  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


T.  A.  HOLT  &  CO., 


DRY  GOODS  &  GROCERIES. 

Hnbover  anb  IRo.  Hnbover. 


FRATERNITY  m^-^M  PRIZE 

BADGES,       ^^^^M'  MEDALS, 

CLASS  PINS,  SOCIETY 

RINGS,          CpS^  JEWELS, 

Etc.,  Etc. 

FROM  ORIGINAL  AND  EXCLUSIVE  DESIGNS 

 MADE  BY  


HENRY  C.  HASKELL, 


11  JOHN  STREET,  NEW  YORK. 

CORRESPONDENCE  INVITED. 
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N.J.  BARTLETT  &  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  and  IMPORTERS, 

No.  28  CORNHILL,  -  BOSTON, 

Libraries,  and  Small  Quantities  of  Books,  Purchased. 

GRAVES  &  GREEN, 
S  Engravers  S 

ON  WOOD,  HALF-TONE  AND  ZINC,  BY  THE 
BEST  AND  CHEAPEST  HETHODS. 


Office!  302  Washington  St.,    *    *  Boston 
THE  ANDOVER  BOOKSTORE. 


Supply  Depot  for  all  Academy  Text  Books  and  School  Supplies.  Stationery 
in  all  grades,  plain  and  engraved,  special  P.  A.  papers.  See 
our  Andover  Fountain  Pen.    Price  reduced 
to  $1.50.    Weekly  and  Monthly 
Periodicals. 


George  A.  Higgips  &  Co.,  5t.,  Andover. 


C.  E.  WINGATE, 


Cut  Flowers  and  Designs. 

Wholesale  and  Retail. 

DEeORATOR. 

182  ESSEX  STREET.  Telephone. 


T.    B.    MOSELEY   &  CO., 

469  WASHINGTON  ST., 
BOSTON. 


Styles  of  BOOTS  and  SHOES 

Young  Men 
Reasonable  prices  from  $3.50  to  $7  50. 
Discount  to  Apclover  5tu<lent?. 

VII 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


HODGKINS  6-  HODGK1NS, 

Tailors  and  English  Breeches  Makers, 


27  SCHOOL  ST..  CHAMBERS, 
BOSTON. 


We  invite  the  Students'  of  "Phillips"  to  inspect 
our  importations  for  the  coming  season. 

Immense  variety  of  Scotch  Tweeds,  homespuns, 
and  Cheviot  Suitings,  Taney  Cashmere  and  wash 
goods  for  Waistcoats,  London  Trouserings, Vicuna 
and  Worsted  Coatings,  Golf  and  Riding  Goods,  &c. 


Represented  by  MR.  WILLIAM  J.  CARROLL. 

Something  New  in  Pipes  t^lln^T 

THIS  PIPE  IS  MADE  IN  FIVE.  SIZES. 


ASK  TO  SEE  THE  CONCAVE  BOWL.  p     ABRAHAM   &    SON,  BOStO 


MANUFACTURERS. 
VIII 


Uhc  JMrflKpe  Hnbover  /IIMtror. 


OME  day,  let  us  hope,  mankind  will  be  so  nearly 


civilized  that  there  will  be  no  polar  bears  swelter- 
ing under  hot  circus  tents ;  no  elephants  suffering  the 
slow  torture  of  being  tamed  by  brutal  keepers  ;  no 
monkeys  dragged  about  at  the  ends  of  chains  to  per- 
form for  the  amusement  of  dirty  children  and  gaping 
countrymen,  as  was  the  fate  of  Zeke,  whose  mis- 
fortunes are  here  set  forth. 

On  an  August  afternoon,  Zeke  and  his  master  were 
traveling  on  a  New  England  road  that  lay  a  white 
streak  up  a  brown  hillside.  At  the  top  of  the  hill, 
some  fifty  feet  from  the  road,  and  on  the  edge  of  the 
woods,  stood  an  old  deserted  sugar  house.  On  the 
shady  side  of  this  building,  the  man  and  the  monkey 
stopped.  Slipping  the  organ  strap  from  his  shoulder 
the  man  laid  the  organ  gently  on  the  ground,  took 
off  his  heavy  shoes,  and  lay  down  to  rest. 

Spiqelleti  was  a  sad-eyed  man ;  and  with  good 
reason,  for  his  lot  was  scarcely  better  than  that  of 
Zeke.  He  loved  the  monkey — partly  with  the  love  of 
a  partner  in  misery ;  partly  with  the  love  he  felt 
toward  his  hand  organ.  Not  only  was  Spiqelleti  a 
sad-eyed  man ;  he  was  also  a  frugal  man.  Now 
Zeke  was  an  ungrateful  little  wretch.  He  availed 
himself  of  all  of  Spiqelletfs  hard  earned  victuals  on 
which  he  could  lay  his  hands.  These  avaricious  ten- 
dencies caused  Spiqelleti  much  concern. 

For  the  previous  two  weeks  the  conviction  had  been 
gradually  forcing  itself  inside  the  organ-grinder's 
thick  skull  that  Zeke  was  not  well.  To  be  sure,  his 
appetite  was  as  good  as  ever ;  better  even ;  but  lately 
he  had  appeared  stupid ;  he  seemed  to  have  lost  all 
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enthusiasm  in  his  acting.  In  the  last  village  through 
which  they  had  passed,  certain  persons  had  rebuked 
Spiqelleti  for  carrying  a  sick  monkey.  Zeke  was 
fast  losing  his  hold  on  his  public. 

Lying  in  the  shade  of  the  sugar  house  with  no 
sound  to  distract  his  attention  but  the  hum  of  insects 
and  the  noise  of  a  brook  that  somewhere  trickled 
down  through  the  pasture,  Spiqelleti  was  able  to  set 
his  whole  mental  force  at  work  on  the  problem  of 
Zeke's  future.  After  much  reflection  he  reached  the 
conclusion  that  what  Zeke  needed  was  rest.  A  man 
in  Boston  had  once  offered  him  four  dollars  for  the 
monkey.  If  Zeke  would  be  so  considerate  as  to  live 
one  week,  until  he  could  reach  that  city  on  foot,  he 
would  sell  him  and  buy  a  new  partner.  Perhaps  the 
man  would  refuse  to  pay  four  dollars  for  a  sick 
monkey.  For  a  moment  Spiqelleti  was  downcast. 
Then  his  eyes  brightened  as  an  inspiration  came  to 
him.  Ah  !  In  that  case  he  would  sell  the  monkey 
for  three  dollars  and  a  half ! 

With  this  brilliant  conclusion  to  his  thoughts, 
Spiqelleti  dropped  off  to  sleep. 

The  monkey  hopped  about  catching  insects.  His 
movements  resembled  to  a  slight  degree  those  of  the 
famous  frog  that  was  given  a  meal  of  bird  shot  before 
entering  a  jumping  contest.  In  a  pile  of  old  dry  sap- 
buckets  leaning  against  the  sugar  house  there  were 
scores  of  crickets.  These  Zeke  feasted  upon  while 
the  slow  hours  dragged  by.  A  squirrel  sat  on  a  moss- 
grown  log  chattering  frantically.  Zeke  scrambled 
towards  him  as  far  as  his  chain  would  allow,  whereat 
the  squirrel  retired  up  a  tree,  panic-stricken. 

It  was  an  ideal  place  on  an  August  afternoon,  with 
the  smell  of  the  musty  old  sugar  house,  and  the 
smell  of  peppermint  from  the  brook — a  place  to  think 
over  past  times ;  and  while  Spiqelleti  snored  and 
dreamed  of  far  off  sunny  Italy  and  of  the  fortune  he 
would  some  day  carry  back  to  that  happy  land, 
Zeke's   face  wore    a   thoughtful   expression.  His 
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memory  took  him  away  back  beyond  the  dark 
tragedy  that  had  blighted  his  life  and  made  him  a 
slave  in  a  strange  land — back  to  the  tangled  vines, 
the  gaudy  flowers,  and  the  cocoanuts  of  his  youth. 

The  sun  sank  lower  in  the  west.  The  shadow  of 
the  sugar-house  stretched  farther  out  toward  the  road. 
A  cow-bell  rang  steadily  as  its  wearer  made  her  way 
toward  the  farm-yard  gate.  A  farmer's  wagon  rat- 
tled by ;  its  driver  lashing  the  dust-whitened  weeds  by 
the  roadside  with  his  whip. 

At  the  sound  Spiqelleti  awoke  with  a  grunt  and 
looked  about  him.  Taking  from  his  pocket  their 
joint  supper,  he  divided  it  into  thirds,  giving  the 
monkey  one-third  and  keeping  the  rest  himself. 
Zeke,  with  some  two  hundred  crickets  in  his  interior, 
nevertheless  ate  greedily. 

Half  of  the  sun  protruded  above  the  western  hill  as 
as  Spiqelletti  and  Company  travelled  on ;  the  Com- 
pany riding  on  the  organ  and  abstractedly  searching 
for  certain  minute  insects  in  his  brown  fur.  The  road 
led  down  the  hill  on  the  opposite  side  to  that  which 
they  had  ascended.  In  the  valley  below  was  a  village, 
stretched  in  straggling  disorder  along  the  road. 

As  they  entered  the  village,  Spiqelleti  began  to 
play.    Troups  of  children  came  to  follow  him  about. 

It  was  the  hour  when  the  young  farmers  of  the  sur- 
rounding country  and  also  all  the  idle  men  and  boys 
of  the  village  gathered  on  the  steps  of  the  tavern  and 
the  little  store  to  discuss  the  subjects  of  cows,  horse 
trades  and  early  corn  and  while  away  the  hours  that 
are  the  slowest  of  the  day  in  a  country  village. 

Very  different  from  "  Sweet  Auburn  "  was  this  vil- 
lage. Gathered  on  the  steps  of  the  tavern  was  a 
crowd  of  brutal  men  and  low  minded  boys. 

There  is  no  other  being  so  low  as  the  village 
loafer — no  being  so  near  the  line  that  divides  us  from 
the  brute  creation. 

As  the  dreary  music  of  Spiqelletti's  organ  floated 
through  the  street,  one  sodden  faced  youth  said :  "By 
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gory,  boys  !  Here  comes  one  o'  them  Italian  organ- 
grinders.  By  gosh,  he's  got  a  monkey  too  !  This 
town's  gittin' t' be  darned  lively  b'gosh  !" 

As  Spiqeletti  came  up  he  was  surrounded  by  a 
blatting  crowd. 

"Hi  thar !  Give  us  'Sweet  Marie'.  Make  ther 
monkey  dance,  can't  yer?  Whats  the  matter  with 'im 
anyway?" 

"Give  us  "Devil's  Dream!" 

Spiqelleti  ground  out  the  "Devil's  Dream"  while 
Zeke  danced  and  the  loafers  shuffled  on  the  wooden 
sidewalk  and  shouted  and  swore ;  whereat  the  devil, 
no  doubt,  chuckled  to  himself ;  he  wasn't  dreaming 
then  ;  O,  no  ! 

Poor  little  Zeke.  There  was  no  nature  there 
broad  enough  to  feel  for  him ;  no  mind  large  enough 
to  see  his  sufferings.  How  infinitely  superior  was 
this  monkey  to  his  persecutors  ! 

As  the  "Devil's  Dream"  died  a  violent  death,  there 
was  whispering  on  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd. 

"He  !  he  !  he  !  Say,  Bill,  set  him  on." 

The  organ-grinder  heard  the  words  and  drew  Zeke 
toward  him  with  a  yank  that  nearly  broke  the  mon- 
key's neck. 

"Oh  go  on  playin'  mister.  We  warn't  goin'  to  set 
ther  dog  on  'im,"    said  the  sodden  faced  youth. 

Once  more  the  music  began  and  Zeke  began  again 
to  dance. 

Suddenly  the  crowd  parted  and  a  dog  stood  there 
looking  at  the  monkey,  half  inclined  to  retreat.  Zeke 
turned  towards  Spiqelleti,  trembling.  Some  one  in 
the  crowd  whispered,  "S-sic  'im.'  'There  was  a  rush 
and  a  snarl,  a  scream  from  the  monkey,  and  the  dog 
slunk  away.    Zeke  lay  quivering  on  the  ground. 

Spiqelleti  slipped  the  strap  from  his  shoulder  and 
with  an  Italian  curse  rushed  on  the  crowd.  But  the 
crowd  retired  in  true  country  fashion  and  a  moment 
later  was  scattered  along  the  whole  street  shouting 
and  laughing. 
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Spiqelleti  returned  to  Zeke.  Taking  him  in  his 
arms  and  strapping  the  organ  on  his  back,  he  walked 
hurriedly  toward  the  outskirts  of  the  town. 

*  *  *         ■  *  *  * 

In  the  early  morning  Spiqelleti  awoke.  There  was 
a  sheet  of  white  light  in  the  east.  Two  robbins  were 
quarrelling  in  the  trees  above  his  head.  Rising,  he 
looked  at  the  monkey.  "O  Sacre  !  Da  poor  monk  V* 
he  said,  "No  mon  !  No  four  dolla  !" 

For  Zeke  was  dead.  Happy  Zeke  !  Perhaps  he 
was  in  his  Brazilian  forests  once  more. 

Roland  J.  Dodd. 

IRemembenng* 

At  the  twilight-end 
Of  a  love-day,  my  soul  lies, 
On  my  soul's  breast  Love  dies. 

Dead  Love-of-friend 
Has  a  grey  face,  still  eyes, 
Deep  and  vacant  as  God's  skies. 

This  is  Love's  end. 

Heart's  joy  lain  away, 
Awaiting  a  new  Spring, 
Poor  white  still  little  thing, 

Flower  become  hay  ; 
A  dead  child  in  my  breast 
Keeps  my  heart  without  rest, 

Heavy  alway. 

A  flower  of  yesterday 
I  hold,  no  others  seek  : 
Beauty  fadeth,  like  grey  reek, 

Softly  away. 

Scarlet  turned  grey, 
O  flowers  of  yester-springs, 
Tear-wet,  to  thee  Love  clings — 

Love  clings  alway  ! 
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Uenvoi. 

A  singing  this  is 
Of  things  many  days  dead, 
Of  the  white  worm,  well  fed. 

Fair  things  are  his. 
A  ballad  of  buried  sweets, 
Of  my  soul's  sour  strange  meats, 

Secret,  this  is. 


HE  editor's  hard  face  glowed  as  he  finished  the 


manuscript  and  carefully  laid  it  in  its  enve- 
lope. The  other  man  in  the  sanctum  laughed  a  little 
nervously.  ' 'What's  the  matter,  Billings?"  he  asked. 
4 'Discovered  a  genius?"  Their  magazines  were 
rivals,  and  Billings  had  a  reputation  for  discovering 
authors  from  time  to  time,  who  helped  to  boom  him 
in  a  large  degree.  "Oh,  no,"  answered  the  editor 
carelessly.  "Young.  Fairly  good  work.  We  may 
be  able  to  make  something  out  of  him  with  practice. 
No,  nothing  extraordinary."  And  he  threw  the  letter 
which  had  accompanied  it  upon  the  desk.  His  face 
assumed  its  usual  anxious  expression  and  the  other 
editor  left  the  office  satisfied  that  no  particular 
"scoop"  was  pending.  But  as  soon  as  he  had  gone 
the  editor  again  commenced  to  read  the  work  eagerly, 
influenced  by  it  more  than  he  had  been  by  any  of  his 
former  "finds."  He  recognized  a  genius  in  it  which 
was  equal  to  the  best  of  the  world's  literature. 

"Oh,  no,  nothing  particular,"  he  laughed,  ex- 
citedly. "But  if  this  doesn't  give  us  first  place 
among  the  leaders,  then  my  experience  doesn't  count 
for  anything.  And  for  two  thousand  cash.  Why, 
Hembroke  would  give  five  times  that  and  go  a  mile 
for  the  chance.  Of  course  I  can't  pay  him  now,  but 
I'll  have  to  fix  that  up  in  some  way.  I'll  have  to  get 
the  money  and  buy  this  thing.  Perhaps  I'd  better 
clinch  the  thing,  now  that  I  have  the  chance,  and  in- 


Jean  Ross  Irvine, 


H  ftncfc  of  Satan. 
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terview  him  myself.  Second  floor,  29  Bead  street. 
Good  Lord,  how  did  he  ever  drop  to  that !  I  don't 
believe  I'll  have  to  give  that  two  thousand  for  it.  He 
probably  doesn't  know  it's  value.  I'll  go  myself  this 
afternoon — no,  I'll  go  now  and  interview  my  literary 
friend.  Oh,  he'll  come  down,  but  I'll  have  it  if  he 
doesn't. 

When  he  had  finally  found  the  tenement  and  had 
mounted  the  rickety  stairs  he  stopped,  and,  in  the  dull 
light  of  the  landing  again  read  the  address  on  the 
letter.  Even  then  he  could  scarce  believe  he  was 
right.  He  was  accustomed  to  poverty  among  un- 
known authors,  but  that  the  writer  of  that  magnifi- 
cent production  should  live  in  such  a  place  as  this  was 
beyond  his  power  of  comprehension.  A  weak  voice 
answered  his  knock  and  he  stepped  within  the  room. 

Something  chill  and  frightful  passed  through  his 
nerves.  Something  in  the  racked  form  on  the  bed 
inspired  him  with  awe.  But  surely  there  was  nothing 
to  be  feared  from  this  man  in  the  last  stages  of  con- 
sumption. It  was  with  an  effort  that  he  mustered 
up  courage  to  speak.  "Er — Mr.  Staunton?"  he  in- 
terrogated. 

"Yes;  and  you're  the  man  who— you're  the  edi- 
tor? Oh,  you  can  take  it;  tell  me,  can  you  publish 
it?" 

Billings  shrank  back  from  the  voice.  He  had  a 
feeling  that  he  had  been  before  the  same  mind  be- 
fore, and  the  thought,  unaccompanied  by  physical 
recognition,  awed  and  frightened  him. 

'  'You  seem  to  be  in  a  dangerous  condition,'' said 
he  evasively,  trying  to  collect  his  thoughts. 

"Hopeless;  the  doctor  said  I  couldn't  live  a  week 
two  days  ago,  but  praise  God,  I'll  have  the  satisfac- 
tion of  knowing  that  my  work  has  been  given  to  the 
world  and  that  my  daughter  will  be  provided  for," 
answered  the  sick  man. 

Something  in  the  invocation  of  the  Divinity  startled 
Billings,  and  he  was  becoming  frightfully  nervous. 
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4 ' Well,"  he  said,  briskly,  trying  to  steady  himself, 
"you  know  you  are  asking  a  large  sum,  an  exceed- 
ingly large  sum.  Many  authors,  who  do  very  good 
work,  don't  receive  half  the  amount  you  ask." 

"Then  give  me  it  back,"  cried  the  author.  "Give 
it  back,  I  say,  if  you  don't  want  it.  But  I  think 
you'll  want  it,"  he  added. 

Billings  was  about  ready  to  close  the  bargain  any 
way  he  could.  "I  will  send  you  your  money  within 
two  weeks,"  he  said. 

"I  will  be  dead  within  two  weeks,"  answered  the 
other.  "But  will  you  promise  on  your  soul  to  send  it 
to  my  daughter?" 

"Yes,  I  do,"  answered  Billings,  hurriedly. 

"Here  is  an  envelope  addressed  to  her.  Take  it? 
and  send  it  to  her  within  two  weeks." 

Billings  took  it,  and  as  he  left  the  room  he  detected 
a  look  of  triumph  in  the  eyes  of  the  author.  When  he 
reached  the  open  air  he  was  himself  again. 

"Poor  fool,"  he  thought.  "No  wonder  that 
authors  are  poor.  He  is  a  man  I'm  a  little  afraid  of, 
though,"  he  admitted. 

Two  weeks  later  Billings  was  sitting  in  his  office. 
All  the  men  had  gone.  The  manuscript  had  not  left 
his  presence  since  he  had  received  it,  and  on  the  next 
day  it  was  to  go  into  print.  It  was  nearly  dark  as 
he  drew  it  forth  from  his  pocket.  As  he  did  so  an  ad- 
dressed envelope  fell  from  it  to  the  floor.  Billings 
started  violently.  "Why,  I've  burnt  that  envelope, 
haven't  I?"  he  thought,  drawing  his  hand  across  his 
eyes.  "I'll  make  sure  of  it  now,  anyway,"  and  he 
lit  a  match.  The  envelope  burned  to  ashes,  upon 
which  he  ground  his  heel. 

He  looked  at  the  M.S.  The  surrounding  darkness 
did  not  affect  that.  The  writing  stood  out  boldly 
against  the  paper.  He  started  to  read  but  he  could 
not  collect  his  thoughts.  He  was  conscious  only  of 
the  face  of  the  dying  consumptive  coming  continually 
before  his  mind.    But  gradually  it  began  to  change 
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from  the  image  of  the  material  to  the  consciousness  of 
the  spiritual.  Terror  seized  him,  but  he  could  not 
move  nor  cry  out.  An  indescribable  loathing  came 
over  him.  He  felt  himself  conquered  and  subdued 
by  an  evil  spirit.  Again  the  form  changed.  It  was 
again  physical,  but  it  was  no  longer  an  image.  He 
recognized  the  mind  of  the  dying  man  in  the  face  of 
the  fiend.  The  face  approached  him.  It  peered  into 
his  soul  from  right  before  his  face.  Still  it  ap- 
proached ;  then  suddenly  all  was  black. 

***** 
The  coroner  said  it  was  apoplexy,  but  apoplexy 
didn't  account  for  the  letter  among  the  powdered 
ashes,  with  an  address  that  didn't  exist. 

G.  Stanleigh  Arnold. 

H  Sonnet, 

The  boundless  waves  in  silent  beauty  lie ; 

The  silver-crested  moon  doth  now  ascend, 

And  toward  the  zenith  slow  its  course  doth  wend. 

Then  one  by  one  the  stars  begin  to  die, 

And  Luna  reigns  supreme  throughout  the  sky. 

Her  lustrous  beams  a  charm  to  all  things  lend, 

And  every  ripple,  as  its  crest  doth  bend, 

She  gently  kisses  in  her  majesty. 

O  Nature  !  then  dost  thou  thyself  unveil 

In  thy  most  perfect  form— a  quiet  sea, 

A  moon  whose  golden  glories  never  fail, 

But  render  everything  to  harmony. 

'Tis  then  perchance  our  God,  so  high  above, 

Reveals  Himself  in  glory  and  in  love. 

H.  S.  Wadszvorth. 

fllMr.  IRe^nol&s, 

JT  WAS  on  one  of  the  great  ocean  steamers  of  a 
Spanish-American  line.    I  had  engaged  my  pas- 
sage from  New  York  to  Gibraltar,  and  on  a  fine 
morning  in  the  early  part  of  September  bade  good- 
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bye  to  friends  in  the  city,  and  went  aboard  my  ship, 
full  of  pleasant  anticipations  of  a  fine  ocean  voyage 
and  pleasant  trip  through  Spain  and  southern  France. 
The  weather  was  bright  and  clear,  while  the  wind 
was  just  strong  enough  to  make  the  sailing  cool  and 
delightful.  For  three  days  we  steamed  swiftly  on, 
enjoying  every  minute  of  the  beautiful  fall  days,  and 
with  everyone  from  captain  to  cabin  boy  in  the  best  of 
spirits. 

My  ship  was  one  of  the  finest  of  those  that  fly  be- 
tween New  York,  Gibraltar  and  the  Mediterranean 
ports.  It  was  fitted  up  with  all  the  magnificence  of  a 
palace,  and  like  all  the  great  ocean  steamers  of  today, 
contained  everything  that  could  possibly  add  to  the 
comfort  of  its  passengers.  My  state-room,  situated 
on  the  upper  deck,  was  an  especially  pleasant  one, 
and  although  I  would  have  preferred  to  have  had  it  to 
myself,  I  made  no  objection  when  a  second  gentleman 
was  assigned  to  the  same  room  to  occupy  the  second 
berth.  In  fact,  I  very  soon  began  to  congratulate 
myself  on  having  secured  so  pleasant  a  travelling 
companion  as  this  gentleman  appeared  to  be. 

Mr.  Reynolds  seemed  like  a  perfect  gentlemen. 
He  was  a  tall  man  of  some  six  feet  two,  powerfully 
built,  and  looked  strong  enough  for  a  foot  ball  player. 
His  face  was  strong  and  determined,  and  a  heavy 
black  beard,  together  with  thick  black  eye  brows, 
gave  him  quite  a  fierce  appearance.  He  was  dressed 
quietly  but  stylishly  in  clothes  of  the  latest  London 
cut,  which  well  set  off  his  athletic  proportions.  The 
moment  that  I  heard  him  speak  I  was  immediatelefy 
attracted  to  him,  for  his  was  the  cultured  and  refined 
voice  of  an  educated  gentleman.  In  short,  I  took  him 
for  a  wealthy  and  well-bred  American  who  was  off 
for  a  pleasure  trip  on  the  continent,  and  decided  at 
once  that  I  should  enjoy  his  company. 

For  the  first  few  days  of  the  voyage  we  were  con- 
stantly together,  and  also  saw  a  great  deal  of  two 
friends  of  Mr.  Reynold's,  very  pleasant  gentlemen? 


132 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


who  were  to  take  the  continental  tour  with  him.  Set- 
ting out  on  deck  with  nothing  to  do  but  read  or  write 
or  talk,  and  seeking  to  spend  the  days  as  pleasantly 
as  possible,  the  time  passed  very  rapidly.  Hour  after 
hour  Mr.  Reynolds  would  recount  stories  of  former 
trips  through  Spain  and  other  countries,  and  showed 
quite  an  astonishing  knowledge  of  all  the  countries. 
In  fact  he  was  a  fine  talker  on  every  subject,  and  I 
came  to  like  him  more  and  more. 

At  the  end  of  the  third  day  out  the  weather  began 
to  change.  The  wind  rose  to  a  gale,  and  for  some 
twenty-four  hours  the  big  ship  rolled  and  pitched  and 
lurched.  While  this  was  going  on  Mr.  Reynolds 
and  I  thought  that  discretion  was  the  better  part  of 
valor,  and  staid  in  our  berths.  But  we  were  both  old 
sailors,  and  only  for  a  short  time  were  we  troubled  by 
any  feelings  of  sickness.  But  although  Mr.  Rey- 
nolds seemed  perfectly  well,  the  slight  feeling  of 
sickness  that  he  had  for  a  short  time  experienced, 
together  with  the  rolling  of  the  boat,  had  a  very  strange 
effect  upon  him.  Usually  so  affable  and  pleasant,  he 
became  very  moody  and  silent,  and  I  thought  from 
his  sulky  manner  that  I  must  have  been  doing  some- 
thing to  provoke  him.  Try  as  I  might,  during  the 
whole  day  that  the  storm  continued,  I  could  not  get 
a  word  out  of  him.  All  day  I  watched  him  as  he  lay 
with  his  back  to  me,  apparently  not  sick,  but  simply 
very  moody  and  unsociable.  I  thought  little  of  it 
however,  and  went  to  sleep  that  night  in  the  best  of 
I  spirits,  hoping  for  a  better  day  on  the  morrow. 

It  was  about  six  o'clock  the  next  morning  when, 
dozing  half  way  between  consciousness  and  sleep,  I 
felt  rather  than  saw  my  friend,  Mr.  Reynolds,  rise 
from  his  bed  and  go  to  the  window.  Then  I  dozed 
off  for  a  few  moments,  I  do  not  know  how  long.  But 
suddenly  I  woke  with  a  start.  Mr.  Reynolds  was 
standing  in  the  middle  of  the  small  stateroom,  bare 
from  his  waist  up.  His  heavy  black  hair  was  wildly 
disordered  and  his  beard,  torn  and  matted,  stood  out 


133 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


like  bristles  all  over  his  face.  His  fierce,  dark  eyes 
had  in  them  a  wild  and  angry  look  that  made  me 
quake  with  fear.  In  a  second  a  wave  of  horror  swept 
over  me ;  the  man  before  me,  I  felt  was  mad.  He 
was  staring,  staring  straight  at  me,  eyeing  me  from 
head  to  foot  with  a  wild  glassy  stare.  In  his  righ 
hand  he  held  a  heavy  razor,  in  his  left  a  strap  upon 
which  he  was  drawing  the  razor  slowly,  deliberately, 
up  and  down,  up  and  down.  With  eyes  fixed  steadily 
upon  me,  and  without  moving  a  muscle  for  some 
moments,  ages  it  seemed,  he  continued  to  slap  the 
razor  back  and  forth.  At  last  it  was  sharp  enough, 
and  feeling  of  the  blade's  edge  as  he  came,  slowly  he 
approached  my  bed.  His  wild  eyes,  meanwhile,  were 
ever  fixed  upon  me.  He  reached  the  bed  and  leaned 
down  till  his  ghastly  face  almost  touched  mine. 

"I  am  going  to  kill  you,"  he  said,  "I  hope  you  are 
ready  to  die." 

The  sight  of  the  man  and  his  terrible  words  froze 
all  the  blood  in  my  body,  and  for  a  few  seconds  I  was 
stiff  with  fear.  But  the  fearful  danger  of  the  situa- 
tion, and  the  need  of  quick  action  soon  roused  me, 
and  I  began  to  recover  my  presence  of  mind.  To 
have  attempted  to  resist  the  powerful  maniac  would 
have  been  folly,  and  would  have  brought  the  keen 
razor  to  my  throat  in  an  instant.  For  a  full  minute 
I  did  nothing  but  lay  there  still,  endeavoring  to  gather 
my  wits  together,  with  the  mad  man  still  bending  over 
me.  At  last,  by  a  supreme  effort,  I  nerved  myself 
and  spoke. 

''Well,  my  dear  Mr.  Reynolds,"  I  said,  "I  am 
perfectly  ready  to  die,  but  can  you  not  wait  a  few 
moments?  Give  me  time  to  get  into  my  clothes,  and 
then  I  will  be  at  your  disposal.  But  I  am  only  dress- 
ed in  these  blue  pajamas,  and  it  would  mortify  me 
greatly  to  have  the  people  come  in  and  find  me  in 
such  a  costume.    It  will  not  take  me  a  second.'' 

The  man  above  me  grinned,  hesitated,  and  then 
said  : 
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"All  right,  get  into  your  pantaloons,  I  can  wait  a 
few  minutes,  for  there  is  plenty  of  time.  I  want  to 
finish  the  job  up  nicely.  I'll  get  my  razor  sharp  while 
you  dress.  Make  yourself  look  fine,  for  I  want  the 
corpse  to  be  of  as  good  an  appearance  as  possible.'' 

With  that  he  walked  slowlv  over  to  the  window, 
and,  taking  his  eyes  off  from  me  for  the  first  time, 
began  again  to  draw  the  razor  up  and  down  the  strap. 
The  room  seemed  all  in  a  whirl ;  I  could  not  move  a 
muscle,  but  only  saw  with  horror  the  half  naked  luna- 
tic and  his  huge  razor.  Soon,  however,  the  thought 
that  my  very  life  depended  upon  my  coolness  and 
self  possession  steadied  me  a  little.  With  the  greatest 
effort  I  got  upon  my  feet.  Every  second  I  expected 
to  see  the  man  in  the  opposite  corner  turn  and  rush 
upon  me,  and  already  I  seemed  to  feel  the  razor  blade 
at  my  throat.  But  once  only  he  turned  and  gave  me 
a  fiendish  leer.  My  legs  could  hardly  bear  my 
weight.  I  staggered,  and  then  by  an  effort  recovered 
myself  and  with  difficulty  reached  the  chair  near  the 
door,  upon  which  my  clothes  were  lying.  There 
seemed  but  one  thing  for  me  to  do,  to  slip  into  my 
trousers,  and  then,  being  near  the  door,  make  a  des- 
perate break  for  the  cabin.  But  whether  I  could  get 
the  door  unlocked  and  open  and  secure  assistance 
before  the  mad-man  would  be  upon  me,  was  the  ques- 
tion. But  I  had  no  other  resource  left  me.  Gathering 
together  all  my  wits  and  strength,  I  got  my  panta- 
loons on,  and  sidled  slowly  toward  the  door.  The 
fear  and  suspense  was  sickening.  With  a  sudden 
bound  I  was  at  the  door,  undid  the  locked,  and  as  the 
maniac,  razor  in  hand,  sprang  across  the  room,  I 
darted  out  into  the  cabin,  and,  rushing  frantically 
through  it,  ran  square  into  three  of  the  ship's  officers 
who  were  coming  toward  me.  Overcome  by  terror, 
and  by  the  relief  of  having  met  some  protectors,  I 
sank  down  on  the  floor  and  looked  helplessly  on,  as, 
after  a  violent  struggle,  the  officers  overcame  the  mad- 
man and  got  him  into  irons. 
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When  it  was  all  over,  it  was  discovered,  that  this 
Mr.  Reynolds  had  been  insane  all  along,  and  was 
crossing  the  ocean  under  the  charge  of  two  keepers, 
the  two  gentlemen  whom  I  had  seen  so  often  on  the 
deck.  He  had  seemed  so  well  and  so  steady  that  the 
keepers  had  deemed  it  perfectly  safe  to  allow  him  to 
occupy  the  cabin  with  me.  The  storm,  however,  and 
perhaps  other  circumstances,  had  brought  out  his 
insanity  at  a  time  so  unfortunate  for  me,  and  had 
turned  him  for  the  time  being  into  a  raving  maniac. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  never  since  that  day  have 
I  shared  a  stateroom  with  any  stranger. 

Ib^actntbus, 

Sweet  Hyacinth,  thou  Harbinger  of  Spring  ! 
Dost  know,  whence  thou  derived  thv  ancient  name 
And  purple  petals  beautiful? 

The  sun 

Between  the  coming  and  the  banished  night, 
Apart  by  equal  space  from  each  pole  stood, 
When  Phoebus  and  the  youthful  Hyacinth 
Beside  Eurotas'  strand,  in  friendly  game 
Of  hurling  forth  the  quoit,  began. 

Alas! 

By  some  mischance,  the  quoit,  rebounding,  struck 
The  fair  young  face  of  Hyacinth.  Phoebus, 
The  god,  turns  deathly  pale,  and  tenderly 
Wipes  dry  the  flowing  wound,  and  oft  revives 
The  fleeting  youthful  life,  applying  herbs. 
Though  god  he  was,  his  skill  avails  him  naught. 

As  in  a  garden  watered,  a  man  may 

The  heads  of  lilies  from  their  golden  boughs. 

Of  violets  and  poppies  red,  break  off ; 

As  these  fallen  to  earth  soon  droop  and  die ; 

So  lay  his  dying  face. 
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Then  lo  !  the  blood 
Which  stained  the  grass  now  ceases  to  be  blood ; 
And  from  the  tinctured  earth  a  flower  springs, 
Of  brighter  hue  than  purple  Tyrian  ; 
In  form  like  that  which  lilies  have ;  and  he 
Who  was  unwitting  author  of  the  deed 
Upon  the  petals  writes  his  groan  :  Ai,  Ai ! 
Which  you,  sweet  Hyacinth,  bear  to  this  day. 

/.  Stafford  Goddard. 

MIRAGE.  

Deacon  Smart 

A  good  old  man  was  Deacon  Smart,  and  he  had 
the  affection  of  everyone  in  his  little  church.  If  a 
Wednesday  evening  had  come,  and  the  poor  old 
deacon  had  not  been  ready  to  offer  prayer  in  his 
cracked  voice,  or  to  give  4 'testimony,"  the  prayer 
meeting  would  not  have  seemed  like  prayer  meet- 
ing. It  was  not  that  he  said  anything  in  particular. 
;  His  prayers  were  always 

"We  thank  Thee  most  kindly  for  this  meeting  to- 
night." 

The  talks  that  he  gave  were  usually  but  little  more 
original,  and  yet  we  all  preferred  to  listen  to  Deacon 
Smart  saying  nothing  than  to  hear  a  most  splendid 
I  talk  from  anyone  else. 

There  were  one  or  two  subjects  in  particular  upon 
I  which  the  old  man  delighted  to  dwell,  and  there  was 
y  nothing  he  liked  better  than  to  tell  us  about  the  death 
\  of  some  happy  lamb  of  his  flock.    Upon  every  pos- 
sible occasion  he  would  relate  with  the  greatest  gusto, 
!  omitting  not  a  single  detail,  how  he  had  recently  been 
in  at  the  death  of  some  beloved  brother  or  sister.  On 
one  occasion  not  long  ago,  when  the  prayer  meeting 
\  was  opened  and  opportunity  given  to  anyone  who  so 
desired  to  speak,  the  deacon  slowly  rose  from  his 
chair  and  burying  his  hands  in  the  lapels  of  his 
ancient  gray  coat  and  clearing  his  harsh  and  unmusi- 
cal throat,  began  in  his  cracked  and  drawling  voice : 
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4 'Friends,  Brethren  and  Sisters  :  This  week  did  I 
offer  words  of  consolation  to  the  dying.  It  has  been 
one  of  the  happiest  weeks  in  my  life,  for  I  have  had 
the  privilege  of  standing  by  the  death  beds  of  two  of 
my  dearest  friends  as  they  were  about  to  depart  with 
clean  souls  for  the  happy  beyond." 

On  another  occasion  he  said  : 

'  'Friends  and  Brethren  :    Since  we  met  last  in  this 
holy  sanctuary  a  beloved  deacon  has  passed  from  this  'I 
life,  and  I  saw  him  go.     Oh,  my  dear  friends,  I  am 
never  so  happy  as  when  I  am  standing  by  the  death-  I 
bed  of  a  deacon. 

Evening  after  evening  Deacon  Smart  would  ramble 
on  in  the  same  strain,  telling  how  many  had  died  of 
late  and  how  he  had  always  been  with  them  to  offer 
words  of  consolation  at  the  end.  But  no  matter  what 
he  might  say  we  ever  delighted  to  hear  him,  and  how  1 1 
sorry  we  were  when  on  a  cold  day  in  January  we  in 
our  turn  were  called  to  the  bedside  of  our  old  friend 
to  comfort  and  cheer  him  in  his  last  moments  as  he 
had  so  often  comforted  others. 

Fox.   X ' 

ZTbe  ©rgart  at  ©tts. 

Stuart  Clinton,  the  millionaire,  was  dead,  and  it 
mattered  to  but  few.     It  mattered  a  great  deal  to  the  J 
small  town  where  he  had  been  brought  up,  as  the 
townspeople  hoped  that  he  had  left  some  portion  of 
his  great  wealth  to  his  native  place.     However  they 
did  not  expect  it,  as  Clinton  had  left  home  too  early 
to  have  much  love  for  the  town  or  its  inhabitants.  A 
few  days  later  when  the  will  was  published,  towards  I 
the  end  it  read;  "I  hereby  bestow  upon  the  'First 
Congregational  Church'  of  Otis,  ten  thousand  dollars, 
with  the  condition  that  with  it  an  organ  be  bought  for 
said  church,  and  the  money  be  used  for  that  purpose  | 
only." 

The  townspeople  were  astonished  but  nevertheless 
pleased.  In  a  short  time,  the  money  having  been  re- 
ceived by  the  treasurer  of  the  church,  a  parish  meet- 
ing was  called  and  a  committee  of  three  appointed  to 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


go  to  New  York  to  purchase  the  organ.  Having  vis- 
ited various  establishments  there, the  committee  finally 
came  to  a  store  where  they  were  shown  an  organ  but 
newly  invented  and  self  playing.  Although  at  first 
doubtful  as  to  whether  it  could  play  hymns, they  were 
at  last  convinced  and  determined  to  purchase  it.  In 
due  time  the  organ  arrived  at  Otis  and  was  set  up. 
Christmas  was  decided  upon  as  the  day  when  it  should 
first  be  used,  a  large  congregation  was  expected,  a 
well-known  minister  was  to  officiate  and  it  was  looked 
forward  to  as  a  great  event. 

Early  on  Christmas  day  the  people  began  to  arrive 
and  soon  the  church  was  filled.  The  minister  began 
the  exercises  with  a  few  words  of  prayer  after  which 
the  choir  was  to  sing  one  of  those  old  familiar  hymns 
the  country  people  so  enjoy.  The  people  anxiously 
awaited  the  critical  moment  and  straightway  the  organ 
began  to  play.  At  first  they  could  not  believe  their 
ears  but  as  they  listened  there  was  no  mistaking  the 
martial  strains  of  '  'Yankee  Doodle".  While  the  organ- 
ist was  trying  in  vain  to  stop  it,  the  surprised  congre- 
gation had  nothing  to  do  except  await  the  end  of  the 
piece,  but  no  sooner  had  the  organ  stopped  than  it 
struck  up  again.  This  time  it  was  "Annie  Laurie". 
A  stir  went  through  the  people,  the  minister  became 
uneasy  and  one  old  woman  became  positively  frantic. 
Yet  the  organ  still  played  on,  and  having  finished 
"Annie  Laurie"  started  on  another,  and  still  another. 
The  people  became  desperate,  some  one  shouted  to 
stop  it  and  not  a  few  left  the  church.  When  finally 
it  had  stopped,  the  minister  arose  with  a  tired  look  on 
his  face  and  continued  the  service.  Very  little  atten- 
tion was  paid  his  sermon  and  all  were  glad  when  it 
was  finished. 

The  next  day  an  expert  was  summoned  who  as- 
certained that  the  attachment,  instead  of  being  sup- 
plied with  hymns,  had  been  furnished  with  a  select 
number  of  the  most  popular  tunes  of  the  day.  The 
wrong  attachment  must  then  have  been  shipped  to 
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Otis.  This  was  finally  exchanged  for  the  right  one, 
but  the  church  never  recovered  from  the  great  disgrace, 
which  was  a  standing  joke  for  years  after. 

Emerson  Woods  Baker. 

Zo  a  Star. 

O  gleaming  star  in  Heaven's  dome, 

Far  off  in  silent  night, 
Who  lookest  down  upon  the  Earth 

With  radiance  of  light. 

Oft  when  the  darkening  shadows  fall, 

And  Man  from  care  is  free, 
While  beast  and  bird  seek  sweet  repose, 

I  sit  and  gaze  at  thee. 

Though  wintry  blasts,  o'er  troubled  waves, 

Rage  loud,  with  direful  wrath  ; 
Or  Summer  sephyrs  calmly  breath 

On  flowrets  near  my  path  ; 

Thou  glidest  onward  in  thy  course, 

With  quiet,  steadfast  gleam, 
As  floats  the  fallen  willow  leaf 

Along  the  meadow  stream. 

O  lamp  unto  the  angels'  feet, 

In  that  vast  firmament, 
Reveal  thy  secret,  how  to  live 

In  silent,  sweet  content ! 

C.  E.  Meyer. 

Books  Received. 
Flashlights  on  Nature,  Grant  Allen.     Doubleday,  McClure 
&  Co.  $1.50. 

The  Boys  of  '98,  James  Otis.    Dana,  Eates  &  Co.  #1.50. 
Sicilian  Idylls,  Jane  Minot  Sedgwick.     Copeland  &  Day. 
75  cents. 

Stories  in  Light  and  Shadow,  Bret  Harte.  Houghton,  Mif- 
flin &  Co.  #1.50. 

The  Black  Curtain,  Flora  Haines  Loughead.  Houghton, 
Muffin  &  Co.  $1.50. 
140 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


THE 

Phillips  Andover  Mirror. 

BDitonal  ;©oar&: 

JEAN  ROSS  IRVINE,  Wyoming,  ManagingEditor. 
ROBERT  LOUNSBURY  BLACK,  Ohio, 

ALAN  FOX,  Michigan. 
KILBURN  D.  CLARK,  Vermont,  Business  Manager. 

The  Magazine  is  conducted  by  the  Editors  in  connection  with 

Gbe  Contributing  DBoaro: 

FRED  LEWIS  COLLINS,  ROBERT  EWELL, 

CHARLES  T.  RYDER,  EMERSON  W.  BAKER, 

I.  STAFFORD  GODDARD. 

THE  MIRROR  is  published  on  the  fifteenth  of  October,  Novem- 
ber, December,  February,  April,  May  and  June  of  each  Academic 
year,  by  the  students  of  Phillips  Andover  Academy. 

The  subscription  price  is  $1.50  per  year,  or  25  cents  per  single 
number,  payable  in  advance. 

It  is  the  purpose  of  the  magazine,  first,  to  promote  literary  life 
in  the  school.  With  this  in  view,  the  editors  will  strive  not  only  to 
secure  the  best  works  from  the  best  pens,  but  also  to  encourage  and, 
so  far  as  possible,  to  assist  men  not  habituated  to  writing. 

The  magazine  is  intended,  as  well,  for  a  medium  of  communica- 
tion between  the  undergraduate  body  and  the  alumni.  To  this  end, 
a  paper  by  some  prominent  alumnus  will  appear  in  each  number,  if 
possible,  and  a  special  department  will  be  devoted  to  alumni  notes. 

The  Editors  will  recruit  the  Contributing  Board  as  occasion  de- 
mands, from  men  who  have  shown  marked  ability  in  the  quality 
and  amount  of  their  work  for  the  magazine. 

From  the  contributing  board  will  be  filled  all  the  vacancies  arising 
from  time  to  time  on  the  Editorial  staff. 

All  contributions  should  be  addressed  to  Editors  of  Phillips 
Andover  Mirror,  and  all  business  communications  to 

Kikburn  D.  Clark, 

Business  Manager. 

Phillips  Academy, 

Andover,  Mass, 


EDITORIALS.  

J>  A  man  who  is  studying  hard  does  not  find  time  to 
do  much  reading  outside  of  his  obligatory  work.  If 
there  is  any  time  to  spare,  it  is,  of  course,  much  better 
to  spend  it  out  of  doors.  But,  in  this  way,  the  intel- 
lectual enjoyment,  which  is  more  or  less  necessary 
to  good  mental  work,  is  not  taken.  Not  one  student 
in  ten  realizes  how  much  really  interesting  matter 
there  is  in  his  every  day  school  work.  The  average 
student  prepares  his  recitations  from  the  stand- 
point of  doing  a  disagreeable  duty  as  quickly  as  pos- 
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sible,  and  never  once  tries  to  find  amusement  within 
them.  He  still  retains  the  standard  which  he  formed  of 
textbooks  in  his  first  school  days,  and  he  believes  that 
the  books  prescribed  for  the  work  must  naturally  be 
hard  and  uninteresting.  In  after  life  men  gradually 
learn  that  they  must  take  enjoyment  from  their  work 
if  they  are  to  enjoy  life  at  all,  but  in  school  life  there 
are  so  many  other  ways  of  having  a  good  time,  that 
the  more  lasting  enjoyment  which  the  better  part  of 
the  courses  can  afford  is  entirely  overlooked  and  lost. 
&  Last  year  Andover  had  a  good  chess  team,  in 
which  the  school  evinced  considerable  interest,  but 
this  3'ear  the  club  seems  to  have  lost  all  its  life.  A 
year  ago  at  this  time  not  only  had  the  school  tourna- 
ment been  played,  but  a  match  had  been  held  with 
the  Harvard  freshmen,  and  several  others  had  been 
arranged,  including  the  Harvard  University  Club. 

&  Unless  more  is  done  toward  arranging  matches 
than  there  seems  to  be  at  present,  there  is  no  good 
prospect  of  holding  any  until  next  term  at  the  earliest. 
By  that  time  the  chess  club  members  naturally  begin 
to  lose  their  interest,  for  there  are  outdoor  sports  for 
recreation.  Andover  has,  unfortunately,  lost  the 
assistance  of  Mr.  Ryder,  who,  by  the  way,  has  de- 
feated some  of  the  best  players  of  Europe  ;  neverthe- 
less, the  club  ought  to  take  care  of  itself. 

&  For  the  last  two  years  Andover  has  challenged 
Exeter,  but  Exeter  has  not  accepted,  and  it  certainly 
is  not  her  duty  to  challenge  again.  There  seems  to 
be  more  interest  in  the  game  at  Exeter  than  formerly, 
and  nothing  would  benefit  both  clubs  so  much  as  a 
match  between  them.  There  are  not  many  ways  that 
contests  other  than  athletic  can  be  held  between  the 
schools,  and  chess  opens  a  field  for  a  battle  just  as 
hard  to  win  as  the  athletic  contests  are.  Why  does 
not  the  chess  club  wake  up  and  throw  aside  its  ten- 
dency to  procrastination. 
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EXCHANGES.  

The  Old  Spinet. 
It  is  slim  and  trim  and  spare, 
Like  the  slender  Lady  Clare, 
In  the  gowns  they  used  to  wear 

Long  ago. 
And  it  stands  there  in  the  gloom, 
Of  the  gabled  attic  room, 
Like  a  ghost  whose  vacant  tomb 

None  may  know. 
I  can  see  the  lady's  hands 
White  as  lilies,  as  she  stands 
Strumming  fragments  of  Durand's 

On  the  keys. 
And  I  hear  the  thin,  sweet  strain 
Of  the  Plymouth  hymns  again, 
Like  the  sob  of  windless  rain 

In  the  trees. 
She  would  play  the  minuet 
For  the  stately,  stepping  set, 
While  the  ardent  dancers  met, 

Hands  and  hearts. 
Did  the  old-time  spinet  care 
If  Dan  Cupid,  unaware, 
Pricked  the  breasts  of  brave  and  fair 

With  his  dart? 
Now  the  spiders  with  their  floss, 
Up  and  down  the  key  board  cross, 
And  the  strings  are  dull  as  dross, 

Once  so  bright. 
No  one  cares  to  touch  the  keys — 
Stained  old  yellow  ivories, 
Save  the  ghosts  some  dreamer  sees 

In  the  night. 
James  Buchanan,  in  N.  E.  Cons'v'y  Magazint. 

Lullaby. 
De  san'  man's  comin'  in  yo*  eyes. 

Shet  yo'  eyes,  ma  baby  ! 
De  stars  is  twinklin'  in  de  skies. 

Shet  yo'  eyes,  ma  baby  I 
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De  big  white  moon  'bove  de  hill 
Is  shinin'  on  de  ol'  co'n  mill, 
A-listenin'  to  de  whip-po'-will. 

Shet  yo'  eyes,  ma  baby  ! 
De  wolf's  a-prowling  in  de  night. 

Shet  yo*  eyes,  ma  baby  ! 
De  ghosts  is  walkin'  till  de  light. 

Shet  yo*  eyes,  ma  baby  ! 
But  mammy's  here,  so  don'  yo'  cry, 
Dey  ain't  a-gwine  to  make  yo'  die ; 
She's  gwine  to  watch  yo',  settin'  by. 

Shet  yo'  eyes,  ma  baby  ! 

IV.  F.  Sellers,  'gg,  in  Ye  Lit,  Exeter, 

A  Valentine. 
I  ain'  so  ve'y  hain'some,  and  I  ain'  so  ve'y  good, 

And  the  fac'  is  I'm  mos'ly  mighty  po'. 
And  they  say  there  ain'  no  reason  why  on  yearth  I  eveh  should 

Come  a-bangin'  an'  a-knockin'  at  yo'  do'. 
But,  honey,  I  has  seen  yo'  lookin'  at  me  wif  yo'  eyes 
Kinder  smiley,  tell  I  done  make  up  my  min' 
'At  I'll  hide  away  my  razor,  and  I'll  toe  up  to  the  line, 
'At  I  wo'n'  steal  no  mo'  chickens  'cept  the  little  lonesome  kin' ; 
'At  I'll  go  on  up  to  Shiloh,  an'  I'll  tell  'em  'at  I'll  jine, 
If  you'll  say  you  wanteh  be  my  valentine. 

Melissa  Hill,  igoo,  in  The  Kalends. 

THE  MONTH.  

February  18.  Andover  is  defeated  by  Exeter  in  a  relay 
race  at  the  B.  A.  A.  meet. 

February  22.  Washington's  Birthday.  Holiday  given  to 
the  school. 

February  25.  The  class  of  '99  holds  the  regular  senior 
banquet  at  the  Parker  House. 

February  27.    Candidates  for  base  ball  team  called  out. 

February  28.  A  small  mass  meeting  held  to  consider  the 
project  of  securing  a  new  athletic  field. 

March  4.  A  large  number  of  Andover  men  run  in  the 
Boston  College  athletic  games. 

March  10.  Mr.  Stearns  gives  an  address  before  Philo  on 
"The  Traditions  of  Andover." 
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LEAVES  FROM  PHILLIPS  IVY.  

Trustee. — Theodore  M.  Osborne  was  born  in  Peabody, 
Nov.  24,  1849,  graduated  from  Harvard  in  187 1,  spent  one 
year  studying  civil  engineering  at  M.  I.  T.,  and  followed  that 
profession  for  two  years.  In  1873  he  was  appointed  librarian 
of  the  Peabody  Institute,  at  his  native  town,  in  1880  was  ad- 
mitted to  the  Essex  bar  and  in  1888  was  appointed  clerk  of 
the  equity  session  of  the  Superior  Court.  He  has  been  for 
five  years  trustee  of  Phillips  Academy.  He  died  after  a  long 
illness  with  nervous  prostration,  Feb.  6,  1899. 

'20. — In  1820  a  boy  eleven  years  old,  living  at  Middleton, 
entered  the  Academy.  This  boy  was  William  Johnson  Curtis 
Kenney,  and  he  became  the  general  freight  agent  at  Boston 
of  the  Eastern  Railroad,  i852-'72  ;  of  the  Boston  and  Maine 
Railroad,  187 2 -'89.  He  was  later  in  the  general  manager's 
office.  He  died  at  Danvers,  Feb.  5,  1899. 
/  '56 — Edward  DeCost  McKay  died  Jan.  31,  1899,  at  a 
sanitarium  in  Southern  Pines,  N.  C,  from  heart  disease. 
After  graduating  at  Yale  in  i860  he  was  in  the  wholesale  shoe 
business  at  Hudson,  N.  Y.,  and  later  was  agent  of  the  New 
York  Life  Insurance  Co. 

'6r. — At  the  annual  meeting  of  the  Massachusetts  G.  A.  R., 
Peter  D.  Smith  was  elected  Senior  Vice-Commander. 

'74. — The  New  Hampshire  Legislature  re-elected  Arthur 
E.  Clarke,  of  Manchester,  state  public  printer. 

'86. — John  Peters  Stevens  has  lately  become  junior  partner 
in  the  well-known  commission  firm  of  Faulkner,  Page  &  Co. 

'87. — Everett  D.  Chadwick  is  associated  with  the  firm  of 
Causten  &  Browne,  31  State  St.,  Boston,  and  is  devoting  him- 
self to  patent  and  copyright  law. 

'89. — Colgate  Baker  contributes  a  story  to  Harper's  Round 
Table,  entitled,  "Billy  of  Battery  B." 

'90, — Thomas  Cochran,  Jr.  is  engaged  in  constructing  an 
electric  railroad  from  Hudson  to  Albany,  N.  Y. 

'90. — Andrew  S.  Taylor  has  opened  an  office  in  the  Pru- 
dential building,  Newark,  N.  J.,  where  he  is  practising  law. 

'91. — The  marriage  of  Maria  Louise  Mott  and  Edgar  S. 
Auchincloss  took  place  Feb.  14,  1899  in  New  York  city. 

'91. — Kimball  J.  Colby  was  recently  elected  a  member  o^ 
the  school  committee  in  the  town  of  Methuen. 
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'gz. — Harry  J.  Fisher,  Yale  '96,  has  joined  the  advertising 
department  of  Munsey's. 

'94. — Philip  S.  Goulding  is  studying  to  be  a  librarian  at 
Albany,  N.  Y.    His  address  is  234  Lark  St. 

'94. — Victor  M.  Tyler  and  Jessie  B.  Patterson  were  mar- 
ried Feb.  14,  1899  at  Los  Angeles,  Cal. 

'96. — Frank  M.  Atterholt,  Jr.  and  Walter  S.  Page  are  two 
of  the  eight  Ten  Eyck  prize  speakers  selected  from  the  jun- 
ior class  at  Yale. 

'96. — Arthur  Drinkwater  has  been  elected  president  of  the 
Harvard  cricket  club. 

•96. — George  C.  Thrall  has  taken  a  position  in  the  Detroit 
Machine  Screw  works. 
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CARL  J.  HORNER, 


*  ZDbe  ♦  flbbotograpber, 

U  WINTER  ST.,  BOSTON. 

Special  IRates  .  . . 

To  Students  of  Phillips 
Andover  Academy  


Class  Morfc  a  Specialty. 

ELEVATOR  TO  STUDIO. 

QOflL.  WOOD. 

FRANK  E.  GLEASON, 

( Successor  to  John  Cornell.) 

Carter's  Block,  Andover,  Mass.  coal  delivered  to  the  room. 

STRAW.  HAT. 

A.  Shuman  &  Company, 

Summer  and  Washington  Sts.,  Boston, 

'§  Clothiers  and  Oiitli 

Hats,  Shoes,  Furnishing  Goods. 

Bicycle  and  Golf  Apparel. 

EVENING  DRESS  A  SPECIALTY,  READY-MADE, 
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LOUIS  ALEXANDER 


FORMERLY  OF 


Fifth  Avenue,  New  York 

f'Hnporter  and  Tafloi% 


65  (^ntral  §t, 

$  -boWell,  Mass. 

TRUNKS 

Tbe 

and  BAGS. 

Co. 

• 

P  F  DFVINF 

I.J.    ULI  l|!L. 

HATTERS, 

TDIIMI/  MAMIICAnTIIDCD 

nilTCITTCDO 

UUiMI  Itno 

410  Essex  St., 

# 

LAWRENCE. 

88    Merrimac  St., 

158    BOYLSTON  ST., 

LOWELL. 

BOSTON. 

ANDREW  J.  LLOYD  &  CO., 

I^escriptioi)  0pttc^DS, 

find  Dealers  in  photographic  Supplies 

Main  Store,  323-325  Washington  Street,  (opp.  Old  South  Church,) 
Branch,  454  Boylston  Street,  cor.  Berkeley  Street, 

=  BOSTON  = 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


CHARLES  E.  ABBOTT,  M.D.    Q  U   GILBERT,  |A.  D.  S. 

Dental  Rooms. 


|  PHYSICIAN 
land  SURGEON, 


70  Main  St.,  Andover. 

Office  Hours: 
Until  9  a.  m.J  1  to  3,  6  to  8  p.  m. 


BANK  BUILDING, 
ANDOVER,    -  MASS. 


H.  P.  CHd5E, 

g  icicles  and  Sporting  Goods, 

BICYCLES  CLEANED  AND  REPAIRED. 

Musgrove  Block,  -  Andover. 


THE 


(Dansion  House, 

On  the  Hill,  near  Phillips  Academy. 

Open  the   year  round.  Enlarged 
and  Newly  furnished.  Terms 
$12.50  to  $17,50  a  week. 
$2.00  to  $3.00 
per  day. 


Lewis  T.  Hardy.  Joseph  F.  Cole. 

HHRDY  8t  COLE, 

ESSEX  ST.,  ANDOVER, 


mum 


Builders  •  Lumber  Dealers 


E.  P.  HitcbcocK,  Prop 


is 


Box  Making  Planing-,  Sawing-  and  Match 
ing  done  to  order. 

Kindling  Wood  by  the  Load. 


M.    T.  WALSH, 

DEALER  IN 


Stoves,  Ranges  and  Furnaces 

PtgmblofcStgm  and  Hot  Water jjeating.    $hop,  ESSGX  St.,  AlltlOVer. 


Dr.  J.  F.  Richards, 

Dr.  C.  W.  Scott, 

94  Main  Street, 

Main  Street, 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Office  Hours  : 

Office  Hours  : 

Till  9  a.m. ;  i  to  t,  p.m.  ;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Till  9  a.m. ;  1  to  3  p.m.  ;  7  to  9  p.  m. 
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Special  Rates  to  P*  A*  Students. 

1899. 

CARBONETTE  FINISH. 

First  Dozen,  $3.00.   Additional  Dozens,  $2.00. 

Four  Dozen  (50)  Pictures  ordered  atone  time,  $8.00. 

Eight  dozens  (100)  Pictures  ordered  at  one  time,  $12.00. 

With  each  lot  of  four  dozen  two  finished  proofs  allowed.  With 
each  lot  of  eight  dozen  four  finished  proofs  allowed.  Each  extra  po- 
sition finished  for  fifty  cents  each.  Ten  extra  pictures  given  free 
with  every  order  for  fifty.  Fifteen  extra  pictures  given  free  with 
every  order  for  one  hundred. 

Large  groups  a  specialty  with  us  and  the  lowest  rates  given  con- 
sistent with  our  class  of  work. 

Sittings  may  be  had  at  any  time. 


21  WEST  STREET,  BOSTON. 

DON'T  GO  TO  THE 

Ipbotoovapbtc  Company 

Unless  you   want  the   Best  and 

^MOST  ARTISTIC  PICTURES.^ 

FINE  PLATINUM  CABINETS 

AT  ONLY  A  SLIGHT  ADVANCE  OVER  COST  OF 
CHEAP  CLASS  PICTURES. 

...SATISFACTION  GUARANTEED... 

studios: 

3  Park  Street  and  384  Boylston  Street,  Boston, 
Also  1286  Massachusetts  Ave.,  Cambridge. 
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....  ALWAYS  RELIABLE  ... 

HORACE  PARTRIDGE  <&  CO., 

Athletic  Outfitters. 

We  offer  exceptional  inducements  for  College  and  School  trade. 
Team  Managers. 

Remember  our  leputation  for  making  Track,  Base  Ball  and  Foot  Ball  uni- 
forms, Sweaters,  Jerseys,  Caps,  Stockings  and  Shoes.  First-class  and  at  I^ow 
Prices,  has  never  been  equalled.  Do  not  place  your  orders  elsewhere  before 
asking  for  our  Samp'es  and  Special  Prices. 

Examination  and  information  costs  but  the  trouble  of  asking. 
Individual  Students. 

No  Students'  room  is  complete  without  our  Home  Recreation  Supplies, 
Chest  Weights,  Whitley  Exercisers,  Dumb  Bells,  Indian  Clubs,  Hercules 
Clubs,  Fencing  Foils,  Boxing  Gloves,  Striking  Bags,  &c. 

Write  for  further  information. 

HORACE  PARTRIDGE  &  CO., 


55  and   57    HANOVER    SiREET,  BOSTON,  MASS 


 IF    YOU  DESIRE   

FIRE,  LIFE  OR  ACCIDENT  INSURANCE 

CALL  AT 

Rogers'  Real  Estate  Agency,  Musgrove  Building,  Main  St., 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

HENRY  P.  NOYES, 

FurniturE, 

Andover,  Mass. 
EDWIN  C  PIKE. 

 dealer  in  

Stove?,  Larrups,  Oil,  Tin  and  Glass  Ware, 

PAINTS,  WOODEN  WAKE,  OKOCKERY,  ETC 

PARK   STREET,  -  -  ANDOVER,  MASS. 
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W.  H.  OILEI  &c  CO. 

NOVELTI  E5  IN 

Grolf  ^tnd  Bicycle 

CLOTHING. 

HOSIERY    and  CAPS. 
226  KSSEX  STREET,  LAWRKNOE,  M  ASS. 

Are  You  Insured? 

Is  your  house  insured?  Are  your  Furniture 
and  books  insured? 

J.  A.  SMART,  BANK  BUlliDlfJG,  flHDOVER. 

Represents  Fire,  Life  and  Accident  Insu- 
rance.   Best  Companies.    Lowest  Rates. 


11.  C  TANNER. 


For  all  kinds  of  Society  Events.. 
Everything  used  is  of  first-class  qual- 
ity, and  the  best  of  servxc"  guaran- 
teed. Prompt  attention  and  personal 
supervision  given  to  all  contracts. 

24  Main  St.,  Haverhill 


TONT  BdSO, 

FRESH  FRUIT  AND 
CONFECTIONERY, 

50  MAIN  ST.,  ANDOVER. 


BURNS  &  CROWLEY, 
Tailors  a.r;<j  Furpisbers — 


flQENTS  FOR 
SCRIPTURE'S  LAUNDRY. 


HNDOiZER. 
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CURRAH  &  JOYCE, 


BALLARDVALE 
LITHIA  WATER, 

GINGER  ALE  AND  SODA. 
433.   435.   437   COMMON  ST. 

LAWRENCE.  MASS. 


1 C.  KING  CO., 


wholesale  and  Retail  Dealers  in 

GROCERIES  AUD ' 
PROVISIONS. 

Plain    and    Fancy  Bakers. 
Wood, Coal  and  Prepared  Wood. 
Hay,  Straw  and  Grain. 
Telephone  33-2. 

106  South  Broadway, 
LAWRENCE,      -  MASS. 


k  is 
1  Boston  &  Maine  Railroad.  1 

The  Greatest  Railroad  System  of  Hew  England.  p 
LOWHST  RATES  TO  ALL  POINTS.  | 

I  West,  Northwest  and  Southwest.  § 

FAST  TRAINS  WITH  THROUGH 
SLEEPING  CARS  BETWEEN 


.  .  .  BOSTON 


§  Montreal,  Ottawa,  Toronto,  H 
Chicago,  St.  Paul  and  Minneapolis.  §» 

Only  one  Change  of  Cars  to  the  PACIFIC  COAST. 

D.  J.  FLANDERS, 

1  Gen'l  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agent.  (jfe 

i  i 
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MANSION  HOUSE 
LIVERY  AND  BOARDING  STABLE, 


IRA  B.  HILL,  Proprietor. 


Depot  carriage  meet  all  Boston  trains,  and  carries  passengeis  to  the  station 
at  short  notice.    First-class  rigs  to  let,  with  or  without  a  driver.    P.  A. 
patronage  respectfully  solicted    and    satisfaction  guaranteed. 

Long  Distance  Telephone  connection  at  Mansion  House. 


IRboOes  &  Aoulton's 

Up-to-Date  Laundry 

AND 

Gentlemen's  ^boe  Parlors, 

5  Main  Street,      Andover,  Mass. 


ALLEN  HiNTON, 

FURNISHER  OF 

1ke  Cream  ant)  Sberbct. 

Plain  Cream  ...  per  quart   .  50c 

Harlequin    "    50c 

Fruit  Cream  .....       "      60c 

Tutti-Fruitti   "    75c 

Tutti-Fruitti  without"    60c 

Cale-Pafe   "    80c 

Bisque   "    80c 

Lemon  Sherbet         "    40c 

Orange  and  Raspberry  Sherbets   50c 

Individual  Ices  per  dozen  $2.00 

Individual  Creams  *'    3  00 

Ice  Cream  furnished  at  $125   per  gallon  to 
parties  desiring-  to  sell. 
Residence  South  Hain  St.,  Andover. 
P.  O.  Box,  443. 


AMERICAN  HAND  LAUNDRY. 


ler. 


J£.   DDI  ftodges,  Ddlanagt 

Goods  called  for  and  delivered  in  any  part  of  the  town. 
Send  postal  card  and  we  will  call. 

SPECIAL  RATES  "TO  STUDENTS. 
ALL  HAND  WORK.  NO.  6  MAIN  ST. 


BENJ.  BROWN, 

Shoes  for  {Track 
ano  jfootball. 


T.  J.  FARMER, 

FISH  OF  ALL  KINDS, 

Oysters,  Clams 
and  Lobsters... 

15  BARNARD'S  COURT,  ANDOVER. 


THOMAS  E.  RHODES, 

Ice  Cream,  Ice  Cream  Soda,  Cigars,  Confectionery,  Lunch  Room,  Etc. 

:VI f i i rx  Street,  ndover. 
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Mathematical 

Instruments, 

Artists' 

Materials. 

FOR  CRAYON  AND  CHARCOAL  DRAWING,    OIL  AND  WATER 
COLOR  PAINTING.    ARCHITECTS'  AND  ENGINEERS' 
SUPPLIES,  ETC.    PICTURE  FRAMING 
A  SPECIALTY. 


FROST   &    ADAMS  CO., 
Importers,  37  Cornhill,     Boston,  Mass 


DISCOUNT    TO  STUDENTS. 


Sofa  Pillows,  Pin  Caslrions,  Picture  Frames,  Banners, 

IN    ANDOVER   BLUE   AND  WHITE, 

LA  FLEUR  -  HE  -  LJ5,  5treet. 

Formerly  the  MISSES  BRADLEYS. 


W.  E.  STRATTON, 


TEACHER  OF- 


Banjo,  Guitar  and  Mandolin.    Instruments  for  Sale. 

MORRILL   HOUSE  ANNEX,  ANDOVER. 

©eorge  2).  flMUett, 

^FLORIST.  S 

Carnations  a  Specialty.   All  hinds  of  Flowers  at  Short 
Notice.    Palms  and  Ferns  constantly  on  hand. 
.   .    .    .    Decorations  .... 

P.  0.  Box  310,  Andover.        Greenhouses,  Holt  District, 
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VALpEY  BROTHERS, 


-DEALERS  IN- 


IVleats,  Vegtables. 


POULTRY,  ETC. 


No.  2  Miin  St.,     Alitor,  Mass. 

G.  H.  Valpey.  E  H.  Valpey. 


J.  P.  WAKEFIELD. 


-DE  A  I  EM  IN- 


Meats,  Vegetables, 

-ETC.- 


MARKET  ON  MAIN  ST. 


DR.  B.  S.  STEPHENSON 

127  Main  Street,  Andover, 

OCULIST  AND  AUR/ST 

OFFICE  HOURS,  12.30  to  5.30  P.  M.  Tues.  and  Thurs. 


FINEST  LINE  OF 

GUTLERY  IN  TOWN. 

ALSO 

Revolvers,  Cartridges, 
Loaded  Shells,  Skates, 
Polo   Sticks  and  Balls 

AT  THE 

ANDOVER  HARDWARE  STORE, 

H.  /ncLawlin,         Alain  St. 


P.  A.  students  would  do  well  to  re- 
member that 

SMITH  &  MANNING 

can  fit  them  out  with 
WINTER  UNDERWEAR. 
Call  at  their  store  at  8  Essex  Street  and 
see  for  yourselves. 


Dh  ALhK  IN 

PICTURE   FRAMES   &c  WALL  PAPER, 

ALSO 

Pictures,  Stationery,  Artists'  Materials.  Sewing  Machines.  Fancy  Goods,  Choice  Con- 
fectionery, Toilet  Soap  and  Perfumery. 


TOWN  HALL  AVE. 


AN  DOVER. 


It  has  ^ 
made  a  hit 


$1.25  postpaid.  Money 
refunded  if  not  Per- 
fectly satisfactory. 
It  is  seldom  that  we,  or  any  other  pub- 
lishers, are  able  to  say  truthfully  of  a  book 
that  "  every  mail  is  bringing  orders  for  it." 
Yet  this  is  the  simple  truth  regarding 
Gordy's  New  Psychology. 

Superintendents  are  ordering  it  for  their 
teachers --training  classes  and  reading 
circles.  Principals  are  ordering  it  for 
their  psychology  classes --not  only  Nor- 
mal Schools,  but  High  Schools.  Individual 
teachers  are  ordering  it  because,  as  they 
say,  some  fellow-teacher  has  a  copy  and 
considers  it  an  indispensable  pnrt  of  the 
equipment  of  any  teacher  who  proposes 
to  do  his  best. 
HINDS  &  NOBLE,  Publishers 
4-5-13-U  Cooper  Institute    N.  Y.  City 

Schoolhooks  of  all  publishers  at  one  store. 


PARK  STREET  STABLES 

Livery,  Boarding  and  Sale. 
ANDOVER,  MASS. 
01 


Tally-ho  Coach  and  Pleasure 
Barge  and  Latest  St}' led  Ve- 
hicles for  Pleasure  Riding. 
A  Specialty  of  the  sale  of 
High  Grade  Driving  Horses 
from  the  Northern  States. 

WM.  H.  HIGGINS,  Proprietor. 
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JAS.  WARD,  JR., 


J>    Produces  the  J> 


finest  Catalogue  anb  IHagazine  EDork. 
Souvenir  anb  Hot>elties  a  Specialty. 
Samples  anb  (Estimates  Submitted 


COR.  FRANKLIN  AND  METHUEN  STS.,  LAWRENCE. 


N£W  STORE.  NEW  GOODS. 

]£ncourage 

Xawrence  flfcercbants 
TLo  Hbverttee. 

By  giving*  them  a  share 
of  your  patronage  

Up  to  tlje  Movement  MercJiandise. 


BROOKS  BROTHERS, 


ESTABLISHED  1818. 


Clothing  and  Furnishing  Goods 

Readij-Made  ai?d  Made  "to  Measure.  S./i 

Our  stock  for  Spring  and  Summer  of 
1899  is  now  ready  in  all  departments.. 

Catalogue,  samples  and  directions  for 
self-measurement  will  be  sent  on  applH 
cation.  -  •  , 


Celebrated 
HATS  .  .  . 


LATEST  DESIGNS 


COLORS  of  the  SEASON 


AND 


Collins  & 
jfaicbanks  Co. 

BOSTON. 
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The  Largest  Stock  of  Drafting  instru- 
ments, Supplies  and  Artists' 
Materials  to  be  found  in 
New  England. 

Wadsworth,  Howland  &  Co., 

(incorporated) 
82  and  84  Washington  St..  Boston. 

Send  for  Catalogue. 


GOLF  GOODS. 


SPORTSMEN'S 
OUTFITS. 


t  Golf  Clubs 

ol  the  noted  makers, 
Fergie,  Hutchison, 
Auchterionie, 
a.  *"  Crosswaite 

and  others. 

Henley  &  Melfort  Balls, 
Caddy  Sags,  Etc. 

FINE  GUNS. 
Scott,  Westley,  Richards ,  Greener,  Colt, 
Parker,  &c. 

FINE  RODS  AND  FISHING  TACKLE. 

5TACHT  GUNS  CAMP  OUTFITS.  RUBBER 
BLANKETS  TENTS  TOURISTS' 
KNAPSACKS  &c 

New    Mail    Bicycles,     1899  Models. 

Men's,  Ladies',  Juveniles',  Hanover, 
Men's  and   Ladies'   Best  Medium  Priced 
Wheels,  $25,  $30,  $50. 
A  lew  second  hand  wheels. 


WM.  READ  &  SONS, 

107  Washington  St..        Boston,  Mass. 

Established  1826 


J.  E.  PURDY  &  CO., 


<31<as 


photogpaphep 


ENDORSED   BY   THE   jt   jt  jt 


Leading  Colleges  and  Schools 
of  New  England. 

Class  Rates  to  friends  of  students  who 
obtain  a  Class  Card. 
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Phillips  Academy 


ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Cecil  R  R  Bancroft,  Ph,  D.,  LLD,  Principal. 


THE  Academy  prepares  large  classes  of  young  men  for  the  Colleges,  the 
scientific  schools  and  in  some  cases  for  the  professional  schools.  One 

hundred  and  thirty  candidates  went  to  college  last  year. 

The  faculty  consists  of  twenty  professors  and  instructors. 

The  pupils  last  year  numbered  over  four  hundred,  less  than  one-half 

of  whom  were  from  New  England,   and  the  others  from  more  distant 

places. 

The  current  year  begins  Sept  14,  1898.  with  vacations  at  Christmas 
and  Easter. 

The  expenses  vary  from  $250.00  to  $500.00  a  year,  according  to 
the  accommodations  selected. 

The  income  of  benevolent  funds  and  scholarship  endowments 
amount  to  five  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

The  present  needs  of  the  Academy  are  funds  for  teaching  and  for 
building,  and  for  various  current  uses.  For  further  information,  and 
for  copies  of  the  annual  catalogue,  address  Principal  Bancroft. 

MRS.  C.  A.  SHATTUCK, 

54  MAIN  ST.,  ANDOVER. 

Orders  taken  for  High  Grade  Roses,  Violets  and  Carnations 

A  Specialty. 

G.  W.  CHANDLER. 

—DEALER  IN— 

COAL   AND  WOOD. 

Teaming   and   Jobbing  at   Short  Notice. 

Orders  left  and  bills  j  ayable  at  store  of  O.  P.  Chase. 

TEArTTEl}^    WANTED     union  teachers*  agencies  of  America, 

ICALllEIXO      VYAnl-CD.  Rev.  L.  D.  BASS,  D.  D.,  Manager 

Pittsburg,  Toronto,  New  Orleans,  New  York,  Washington,  San  Krancisco,  Chicago,  St.  Louis 
and  Denver.  There  are  thousands  of  positions  to  be  filled.  We  had  over  8000  vacancies  dur- 
ing the  past  season.  Teachers  needed  now  to  contract  for  next  year.  Unqualified  facilities 
for  placing  teachers  in  every  part  of  the  U.  S  and  Carada.  Principals,  Superintendents, 
Assistants,  Grade  Teachers,  Public,  Private,  Art,  Music,  Band  Leaders,  etc.,  wanted. 

Address  all  applications  to  Washington,  D.  C  ,  or  Pittsburg,  Pa 


THE   pfW   EXPOSITION  TOURIST  COMPANY. 

HIGH  CLASS  EXCURSIONS  under  Superior  Conductorship.  ''Vacation  Party"  for 
Preachers  and  Teachers  arranged  for  June,  Jul'  and  August,  19C0.  Select  Parties.  First- 
class  Travel.    Best  Hotels.    In  order  to  secure  cheap  rates  in  advance,  write  immediatey  to 

PARIS  EXPOSITION  TOURIST  CO.,  Pittsburg,  Pa 
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Notice  Students'  Discount. 

RIMLESS  GLASSES. 


25  per  cent  Discount 
to  Students. 

Co-operative   list.     Oculists,  ordtrs  filled 
Factory   on    premises.    Mail  orders  a 
specialty.    Catalogues  mailed  on 
application. 

C.  E.  DAVIS  &  CO. 

Manufacturing  and 

Prescription  Opticians. 
2  Park  Square,         -  BOSTON. 


Edmard  G.  Contoy, 

A.  M.,  M.  T>. 


Office  and  Residence, 

36  MAIN  STREET, 


Office  Hours, 
Until  10  A.  M.,  2  'till  4  P.  M. 
7  to  9  P.  M. 


Albert  E.  Hulme, 


D.  M.  D. 


Dr.  John  P.  Torrey, 

Physician  and 
Surgeon  .  .  . 

1A  Essex  St. 


OFFICE  HOURS: 
Until  10;  3  to  5  P.  M.    After  7  P.  M 

P.  A.  '92. 


F.    P.  HIGGINS, 
BAKERY, 


Confectionery,  Oigars,  Tobacco,  etc, 

LUJVCH  ROOM. 


MUSGROVE,  BUILDING 
ELM  SQUARE. 
A  Full  Line  of  Kennedy's  Biscuits. 
ANDOVER,  MASS 


QEO.  PIDDINQTON, 

Florist 

73  School 
Street. 

Fancy  Roses,  Carnations,  Violets 
and  all  kinds  of  seasonable  flowers. 
All  kinds  of  Decorations  


GEO.  P.  RHYMOND, 
COSTUME    v  PARLORS, 

17  Boylston  Place,  Near  Old  Public  Library,  Boston,  Mass. 

TELEPHONE  TREMONT  1314. 
Costumes  for  Masquerades,  Old  Folks'  Concerts,  Private  Theatricals,  Tableaux,  Etc. 

FRED  D.  LANE. 
^PRIVATE  CATERER,* 

Special  facilities  for  Weddings 
and  all  kinds  of  Private  House  Catering. 

Lawrence,  Mass. 


Residence, 
108  Concord  St. 
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Any  number  of  languages  can  be  written  on  the  same  machine,  separate 
type  shuttles  costing  only  $2.50.  Machines  $100.00  and  $80.00,  with  three 
sets  of  type.    Work  in  sight,  automatic  stroke,  any  width  of  paper. 


MACHINES  ON  TRIAL, 


SOLD  AND  TO  RENT. 


The  flanuDopd  Typewriter  Coippanij, 

300  Washington  St.,  Boston. 

FOR  SALE.  PIANOS  TO  RENT. 


Violins,  Banjos,  Guitars,  Strings,  etc.,  etc. 


DYER  &  CO. . 


337  ESSEX  STREET 
LAWRENCE. 


0.  CHAPMAN, 

.  DINING  ROOMS,  .  .  . 

Tobacco,  Cigars,  Soft  Drinks. 
MAIN  STREET. 
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Cannon  of  Cannon's  Commercial  College. 

LAWRENCE,  MASS. 

EXECUTES  FINE  PEN  WORK  OF  ALL  KINDS. 

Hand  written  invitations  and  cards  equal  to  steel  engravings  a  specialty. 

Orders  left  with  G.  R.  Cannon  of  class  1901,  52  Salem  St.,  Andovor,  or  at  the  college 
will  receive  prompt  attention. 

Established  1893.  ALFRED  P.  WEIGEL,  Prop. 

Gem  Restaurant. 

398  ESSEX  ST.,  LAWRENCE,  MASS 


T.  A.  HOLT  &  CO, 


DRY  GOODS  &  GROCERIES. 

Bnbover  anb  Bo.  Hnbover. 

HENRY  C.  HASKELX, 

1 1  JOHN  STREET,  NEW  YORK. 


Maker  of  Fraternity  Pins, 

Class  Rings 

^    EMBLEM  JEWELS  ^ 
designs  fledals  &c. 

FREE 
UPON  REQUEST. 

FROM  EXCLUSIVE  DESIGNS. 
CORRESPONDENCE  iflVITED. 
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N.J.  BARTLETT&  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  and  IMPORTERS, 

No  28  CORNHILL,  -  BOSTON, 

Libraries,  and  Small  Quantities  of  Books,  Purchased. 

GRAVES  &  GREEN, 
S>  Engravers  S 

ON  WOOD,  HALF-TONE  AND  ZINC,  BY  THE 
BEST  AND  CHEAPEST  I1ETHODS. 


Office:  302  Washinqton  5t.,    *    *  Boston. 
THE  ANDOVER  BOOKSTORE. 

Supply  Depot  for  all  Academy  Text  Books  and  School  Supplies.  Stationery 
in  all  grades,  plain  and  engraved,  special  P.  A.  papers.  See 
our  Andover  Fountain  Pen.    Price  reduced 
to  $1.50.    Weekly  and  Monthly 
Periodicals. 


George  A.  Higgips  &  Co.,     A\ain  5t.,  Andover. 


C.  E.  WINGATE, 


Cut  Flowers  apd  Designs, 

Wholesale  and  Retail. 
182  ESSEX  STREET.  Telephone. 


T.    E.    MOSELEY   &  CO, 

469  WASHINGTON  ST., 
BOSTON. 


Styles  of  BOOTS  and  SHOES 

Young  Men 
Reasonable  prices  from  $3.50  to  $7  50. 
Discount  to  Andover  Student?. 
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HODGKINS  &  HODGKINS, 

Tailors  and  English  Breeches  ]VIakers, 

27  SCHOOL  ST.  CHAMBERS, 
BOSTON. 



We  invite  the  Students'  of  "Phillips"  to  inspect 
our  importations  for  the  coming  season. 

Immense  variety  of  Scotch  Tweeds,  Homespuns, 
and  Cheviot  Suitings,  Taney  Cashmere  and  wash 
goods  for  Waistcoats,  London  Trouserings, Vicuna 
and  Worsted  Coatings,  Golf  and  Riding  Goods,  &c. 


Represented  by  MR.  WILLIAM  J.  CARROLL. 

MEW  STORE.  MEW  GOODS. 

Encourage 

Xawrence  /Ifoercbants 
XLo  Bbverttse. 

By  giving  them  a  share 
of  your  patronage  

Up  to  He  Momerit  Itolpdise. 


VIII 


XCbe  ipbilUps  Hnbover  /Ifoirror, 

Vol.  Vni.  APRIL,  J898.  No.  6 


<5oli)en*rob  an&  Snow* 

A  MINIATURE. 

^"T^HIS  is  a  love  story.  Of  man's  love  when  he  is 
A  very  weak  and  small  and  clean,  when  his 
breast  is  simple  and  his  thoughts  are  dreams ;  when 
the  path  of  his  life  is  but  winding  its  way  up  from  out 
a  little  garden,  a  land  of  dawn-light  that  flows  with 
milk  and  honey,  and  with  only  tears  besides — a  few 
tears  :  they  are  everywhere.  Many  sorts  of  love  mix 
like  molten  gold  with  the  dark  blood  of  man's  heart : 
this  is  of  the  Other  Love,  which  is  child's  only,  the 
adoration  of  a  young  poet-animal  who  knows  neither 
flowers,  nor  china,  nor  girls,  nor  books,  nor  pictures, 
nor  music,  nor  humanity,  nor  god. 

Winter  and  snow.  Wind  clothed  in  snow.  Vast 
whirls  and  eddies,  vast  sweeps  of  powdered  icy  white- 
ness from  the  four  corners  of  the  globe  ;  vast  swoops 
of  white-winged  power  from  the  heavens  above  to  the 
earth  beneath ;  the  fluttering  shrouds  of  ten  hundred 
thousand  madly  fleeing  ghosts ;  the  turmoil  and  indis- 
tinctness of  frigid  clouds  dissolving  into  the  tempest ; 
the  whistling  and  beating  of  the  currents,  and  their 

prickly  chill  against  the  cheek  ;  a  blizzard,  and 

in  the  midst  of  it  She,  a  silhouette  of  faded  blue,  lean- 
ing in  a  mist  against  the  force  of  the  white  wind. 

She  wears  a  man's  old  grey  hat,  slouched  down 
against  the  storm.  Her  brown  hair  and  her  thin  ging- 
ham gown  are  flying.  In  her  arms  there  is  a  great 
bunch  of  golden-rod  brought  from  the  next  field. 

Her  hat  blows  off  and  she  waits  for  me  to  capture 
and  bring  it  back,  watching  me  and  smiling  like  some 
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quaint  little  girl  grown  old.  It  is  the  one  of  my 
father's  that  she  catches  up  from  the  gun-rack  for 
short  errands  about  the  farm.  It  has  about  it  a  faint 
clean  odor  of  the  barn,  from  the  pressure  of  its  wear- 
er's head  against  the  cow's  flank  at  milking  time. 

I  have  caught  the  hat  and  she  bows  her  head  over 
the  golden-rod  for  me  to  put  it  on.  She  smiles,  she 
has  kissed  me,  she  is  looking  up  into  my  eyes.  In 
her  faded  gown  of  madonna  blue,  with  her  whitened 
hair,  and  her  worn  quiet  face,  and  her  eyes  flaming 
with  the  eldest  love, — O  can  God's  own  holy  mother, 
in  azure  robes  and  brede  of  gold,  be  more  holy  more 
worshipful  more  beautiful  than  mine  !  She  has  gone, 
and  I  am  trembling,  and  my  forehead  is  against  the 
place  on  the  ground  where  her  feet  have  trodden. 

Then  the  six  o'clock  bells  rang — Old  South  first, 
then  very  faintly  the  West  Parish,  then  the  boom  of 
the  Seminary  clock— and  he  awoke,  remembering 
that  he  had  five  recitations  for  the  day.  He  must  get 
his  Homer  before  breakfast. 

From  one's  room  in  Commons,  as  one  sits  on  the 
bed  dressing,  one  can  see  all  the  valley  :  the  green  of 
the  trees,  still  new ;  the  trailing  silver  of  an  early 
train  from  Boston ;  the  shadows  fading  up  from  the 
Shawsheen.  He  did  not  dress  by  his  bedside  but  in 
the  other  room,  where  he  might  look  at  his  mother's 
picture.  It  stood  on  the  top  of  the  piney-looking, 
brazen  trimmed  chiffonier  of  oak,  that  one  rents  from 
Mr.  Noyes,  right  beneath  where  the  Japanese  lantern 
was  pendant  from  the  low,  Commons  ceiling.  It  oc- 
cured  to  him,  as  he  stooped  to  draw  on  his  socks 
(which  would  account  for  his  flushing)  that  perhaps 
that  photograph  of  Delia  Fox  in  her  business  suit 
might  look  just  as  well  in  some  other  part  of  the 
room  than  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  his  mother's 
picture,  and  that  even  Madge  Lessing  would  have  a 
better  show  of  climbing  to  heaven  by  her  beanstalk  if 
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she  were  in  a  better  light  and  where  the  brilliancy  of 
her  smile  would  not  shine  in  his  mother's  eyes. 

When  he  went  up  to  the  pump  to  fetch  his  water, 
he  happened  to  find  three  or  four  unusually  large  and 
long-stemmed  buttercups.  He  plucked  them  and 
when  he  returned  laid  them  absent-mindedly  on  a 
clean  handkerchief  spread  before  his  mother's  picture. 
They  would  die  soon.  He  was  a  Roman  Catholic, 
I  believe. 

He  had  not  thought  very  much  about  her  lately, 
nor  written  to  her  for  some  time.  He  was  very  busy* 
and  had  lived  away  from  home  for  five  years.  Then 
of  course,  one  could  love  a  person  all  right  without 
thinking  about  them  very  much.  He  would  write  to 
her  this  evening,  early,  right  after  training-table, 
when  he  should  be  clean  from  his  bath  and  rub-down. 
And  it  would  be  like  that  walking  there  was  in  Eden, 
to  talk  with  her  again  in  the  cool  of  the  evening  ! 

The  atmosphere  of  his  dream  was  about  him  still : 
in  his  sleep  he  had  walked  back  into  his  childhood 
and  awakened  there.  How  inexpressibly  better  than 
his  calmness,  his  philosophy,  his  reasonings  about  the 
separations  of  death,  was  this  sweet  pain  of  loving, 
that  seemed  to  well  up  within  his  soul  from  the  very 
deepest  springs  of  his  babyhood  !  As  a  child  he  had 
been  used  to  think,  before  falling  asleep  at  night,  of 
what  he  should  do  if  his  mother  should  die  before  he 
died;  to  imagine  the  fear,  the  numbness,  the  terrible 
solitude  of  a  little  boy  separated  from  his  mother  and 
left  all  alone  among  the  spheres.  How  beautiful  to 
feel  again  that  pain,  which  had  been  made  worth  while 
by  the  blessed  joy  of  turning  over  on  his  tear-wet 
pillow  and  falling  asleep  with  the  surety  of  seeing  her 
early  in  the  morning  !  A  fellow  can't  be  very  bad,  he 
thought,  who  can  love  so  well. 

He  stopped  often  to  look  at  her  picture  as  his  eyes 
passed  and  repassed  between  the  Greek  and  his  Eng- 
lish translation.    Then  he  said  half  aloud  as  he  arose 
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to  go  to  breakfast,  * 'Trotting  is  not  an  iniquity,  dear- 
est, just  an  improved  form  of  the  mediaeval  vocabulary. 
We  will  discuss  the  whole  matter  in  July,  you  and  I 
together,  smoking  our  cigarettes  in  the  garden.  You 
shall  learn  to  smoke — a  little ;  it  is  pretty."  As  he 
clattered  down  the  narrow  winding  stairway  into  the 
morning  sunlight,  he  laughed  aloud  at  the  idea  of  the 
blue  vapor  coming  from  between  his  mother's  lips. 

When  he  returned  at  nine  from  geometry,  the  first 
thing  that  caught  his  eye  upon  entering  the  room, 
was  the  yellow  gleam  of  a  telegram,  lying  before  his 
mother's  picture  with  the  dead  buttercups.  It  was  un- 
opened and  on  the  back  was  scrawled  in  lead  pencil : 

I  signed  andpaid  for  you,  old  man :  thirty-five  cents.  f. 

Of  course  it  ought  not  to  have  been  sent  to  him  di- 
rectly, but  his  mother  had  been  a  widow  and  the 
other  children  were  almost  too  young  to  attend  to  the 
matter,  so  a  neighbor  had  telegraphed.  It  was  an 
accident  at  the  railroad  crossing,  I  think,  or  very  sud- 
den pneumonia,  I  forget  which. 

He  went  into  his  mother's  room,  where  he  and  his 
brothers  and  his  sister  had  been  born.  And  she  was 
lying  on  the  bed. 

4 'I  got  'em  in  Mis'  Bell's  cow  lot  ez  I  come  through," 
whispered  an  old  woman  with  a  wetted  napkin  in  her 
hand.  "Fust  o'  the  season,  I  guess.  Year's  early  in 
these  parts." 

She  was  pointing  at  some  golden-rod.  The  yellow 
spikes  lay  in  a  long  spray  across  his  mother's  breast, 
like  the  flaming  sword  of  the  angel  who  kept  the 
gate.  And  her  crossed  hands  grasped  the  green  hilt 
of  it.  They  were  not  very  white  hands,  for  the  lilies 
her  fingers  had  plucked  from  the  roadside  had  been 
mostly  soap-suds.  Perhaps  to  Him  who  knows  the 
most  about  love,  if  He  be  a  poet,  these  hands  may 
have  seemed  as  precious  pieces  of  rose-coral,  grown 
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in  the  exhaustless  depths  of  a  woman's  labor  and  love 
for  the  lord  of  her  soul  and  for  the  fruit  of  her  body. 

The  linen  they  had  wrapped  about  her  was  white 
as  the  snow  of  dreams.  And  her  face  was  still.  And 
beautiful.  And  only  the  flame  in  her  eyes  was 
dead — resting  for  a  little  while. 

Jean  Ross  Irvine, 

Wean?  William. 

JUST  how  Weary  William  happened  to  be  within 
the  borders  of  a  prohibition  state,  it  would  be 
hard  to  say.  Some  ill  wind  may  have  blown  him 
there.  Most  probably  it  was  a  freight  train ;  but  cer- 
tain it  is  that  he  was  there,  fifty  miles  from  the 
nearest  boundary,  with  all  his  earthly  store,  which 
consisted  of  twenty-five  cents  in  cash,  an  empty  bot- 
tle and  a  tin  tomato-can.  Two  miles  out  from  the 
village  of  Jay,  he  sat  on  a  stone  beside  a  very  sandy 
road,  pondering  deeply.  The  crows  cawed  derisively 
at  him  from  the  tops  of  neighboring  trees.  "Aw! 
aw !"  they  cried,  "We're  onto  you  !  We're  onto  you  ! 
Goto!  Goto!" 

The  emptyness  of  the  bottle  was  the  cause  of  Wil- 
liam's abstraction.  It  had  not  been  empty  long — only 
an  hour  or  so ;  but  William  had  had  a  conversation 
with  a  farmer.  The  wheels  of  that  farmer's  wagon 
could  still  be  heard  rattling  faintly  in  the  distance.  To 
William's  request  for  a  ride  and  information  as  to  the 
locality  of  the  nearest  roadhouse,  the  farmer  had 
replied  : 

"This  is  a  prohibition  state;  and  I  want  you  to 
understand  it.  We  don't  have  no  drinkers  here.  If 
you  are  sick,  you  can  get  liquor  at  the  agent's,  Mr. 
Hubbard  in  the  third  white  house  on  the  left  from  the 
end  of  the  street.  But  if  you  want  it  to  drink,  we'll 
have  you  arrested,  by  gosh,  we  will!  No;  you  can't 
ride.    I've  got  on  a  big  load,  and — " 

"Where'd  yer  git  it?"  asked  Weary  William.  To 
which  choice  bit  of  sarcasm  the  farmer  made  answer  : 
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"Now  you  lookee  here  !  Don't  you  be  a  shootm*  off 
your  mouth.  If  you  don't  look  aout  you'll  git  your 
darned  head  knocked  off.  Git  up."  And  the  farmer 
departed  in  a  cloud  of  dust. 

' 'Gee  !"  muttered  Weary  William,  "dis  is  a  prohi- 
bition state,  is  it?" 

He  gasped  as  the  awfulness  of  his  situation  dawned 
upon  him.  Then  he  sat  down  upon  the  stone  to  med- 
itate. A  long  time  he  sat  there,  with  the  sun  blazing 
mercilessly  upon  him.  At  last  he  arose  and  started 
toward  the  village  of  Jay  with  an  idea  in  his  head 
and  the  bottle  jingling  emptily  among  the  nails  in  his 
pocket. 

The  village  of  Jay  slept  quietly  in  the  sun.  The 
houses  stood  like  white  staring  tombs  along  its  street. 
The  blinds  of  most  of  them  were  closed,  for  lazy 
clouds  of  dust  floated  from  the  road  into  the  door- 
yards,  covering  rose  bushes  and  morning-glory  vines 
with  a  thick  white  coat. 

Jay  had  a  tavern ;  a  two  story  building,  with  paint 
that  had  once  been  white,  and  a  wide  veranda,  on 
which  sat  two  men.  One  was  a  sheriff  with  a  red 
nose  and  the  other  was  a  town  clerk  with  a  smooth 
face  and  a  self-important  manner. 

The  third  white  house  on  the  left  from  the  end  of 
the  street  was  a  small  cottage  with  a  trim  front  yard, 
enclosed  by  a  dismal  white  fence.  The  front  of  the 
house  was  covered  with  morning-glory  vines ;  their 
blossoms  now  wilted  and  dead ;  and  a  peach  apple 
tree  hung  its  golden  fruit  temptingly  over  the  fence. 
Knitting  peacefully  in  this  front  yard  was  good  Mrs. 
Hubbard,  the  wife  of  the  agent,  a  bustling  little  lady 
with  an  infinite  trust  in  the  sincerity  of  the  human 
race.  She  had  silver  hair  that  had  once  been  golden  ; 
and  the  lines  upon  her  face  were  softened  by  a  lin- 
gering trace  of  girlhood.  In  a  sweet,  quavering  voice 
she  was  singing  a  song  that  had  no  meaning  for  any- 
one but  herself,  but  the  music  was  there ;  and  it  must 
have  called  up  pleasant  memories,  for  her  face  wore 
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a  pensive  look.  In  the  midst  of  her  song  Weary 
William  loomed  up  in  the  gate-way  and  advancing, 
stood  before  her  with  his  tattered  hat  in  his  hand. 

The  lady  broke  off  abruptly  in  her  song  and 
uttered  a  surprised  and  rather  apprehensive  "Oh  !" 

Weary  William  coughed  and  kicked  up  the  ground 
with  one  foot.    Then  he  introduced  himself. 

"Me  name  is  Smith,  mum,  an'  I  has  a  sad  story — " 

"What  do  you  want?"  interrupted  Mrs.  Hubbard. 

William  coughed  again.  "Dis  is  a  hot  day,  mum. 
Specially  if  yer  weary  an'  foot-sore,  an'  eager  ter  git 
ter  de  home  of  yer — mum,  as  I  says  before,  I  has  a 
sad  an'  harrowin'  story  ter — " 

"Do  you  want  liquor?" 

William  was  disconcerted.    "Well,  mum,  if  yer — " 

"Then  you  can't  have  it!"  snapped  the  lady. 

Weary  William's  face  assumed  a  reproachful  look. 
"But,  mum,  if  yer'll  only  listen  to  me  sad  an'  har- 
rowin' tale.  I'm  sick, mum ;  an'  strivin'  ter  reach  de 
home  of  me  boyhood.  Look  at  de  dark  lines  under 
me  eyes.  If — " 

"Why  don't  you  wash  it  off?"  inquired  Mrs.  Hub- 
bard. 

"Dis  is  cruel,  mum.  Perhaps  you  had  a  son  onct. 
An'  maybe  you'd  like  ter  think  of  'im  wanderin',  foot- 
sore and  weary,  in  a  prohibition  state.  Once  more  I 
asks  yer,  mum,  will  yer  let  me  have  just  half  a  pint? 
I  hates  ter  handle  de  stuff,  but  I'm  convinced  dat  it'll 
be  de  means  of  savin'  me  life." 

Mrs.  Hubbard  was  relenting. 

"If  I  thought  you  wouldn't  drink  it,  I  don't  know 
but  I'd  let  you  have  a  little.  But—" 

"Far  be  it  from  me,  mum,"  said  Weary  William. 
I  wouldn't  get  a  edge  on,  no,  not  fer  ten  t'ousand 
worlds  !" 

"Can  you  pay  for  it?" 

William  produced  his  twenty-five  cents. 

"It's  all  I  has  in  de  world,"  he  said. 
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"Come  around  in  the  shed  then.  Mr.  Hubbard's 
away  and  I  don't  like  to  sell  the  stuff.  Now  you'll 
promise  me  not  to  drink  it  all  at  once,  won't  you?  A 
tablespoonful  or  two  at  a  time  will  do." 

"I  promises  yer,  mum.  An'  me  good  old  mudder'll 
bless  yer  when  I  gits  home." 

Mrs.  Hubbard  led  William  to  the  back  shed,  where 
he  gazed  in  rapture  upon  a  row  of  cool,  moist  kegs, 
from  which  arose  odors  that  were  to  William  "a  joy 
forever." 

"Now  you  wait  here  till  I  get  the  quart  cup.  You 
won't  touch  any  of  the  kegs,  will  you?  I  know  you 
won't."  Mrs.  Hubbard  disappeared  in  a  narrow  pas- 
sageway that  led  to  the  kitchen. 

William  looked  about  him  with  joy.  His  life  had 
been  a  hard  one.  His  pathway  had  been  rough  and 
filled  with  obstacles.  It  had  led  over  mountains, 
through  deserts,  past  little  dreary  railway  stations  and 
through  great  busy  freight  yards ;  and  now,  to  be 
suddenly  thrust  into  paradise -the  thought  nearly 
brought  the  tears  to  William's  eyes.  But  his  stay 
could  not  be  long.  Soon  he  must  return  to  the 
cold,  hard  world.  He  would  take  away  some  souve- 
nir— some  little  remembrance  of  his  hour  of  bliss. 

He  placed  his  hand  upon  one  of  the  kegs.  It  was 
labeled  "brandy."  Its  contents  splashed  deliciously. 
He  lifted  it  slightly.  "Dis  aint  so  heavy,"  he  mur- 
mured. He  stepped  to  the  door.  The  only  human 
beings  in  sight  were  two  boys  throwing  stones  at  the 
telephone  wire  a  quarter  of  a  mile  down  the  street. 
William  listened  for  the  footsteps  of  Mrs.  Hubbard. 
All  was  silent.  Then,  with  the  suddenness  of  light- 
ning, William  seized  that  keg  and  was  through  the 
door,  over  the  back  fence,  and  speeding  across  the 
fields. 

The  red  nosed  sheriff  and  the  town  clerk  with  the 
self  important  manner  were  discussing  the  prospects 
of  the  rival  candidates  for  the  office  of  road  commis- 
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sioner,  when  Mrs.  Hubbard  appeared  before  them, 
wild-eyed  and  screaming : 

"Oh,  mercy  on  us  !  He's  stole  the  brandy  !  Stop 
him  !  Stop  him  !  He's  gone  up  the  river  road.  Do, 
please,  stop  him  quick  !    Oh  mercy,  mercy 

The  sheriff  pricked  up  his  ears.  The  town  clerk 
sprang  to  his  feet,  ran  a  few  paces,  turned  round,  ran 
a  few  more  paces,  then  came  back  and  said : 

"Be  calm,  Mrs.  Hubbard.  Who  is  this  that's  stole 
the  brandy,  and  how  much  did — " 

"O  mercy  !  Mercy  !  Do  hurry.  It  was  a  great  big 
man,  a  tramp.  He  took  the  whole  keg.  Do,  please, 
catch  him,  Mr.  Haines.   Oh,  what  will  the  state  do?" 

The  sheriff's  nostrils  began  to  dilate.  The  town 
clerk  turned  to  him:  "This  is  a  serious  business, 
Hiram,"  he  said. 

"It  is,"  replied  the  sheriff. 

"Where's  your  team?" 

"Aout  in  the  shed." 

"Well,  you  git  it  and  I'll  be  ready  when  you  git 
back." 

Meanwhile  Weary  William  pursued  his  way  across 
the  fields  in  great  leaps  ;  tearing  through  gardens  and 
orchards,  bearing  down  on  flocks  of  squawking  hens, 
taking  the  fences  like  a  crack  hurdler.  At  last  he 
reached  the  river  road,  followed  hotly  by  four  shout- 
ing boys  and  two  men  with  waving  hoes.  Back  in 
the  village  there  were  shouts  and  slamming  of  doors ; 
for  Mrs.  Hubbard  had  spread  the  alarm  well.  Soon 
half  the  population  of  Jay  was  in  pursuit.  Up  the 
river  road  they  went,  a  shouting,  yelling  mob.  Weary 
William  increased  his  speed.  The  keg  was  heavy 
and  the  sand  was  deep.  Great  beads  of  perspiration 
stood  upon  his  brow.  Still  he  kept  his  pace,  clinging 
tightly  to  the  keg.  Half  a  mile  farther  on  William, 
looking  back,  saw  that  he  was  gaining  ground.  His 
heart  leaped  for  joy.  Slowly  but  surely  the  distance 
between  them  increased.  Already  William  fancied 
himself  lying  in  the  cool  grass  with  the  keg  beside 
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him,  and  a  can  of  the  delicious  liquid  at  his  lips. 
Still  on  he  went.  The  shouts  were  fainter  now. 
William  lost  sight  of  his  pursuers  round  a  bend.  He 
slackened  his  pace.  Another  quarter  of  a  mile,  and 
he  sank  exhausted  by  the  side  of  the  road.  For  some 
moments  he  lay  there,  hardly  able  to  breathe.  Then 
he  devoted  his  attention  to  the  keg.  As  his  tin  can 
had  been  lost  during  his  flight,  he  was  obliged  to 
hold  the  keg  above  his  head  and  drink  from  the  fau- 
cet. William  took  a  long  gurgling  drink.  Then, 
placing  the  keg  once  more  upon  the  ground,  he  said : 
"Yer  all  right,  Willum." 

Suddenly  he  heard  the  rattle  of  wheels  coming 
along  the  road  from  the  direction  of  Jay.  He  scram- 
bled in  dismay  to  his  feet.  Round  the  bend  came  a 
galloping  horse ;  and  behind  it  a  wagon,  in  which 
rode  the  red  nosed  sheriff  and  the  town  clerk. 

Pausing  not  to  inquire  who  they  were,  Weary 
William  seized  the  keg  in  his  arms  and  took  to  the 
fields.    The  sheriff  stopped  his  horse. 

"You  git  out,"  said  the  town  clerk,  "and  bring 
back  the  liquor  while  I  hold  the  hoss,  Hiram." 

"The  hoss'll  stand  all  right.  Hurry  up  I"  said  the 
sheriff. 

"Really,  Hiram,  I'm  afraid  he  won't.  He's  such  a 
high  blooded  beast." 

"Come  on!"  shouted  the  sheriff,  who  was  already 
over  the  fence. 

"This  hoss  never  would  stand  here,"  reasoned  the 
town  clerk  to  himself.  "I  guess  I'll  wait.  Hiram'll 
catch  him  all  right.  There  aint  no  flies  on  Hiram ;  not 
a  darned  fly." 

Weary  William  was  leaping  frantically  from  knoll 
to  knoll.  The  ground  was  rough  and  uneven,  and 
William  had  not  fully  recovered  his  breath.  The 
sheriff  steadily  gained  ground.  Thus  they  disap- 
peared over  the  brow  of  the  hill. 

"Hiram'll  git  him  all  O.  K."  muttered  the  town 
clerk. 


156 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


William's  wind  was  nearly  gone.  Soon  he  realized 
with  a  groan  that  he  must  give  up  his  prize  or  become 
a  prize  himself.  In  either  case  he  would  be  separated 
from  his  beloved  liquor.  Choosing  the  latter,  he 
stopped  suddenly.  The  sheriff,  fearing  firearms, 
dodged  behind  a  tree.  With  a  despairing  sigh,  Wil- 
liam raised  the  keg  and  drank  in  long,  gurgling 
swallows  from  its  faucet.  Then,  throwing  it  violently 
upon  the  ground,  he  resumed  his  flight  with  a  heart 
as  heavy  as  the  keg  had  been. 

The  sheriff  darted  from  behind  his  tree.  Reaching 
the  keg,  he  hastily  checked  the  flow  from  its  faucet. 
William  was  making  for  the  woods.  The  sheriff  de- 
cided not  to  follow. 

"I  wonder,"  he  said  to  himself,  "if  this  is  really 
brandy.  It's  labelled  brandy,  but  you  never  can  tell." 
He  raised  the  keg  on  high.  "It's  really  brandy."  he 
said,  "This  will  be  a  great  loss  to  the  state." 

Once  more  the  keg  ascended.  "I  wonder  where 
that  feller  is  now.  Goshfrey  !  That  was  a  neat  trick. 
Ha  !  ha !  ha  !  Been  too  bad  to  catch  that  feller.  Yes 
it  would.    By  gosh,  it  would  !  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !'' 

Again  the  sheriff  lifted  the  keg.  Then  he  saw  a 
head  protruding  above  a  knoll  not  far  distant.  The 
head  immediately  disappeared ;  whereat  the  sheriff 
laughed  uproariously. 

•'Ha  !  ha  !ha  You  come  out  o'  that !  Come  off  yer 
perch  !  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  Darn  ye  !  I  say,  come  off  yer 
perch  !  What  yer  hidin'  there  for?  I  can  shee  yer  all 
right.    Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !" 

The  head  appeared  again ;  followed  by  the  form  of 
the  town  clerk,  who  came  forward  and  said  :  "Hiram 
Higgins !  Hev  you  been  a  drinkin'  of  the  state's 
liquor?  I  didn't  think  it  of  you,  Hiram." 

"Ha!  ha!  I  wanted  to  see  if  it  wash  brandy.  I 
found  it  ish.    By  gosh,  it  ish  !"  said  the  sheriff. 

"Hiram,  I  never  s'posed  you'd  do  this.  Neverthe- 
less, you've  allays  been  a  good  friend  to  me.  I  sha'nt 
say  anything  about  it,  Hiram.    Indeed  I  won't." 
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"You  better  not,"  said  the  sheriff. 

"I  won't,  Hiram.  To  make  this  certain,  I'm  goin» 
to  place  myself  in  the  same  box  as  yourself — in  the 
same  box  as  yourself,  Hiram.  I'm  goin'  to  take  a 
small  swallow  of  this  liquor  myself.  There  !  Hiram, 
I  vally  your  friendship  darned  well.  You  helped  me 
on  the  last  'lection  and  I  won't  go  back  on  you  now." 

"Thash  right,"  said  the  sheriff,  "but  you  better 
take  'nother  swaller,  so  I  c'n  be  sure." 

"Well,  just  one  more — -ahem.  That's  not  bad, 
Hiram;  not  bad  at  all.    Now  come  on." 

The  clerk  took  the  keg  tenderly  in  his  arms  and 
together  the  two  disappeared  into  the  woods. 

********** 

Midnight  found  Weary  William  on  the  trucks  of  a  I 
coal-car,  far  on  his  way  toward  the  border  of  the 
state.    The  wheels,  as  they  ground  over  the  joints  of 
the  rails,  hummed,  to  the  accompaniment  of  a  bump- 
ing brake-beam,  a  tune,  the  refrain  of  which  was, 
"And  I'll  ne'er — go  there — 
Any  more — any  more — any  more." 

Roland  J.  Dodd. 

Zhc  Iborseman. 

There  was  a  little  boy  named  Tommy  Naughto, 
Who  seldom  thought  or  acted  as  he  ought  to ; 
For  he  studied  with  a  trot, 
Till  they  said  he  knew  a  lot, 

But  his  head  was  very  empty  when  he  thought,  O ! 

Tommy  knew  that  Latin  nouns  had  many  cases, 
But  he  didn't  give  a  flip  to  know  their  places. 
For  he  studied  with  a  trot, 
Till  they  said  he  knew  a  lot, 

And  they  gazed  at  him  with  wonder  in  their  faces. 

But  Tommy,  since  he's  come  to  be  a  grown-up, 

Has  never  liked  to  have  his  Latin  shown  up, 

For  he  studied  with  a  trot, 

Till  they  said  he  knew  a  lot, 

And  now  it's  pretty  late  for  him  to  own  up. 

Jehu. 
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Gbe  IRewsmafters, 

THE  editor  of  the  Roundtown  "Bugle"  frowned 
when  the  town  correspondent  came  in  with  a 
book  full  of  useless  material ;  he  scowled  when  the 
mail  failed  to  bring  better  results ;  he  swore  when  the 
assistant  brought  him  two  poems.  As  first  page 
material  poems  were  at  a  discount. 

Something  must  be  done  ;  if  something  were  not  the 
paper  would  be,  he  facetiously  informed  himself. 

The  "Herald"  seemed  to  have  all  the  news  it  could 
print,  and  was  issuing  war  extras,  while  the  "Bugle'' 
was  filling  up  with  cuttings  and  communications.  He 
knew  just  how  the  editor  of  the  "Herald"  was  enjoy- 
ing his  success,  for  it  had  been  just  the  other  way  the 
year  before. 

Yes,  it  was  absolutely  necessary  to  get  a  scoop  and 
have  revenge,  Brown  was  convinced.  The  difficulty, 
unfortunately,  was  not  in  being  convinced,  but  in 
getting  the  scoop. 

There  was  somebody  at  the  office  door.  Maybe  it 
was  Jenkins.  Jenkins  had  a  way  of  dropping  in  with 
important  news,  when  the  paper  had  all  it  could 
print. 

No,  only  two  of  the  office  loafers,  who  didn't  want 
anything  and  didn't  have  anything  to  give  in  return 
for  it. 

"Anything  to  fill  in?"  asked  Brown  hopelessly. 
"What's  the  matter?  news  slow?"  asked  one  of 
them. 

"No,  rushing  so  fast  we  can't  keep  up,"  answered 
the  editor  with  fine,  cutting  sarcasm. 

"Why  don't  you  do  something  yourself  to  make 
news?"  suggested  the  assistant,  leaning  back  in  criti- 
i  cal  survey  of  an  advertiser's  cut. 

"I  did  think  of  running  for  president;  maybe  I 
can  present  an  excise  bill  to  the  legislature  instead." 
The  bitterness  fell  unheeded ;  they  were  used  to  it. 

"Why  don't  you  rob  your  own  house,  get  assaulted 
or  something  like  that?" 
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"Tell  you  what  I  will  do;  I'll  sandbag  you  some 
dark  night ;  it  would  be  the  deuce  of  a  big  mystery 
to  know  who'd  be  fool  enough  to  sandbag  you."  The 
editor  brightened  a  little. 

"You  see  that  wouldn't  do,  for  you'd  be  suspected 
right  away."  The  assistant  editor  breathed  a  little 
easier. 

"Why  don't  you  accept  one  of  the  major's  chal- 
lenges?" Jackson  was  good  at  suggestions. 

Major  Deutcher  was  an  acquaintance  ;  one  of  those 
men  who  live  on  their  neighbors'  food  and  are  pro- 
tected by  their  neighbors'  clothes ;  a  foreigner  of 
good  family  if  he  spoke  the  truth,  which  he  did  when 
it  fitted, and  'had  fresh  nerve  enough  to  brace  the  devil 
for  a  full  column,'  the  editor  sometimes  said. 

The  major  never  hesitated  to  challenge  a  man  who 
wouldn't  fight,  for  "honor"  urged  him  on — when  the 
other  man  was  smaller.  The  major  was  not  such  an 
unusual  character. 

At  Jackson's  suggestion  the  editor  brightened.  "Not 
so  foolish  as  usual ;  in  fact  it's  a  possibility  :  one  half 
page  of  news,  two  columns  of  editorial,  upon  the  re- 
vival of  Texas  spirit.  We'll  let  you  do  the  fighting, 
Jones." 

"Oh,  that's  all  right,"  said  the  assistant  editor  has- 
tily, "  'Honor  to  whom  honor  is  due.'  We'll  let  Jack- 
son do  up  the  whole  job,  except  the  obituary." 

"No,  we'll  let  you  do  it,"  said  Jackson  with  heroic 
self-sacrifice,  "I'll  probably  have  an  engagement  by 
the  time  it  comes  off." 

"But,  you  see,  he  probably  wouldn't  fight,"  haz- 
arded Jones. 

"Oh,  that's  all  right,  I'll  be  his  second." 

"Well,  anyway,  it  wouldn't  be  honest,  so  that  set- 
tles it,"  said  the  assistant  editor,  "and  besides,"  as 
if  he  had  just  thought  of  it,  "he  might  hit  me." 

"Oh,  he  wouldn't  fight  if  he  thought  the  guns  were 
loaded,  so  we'll  just  put  in  blanks." 
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"There,"  said  the  editor,  "that  meets  both  objec- 
tions ;  go  ahead  when  he  challenges  you,  take  him 
up.  Here  he  comes  now."  A  vile  falsetto  whistle 
on  the  stairs  was  heralding  the  major's  approach.  It 
was  his  boast  that  he  was  the  only  German  in  the 
country  who  could  whistle  in  that  way.  Fortunately 
for  the  country  this  was  true. 

He  didn't  cease  when  he  came  into  the  sanctum, 
unmindful  of  the  fact  that  some  people  have  more 
musical  ears.  In  the  most  abstracted  and  absent  way 
he  picked  up  one  of  the  editor's  cigars  and  leaned 
back  in  the  office  rocker. 

"Gut  evening,"  he  finally  said,  as  he  scratched  one 
of  the  editor's  matches. 

Nobody  answered. 

The  assistant  editor,  with  some  misgivings,  but 
urged  on  by  the  chief's  glance,  suggested  that  he  pro- 
ceed to  a  possible  tropical  eternity,  in  more  realistic 
language. 

"Now,  you  must  for  that  apologize,  unless  you 
want  to  fight,  perhaps,"  the  major  scratched  another 
match.  These  challenges  were  so  common  that  it 
didn't  pay  to  get  excited. 

"Very  well,  I'll  fight,"  said  the  assistant  weakly. 
"Revolvers,  tomorrow  at  three  thirty  a.  m. 

The  major  was  startled.  "Oh-h,"  was  all  he  could 
say  at  first.  "I  guess  you  puts  up  a  joke  on  me,  so? 
Well,  if  that's  the  situation,  it  will  be  all  right,"  he 
finally  added  with  a  bland  smile. 

"No.    I  mean  it,"  said  Jones. 

Jackson  edged  over  to  the  major  and  whispered  to 
him.  The  major  brightened  and  said  that  maybe  it 
would  be  best  to  satisfy  honor.  "I'm  the  major's 
second,"  said  Jackson. 

"This'll  knock  the  Herald  out  for  sure,"  thought 
Brown.    "I'll  be  Jones'  second,"  he  added  aloud. 

Later  in  the  day  the  major  called  at  the  Herald 
office.    "How  much  you  give  me  for  a  big  scoop, 
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eh?"  he  asked  the  editor.  Half  an  hour  later  he  left 
for  the  nearest  saloon. 

******♦♦♦# 
It  was  June  and  the  hour  for  the  duel  was  just  day- 
break.   A  party  of  four  rode  over  the  rough  trail, 
they  were  Brown,  the  major,  Jones  and  Jackson. 

"We  goto  Pine  Glen,"  said  the  major  to  the  cab- 
man. 

"Why?"  asked  Brown. 

"Because  I  says  so,"  answered  the  major  laconi- 
cally. "If  you  don't  like  it,  I'm  so  sorry,"  and  he 
began  his  ghastly  whistle.  Pine  Glen  was  three  miles 
from  Roundtown  over  a  miserable  road. 

"There'll  be  just  time  if  we  hurry,"  said  Brown. 

The  major  was  very  deliberate.  He  complained  of 
the  wet  grass,  and  kept  things  waiting  in  every  pos- 
sible way.    But  finally  everything  was  arranged. 

"Now  gentlemen,  I  am  ready.  I  am  not  afraid  of 
dying  like  a  gentleman." 

"You  have  no  cause  to  worry,"  said  Jones,  "such 
a  contingency  is  impossible." 

"Oh,  shut  up  !  It's  getting  late  and  I  forgot  to  tell 
that  foreman  where  the  account  of  the  duel  wis," 
exclaimed  the  editor. 

"How  was  it  so  you  know  how  the  duel  come  out 
would?"  asked  the  German  suspiciously. 

"Time  !"  shouted  Jackson,  as  the  situation  became 
embarrassing.  Honor  was  satisfied.  It  was  a  model 
duel,  European  plan. 

"Now  let's  hurry  up  and  get  back,"  said  Brown, 
rubbing  his  hands,  and  they  hurried  to  the  road. 

The  cab  was  nowhere  in  sight. 

"Well,  I  guess  we  walks,  yes?"  said  the  major 
cheerfully,  beginning  to  whistle. 

"Oh,  you        squash  headed  idiot! 

Who  in  he— aven  was  that      — —  cabman 

anyway  ?"  shrieked  the  editor,  with  a  few  appropriate 
interjections. 


162 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


"I  think,"  said  the  major  slowly,  "that  when  I  of 
it  thinks,  it  was  Mr.  Curry." 

"What,  Curry,  the  assistant  editor  of  the  "Herald?' 
exclaimed  Jackson.  (The  editor  also  exclaimed ; 
what  he  exclaimed  is  immaterial.  It  was  not  about 
the  beautiful  day.) 

The  party  arrived  in  town,  after  taking  the  wrong 
road,  at  the  advice  of  a  man  who  happened  to  be  at 
the  cross-roads,  at  exactly  six  o'clock  p.  m. 

As  they  reached  the  office  the  foreman  handed 
them  a  copy  of  the  paper  that  was  being  distributed 
throughout  the  city.  Again,  what  the  editor  ex- 
claimed is  immaterial. 

The  paper  contained  a  two-column  ad.  for  Pain's 
Cod  Heart  Oil  and  an  editorial  upon  the  tariff. 

The  issue  of  the  "Herald"  that  morning  contained 
a  long  account  of  the  duel.  In  it  the  author  indulged 
in  a  pyrotechnical  display  of  wit  and  sarcasm.  The 
remarks  in  the  editorials,  too,  were  more  forcible 
than  polite. 

Even  the  major  was  hit.  In  fact  his  "traitorous 
conduct"  was  expanded  upon  to  such  a  degree  that 
he  left  town. 

Jackson  has  stopped  making  suggestions. 

G.  Sianleigh  Arnold. 

Hfter  (Breenawa^ 

Prithee,  tell  me,  winsome  fairie, 
Whence  thy  lightsome  form  so  airie, 
Blithesome,  lissome,  lovesome  Marie, 
Come  tell  me  now. 

Sweet  she  lisped,  My  mama  brought  me 
From  a  flowery  bed,  and  taught  me 
Ne'er  be  rude,  nor  answer  naughty, 
But  make  a  bow. 

/.  Stafford  Goddard. 
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3ames  3amee, 

It  was  just  after  dinner  on  Saturday.  The  "gang" 
were  sitting  on  Randall's  fence ;  a  covey  of  dirty, 
(what  can  you  expect  on  Saturday?),  little  gutter- 
snipes externally  seeming  to  prattle  in  childish  inno- 
cence,but  really  fiendishly  alive  to  mischief  of  any  kind. 
Randalls  fence  was  a  good  collecting  place.  It  was 
composed  of  pipes,  supported  by  wooden  posts  ;  an  ar- 
rangement which  gave  splendid  opportunities  for  gym- 
nastics. The  last  pipe  from  the  end  was  loose,  so 
that,  if  it  were  jolted  at  judicious  intervals,  it  would 
precipitate  a  squealing  mass  of  boys  to  the  ground. 
Besides,  it  furnished  a  good  lookout  for  "cops"  and 
the  men  who  distributed  pamphlets  at  the  different 
doors,  in  the  hope  that  the  house-holder  within  might 
be  awakened  to  the  virtues  of  sarsaparilla  or  baking- 
powder.  One  could  almost  always  tell  when  one  such 
had  passed,  by  seeing  boys  stealthily  stealing  up  on 
the  porches  to  snatch  suddenly  at  something  and  rush 
away  headlong,  lest  the  servant-girl  or  the  distributor 
catch  them.  Later  piles  of  advertisements,  carefully 
hoarded  until  the  pleasure  of  possession  had  died 
away,  could  be  seen  in  certain  corners,  where  they 
had  been  abandoned. 

Just  at  this  moment  there  were  four  sitting  on  the 
fence,  idly  watching  another  spin  a  top,  while  they 
discussed  the  character  of  a  Mrs.  Strong,  who  lived 
next  door.  It  was  a  torpid  time,  when  healthy  little 
stomachs  had  been  but  lately  rilled.  Tired  by  the 
"Indians  and  White  men"  of  the  morning,  they  were 
content  to  rest  a  while  in  philosophical  discussion.  It 
was  quite  remarkable  how  these  youthful  intellects 
had  scanned  Mrs.  Strong's  character.  They  had 
passed  over  her  good  traits  without  notice,  and  were 
engaged  in  the  more  pleasant  task  of  counting  her 
sins. 

"She's  a  dirty  skin  !  D'you  remember  the  time  we 
had  that  dandy  sliding  track  on  her  sidewalk."  (Ex- 
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pressions  of  pleased  remembrance  from  the  audience.) 
i  1  Well,  she's  awful  fussy.  She  came  over  that  night 
'n  told  pa.  I  had  to  go  'n  thaw  it  out  with  salt. 
Gee,  it  was  cold  !  Besides,  I  nearly  got  a  licking." 
And  so  forth,  with  a  candor  that  is  not  the  staple  of 
grown-up  life,  together  with  a  memory  of  what  4 'pa" 
or  "ma"  had  said  about  Mrs.  Strong  that  would  do 
credit  to  a  prodigal  child. 

Poor  little  Mrs.  Strong,  !  she  was  not  a  happy 
woman.  She  had  the  small,  mean  soul,  dwarfed  for 
want  of  some  great  ennobling  emotion,  that,  since  it 
has  not  known  the  true  tragedy  of  human  life,  self- 
ishly seeks  misery  in  its  own  paltry  sphere.  She  did 
nothing  to  cause  those  lines  of  anxious  care  on  her 
face ;  no  public  duties  weighed  on  her,  as  they  did  on 
Mrs.  James  ;  she  had  no  family  of  noisy  boys  to  edu- 
cate, like  that  of  Mrs.  Randall,  next  door;  nothing, 
except  perhaps  the  occasional  tiff  with  the  butcher  or 
the  grocer.  But  even  these  were  the  crises  of  her 
life,  and  every  day  was  full  of  fret  about  the  minor 
blunders  of  the  servants  and  the  depredations  of  the 
wild  race  of  small  boys.  Once  in  a  while  she  4 'enter- 
tained/' One  could  always  foretell  the  event  by  the 
general  air  of  nervous  activity  that  the  house  imbibed 
from  its  inmates.  Everything  must  be  according  to 
the  most  stringent  rules  of  etiquette ;  the  least  slip 
before  the  guests  led  to  days  of  mental  recriminations. 
Often  in  her  calls  she  spoke  with  bated  breath  of  the 
unconventionality  of  "other"  people,  or  tearfully 
anathematized  her  own  servants.  Her  husband  was 
quite  an  ordinary  mortal,  but  there  was  something 
noble  about  the  way  in  which  he  allowed  himself  to 
be  managed.  The  least  cold  curtailed  his  liberty 
for  weeks,  and  kept  him  to  the  society  of  his  fidgeting 
wife.  A  moment's  independence  would  have  re- 
sulted fatally  to  her. 

Providence,  out  of  respect  for  her  prim,  formal 
piety,  had  spared  her  a  child.  She  could  never  have 
survived  the  eventful  first  year.    The  ushering  wail 
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would  have  produced  nervous  prostration.  If  she  had 
recovered,  colic  would  have  caused  a  relapse,  the 
nurse  would  have  slowly  worried  her  down  to  the 
grave,  while  at  the  first  tooth  she  would  have  folded 
her  arms  in  death  as  decorously  as  etiquette  and 
good  breeding  demand.  But,  as  it  was,  she  was 
gradually  wearing  older  and  sallower,  the  lines  of 
care  were  deepening ;  a  splendid  old  maid,  marred 
by  a  husband,  a  wretched  wife,  blessed  by  a  good 
life-mate  ! 

The  discussion  had  reached  a  lagging  anti-climax 
when  suddenly  one  of  the  "gang"  started  up  to  his 
feet. 

"By  Jiminy,  Al,"  he  said,  "there's  the  wire  I  want 
for  our  telegraph."  He  pointed  to  a  wire  stretching 
from  a  neighboring  roof  over  Mrs.  Strong's  house. 
"It  used  to  belong  to  our  telephone.  I  can  swing  it 
right  over  to  you,  if  it's  cut  from  Mrs.  Strong's." 

A  moment  of  excited  planning  followed  in  which 
it  was  decided,  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  to  take 
possession  of  the  wire  that  evening. 

"Ma's  goin'  out,  so  I  won't  be  troubled,  'n'  I  know 
Mrs.  Strong's  servant  girl.  I  went  up  there  when  I 
fixed  up  that  telephone  with  Jack,"  the  originator  of 
the  plan  continued.  The  next  moment  somebody 
tagged  his  neighbor,  and  in  less  than  two  seconds 
they  had  scattered  in  a  rousing  game  of  "tag." 

That  evening,  after  bidding  her  little  son  to  be  in 
bed  by  eight,  without  a  doubt  that  she  would  be 
obeyed,  in  spite  of  many  disappointments,  Mrs. 
James  left  the  youthful  scion  of  her  family,  while  she 
attended  to  her  social  duties.  Jimmie  waited  ten  or 
fifteen  minutes  in  order  to  be  sure  that  no  handker- 
chief or  any  other  of  those  so  easily  forgotten,  lesser 
articles  had  been  left  behind,  occupying  the  time  by 
assuming  a  pair  of  "sneakers."  Another  short  wait 
to  avoid  the  cook,  and  he  was  at  the  sugar-bowl  fill- 
ing his  pockets  with  lumps,  that  he  might,  in  any 
case,  have  a  well  stocked  larder.    If  Mrs.  James  had 
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only  seen  her  son  empty  the  sugar-bowl  by  half,  all 
the  while  glowering  about  lest  cook  or  housemaid 
catch  him,  perhaps  she  would  not  have  won- 
dered how  the  dried  prunes  or  the  maple  sugar 
disappeared  so  mysteriously. 

Now  he  was  across  the  street,  full  of  the  delicious 
sense  of  doing  a  hazardous  sin.  A  carriage 
stood  in  front  of  Mrs.  Strong's  ;  a  good  omen,  since, 
if  there  were  callers,  Mrs.  Strong  would  surely  not 
interfere.  With  consummate  skill,  born  of  long 
practice,  he  climbed  the  spike-surmounted  fence. 
Evidently  there  was  something  remarkable  going  on  ; 
the  kitchen  was  blazing  with  light,  and  there  arose 
mingled  sounds  of  wood  and  metal.  From  the  back- 
porch  he  could  see  a  maid  bustling  around  under  the 
orders  of  a  fat  cook,  not  to  speak  of  the  darkey 
manipulating  the  dumb-waiter.  Jimmie's  hesitation 
was  but  for  a  second  ;  profiting  by  a  moment  when 
all  backs  were  turned,  he  slipped  noiselessly  over  the 
few  feet  from  the  back  door  to  the  stairs.  There  in 
the  tunnelled  stairway,  flushed  by  his  first  success, 
he  decided  that,  come  what  might,  the  telephone  wire 
should  be  his. 

He  entered  the  pantry.  A  party  was  surely  going 
on.  A  pile  of  plates  stood  on  the  shelf,  containing 
the  half-remains  of  a  man's  food,  while  nearby 
was  a  plate  of  olives.  Now,  Jimmie  loved 
these  above  all  the  delicacies  that  were  to  be  had  on 
"party-nights,"  and,  snatching  a  handful,  he  warily 
withdrew  just  in  time  to  avoid  the  waiting-maid.  But 
one  obstacle  remained  :  the  dining-room  door,  which 
opened  on  the  hall.  There  was  great  chance  that  the 
lynx-eyed  hostess,  looking  about  for  some  mistake, 
should  see  as  he  passed.  Softly — by.  And  now  victory 
awaits  on  the  roof ! 

On  the  way  up  he  passed  by  the  rooms  where  the 
company  had  removed  their  wraps.  First  the  men's 
coats,  each  surmounted  by  a  "stove-pipe"  hat  or  a 
derby  folded  carefully  on  the  bed.    Jimmie  always 
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thought  that  they  looked  like  ugly  black  devils  laid 
out  in  order  before  they  received  life,  and  he  could 
not  resist  smashing  one  head,  leaving  a  misshapen 
derby  for  some  angry  man.  Next  door  were  the  ladies' 
wraps ;  gauzy,  footless  things  of  absolutely  no  use 
for  warmth,  or  heavy,  fur-trimmed  capes,  too  hot  for 
a  summer  night.  As  Jimmie  pursued  his  stealthy 
way,  he  remembered  how  once  he  had  masqueraded 
with  his  little  sister  in  the  company's  clothes,  and 
finally  been  obliged  to  stay  a  full  hour  under  the  bed, 
owing  to  a  sudden  dispersion  of  the  guests. 

He  passed  through  the  attic,  and  in  a  moment  was 
out  of  the  window,  clinging  desperately  to  the  ladder 
that  led  to  the  plane  surface  of  the  roof.  Once  on 
top,  he  ran  recklessly  over  to  where  he  thought  the 
wire  was,  but  he  miscalculated,  stumbled  over  a  pro- 
jection and  there  would  have  been  a  mangled  body 
under  the  yellowish  street-lamp  far  below,  if  a  chim- 
ney had  not  stopped  his  rolling  body.  His  heart 
was  beating  queerly  up  in  an  uncomfortable  section 
of  his  throat  as  he  regained  the  roof. 

Now  the  work  on  the  wire  began.  He  pulled  a 
dulled  little  file  from  his  pocket,  but  the  wire  was 
strong  and  tough,  complaining  with  a  deafened, 
twanging  vibration ;  Jimmie  had  to  wrap  his  coat 
around  the  insulator  to  deaden  the  sound.  Finally, 
with  a  last  despairing  scrape,  the  wire  broke.  There 
was  a  loud  twang,  the  whistling  of  the  falling  wire, 
an  exclamation  from  some  passerby,  and  a  metallic 
ring  on  the  bricks  of  the  pavement.  Up  on  the  roof 
stood  a  little  boy,  hugging  himself,  chuckling  with 
pure  delight.  How  mercurial  these  nervous  Ameri- 
cans are.  This  lad  had  gone  through  every  dark 
emotion ;  a  shrinking  apprehension  of  the  mysterious 
corners  in  the  attic  ;  a  dizzy  dread  of  the  black  ground, 
menacing  at  a  terrible  depth  below  him  ;  a  moral  awe 
of  some  Power  in  the  shining  stars,  a  sudden  violent 
horror  of  death  and  despair  over  the  stubborn  wire; 
but  now  he  was  capering  about  in  the  wildest  joy. 
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The  descent  was  easy.  He  climbed  back  head- 
first through  the  window,  letting  his  feet  fall  with  a 
resounding  slap  on  the  floor ;  this  in  a  spirit  of  sheer 
bravado,  since  the  noise  was  likely  to  alarm  those 
below.  But  in  his  mind  he  revolted  from  sneaking 
out  as  he  had  come :  to  walk  down  slowly,  rush  at 
the  front  door,  closing  it  with  a  bang  and  escaping 
before  pursuit  was  possible,  would  be  the  only  climax 
possible  for  an  undertaking  so  successfully  per- 
formed. 

Again  he  went  through  the  second  story.  Now 
the  door  of  the  guests'  room  was  half  closed.  What 
did  this  mean?  Suddenly  in  a  mirror,  seen  through 
the  half-opened  door  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  man 
hurriedly  rifling  the  bureau.  An  opened  window 
with  the  top  of  a  ladder  apparent  showed  the  burglar's 
entrance.  Jimmie's  glance  wandered  to  the  bed. 
There  lay  his  mother's  cape,  which  he  had  not  recog- 
nized before,  and  on  it  in  full  sight  her  breast-pin. 
If  there  was  anything  beautiful,  anything  precious, 
anything  invaluable,  it  was,  in  Jimmie's  mind,  this 
little  spaikling  diamond  set  on  a  plain  gold  bar.  He 
made  no  outcry,  nor  did  he  hesitate  a  moment,  but 
ran  silently  downstairs.  Suddenly,  the  idea  came 
that  he  would  get  a  most  glorious  licking  for  stealing 
the  wire.  Perhaps  it  would  be  better  to  just  warn  the 
hostess  :  the  things  the  man  was  stealing  were  hers. 

Jimmie  approached  the  door.  Before  him  stood 
the  long  table,  glittering  with  silver  and  cut  glass,  at 
the  end  of  which  sat  the  hostess.  It  took  no  time  to 
catch  her  eye.  Poor  little  Mrs.  Strong  was  aghast ; 
this  calamity  was  absolutely  unprecedented.  What, 
in  Heaven's  name,  did  etiquette  ordain,  when  a  dirty 
little  boy  beckoned  to  you,  while,  unhappy  under  the 
task  of  entertaining  guests,  you  were  just  at  the 
critical  point  of  the  ices.  As  she  sat  still  in  her  hor- 
ror, the  talk  subsided.  Immediately,  great  anger  at 
the  innocent  cause  of  her  social  disgrace  rose  in  her 
frame ;  she  made  an  imperious  motion  for  him  to  en- 

169 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


ter.  At  least,  his  father  was  here,  and  she  could  in- 
timate that  a  spanking  would  be  her  ultimatum. 

Jimmie  wasn't  frightened.  There  had  been  a 
curious  tightening  at  the  back  of  his  throat  when  he 
had  first  seen  the  burglar,  but  his  elation  at  the  suc- 
cess over  the  wire,  the  resolve  to  make  a  dash  for 
freedom,  and  the  thought  that  now  he  would  become 
something  of  a  hero  inspired  him  so  that  he  was  not 
conscious  of  himself.  He  entered  the  glare  of  the 
dining-room.  A  laugh  went  up  from  the  men,  who 
to  some  extent  did  not  realize  the  enormity  of  the  in- 
terrupted dinner.  Little  Jimmie  had  been  well  black- 
ened up  on  the  roof,  and  in  the  exertion  of  cutting 
the  wire  he  had  rubbed  his  face  with  his  hands ;  two 
great  black  streaks  testified  to  this.  Moreover,  the 
front  of  his  coat  was  covered  with  rust  from  the  tin 
roof.  Without  waiting  to  be  recognized  by  any 
authority  he  exclaimed  : 

"There's  a  burglar  upstairs,  stealin'  all  the  jew'lry. 
You'd  better  hurry  if  y'  want  any  left." 

Immediately  the  laugh  on  the  men's  faces  died  out 
in  a  drawn  pallor,  while  the  social  smirk  of  the  ladies, 
assumed  in  mind  and  body  for  any  especial  occasion, 
gave  way  to  a  grim  realization  of  some  truth  in  life. 
This  might  be  honestly  a  tragedy,  and  not  a  mere 
domestic  occurrence,  such  as  would  be  quickly  for- 
gotten except  by  the  gossips  who  disliked  Mrs. 
Strong.  One  lady  promptly  fainted.  The  host 
being  nearest  the  fire-place  arose  with  shaking  knees 
to  get  the  poker.  His  wife  flung  herself  on  him 
shrieking  : 

"Never,  George,  never.  He'll  kill  you. r 
Meanwhile  the  other  gentlemen  were  taking  what 
arms  they  could  find,  from  candelabra  to  chairs,  all, 
with  one  exception,  blanched  by  cowardly  fear, 
though  held  up  to  a  following,  but  by  no  means  lead- 
ing point  by  the  sense  that  their  wives  were  watching 
them.  Mr.  James,  Jimmie's  father,  was  the  only  one 
not  overcome  by  fear.    There  was  an  abrupt  pause, 
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while  the  wives  tried  to  hold  back  or  send  on  their 
husbands  by  signs,  and  each  man  waited  with  politest 
diffidence  for  his  neighbor  to  take  the  lead.  Jimmie 
alone  seemed  to  be  conscious  of  time. 

"If  you  don't  hurry  up,  he'll  leave,"  he  cried. 

Mr.  James,  after  a  look  at  the  host,  himself  not  too 
anxious  to  leave,  held  fast  in  the  dress  of  his  terrified 
wife,  took  the  lead.  Two  only  dared  to  remain  ;  Mr. 
Strong  and  a  little  red-headed  man,  whose  fear  of 
burglars  was  proverbial.  The  little  army  resolutely 
marched  up  the  stairs.  A  sudden  noise  came  from 
the  bed-rooms.  One  man  turned  tail  and  ran,  nearly 
knocking  little  Jimmie  down,  and  the  army  stopped  ; 
the  leader  only  went  on.  He  stepped  into  the  room. 
It  was  deserted.  Evidently  while  the  bold  army  was 
being  recruited  the  thief  had  made  good  his  escape. 
Immediately  Jimmie  ran  to  the  telephone  to  ring  up 
the  police. 

Downstairs  in  the  dining  room  Mrs.  Strong  was 
having  hysterics.  The  whole  scene,  with  the  dis- 
ordered table,  the  overturned  chairs,  the  white-faced 
men  and  women,  present  a  devastated  appearance — 
an  appearance  that  would  be  more  attributable  to  an 
earthquake  than  to  one  small  boy  and  a  semi- 
mythical  burglar.  In  an  incredibly  short  time  the 
police  came  with  sounding  gong  and  attendant  crowd, 
hoping  for  nothing  less  than  a  murder. 

And  so  leave  them  at  this  happy  climax,  imagining 
the  curtain-lectures  that  night  on  fool-hardy  bravery 
or  arrant  cowardliness  given  to  certain  husbands,  the 
anathemas  of  Mrs.  Strong  on  that  innocent  child, 
Jimmie,  and  the  heavy  tax  on  his  youthful  imagina- 
tion when  called  upon  by  parental  coercion  to  explain 
his  dramatic  entry. 

Robert  Lounsbury  Black. 
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H  Water-color* 

An  April  snow  floats  to  the  Spring-kissed  turf ; 
And  spirit  daffodils,  still  yellow  ghosts, 
Gleam  dimly  through  the  cold  mist-surf 
That  floods  with  grey  its  valley  coasts. 
There,  like  white  petals  of  the  hyacinth, 
In  soft  wet  fragrant  pads 
The  snow  lies. 

Jean  Ross  Irvine, 

an  ©pen  Xetter, 

It  must  be  understood  that  the  pronoun  used 
throughout  the  following  communication  is  rhetori- 
cally and  not  technically  the  editorial  we:  The  opin- 
ions expressed  are  not  those  of  the  majority  (in  this 
case  also  that  majority  treated  of  in  6  < An  Enemy  of 
the  People",  and  referred  to  below)  of  the  Mirror 
Board  ;  wherefore  they  are  published  here  and  not  in 
the  editorial  columns. 

We  are  exceedingly  sorry  to  say — stating  only  our 
personal  opinion  of  course — that  the  Phillips  Andover 
Dramatic  Club  has  ceased  to  exist ;  that  it  is  to  be  re- 
placed in  the  near  future  by  a  social  organization, 
having  the  same  name  and  practically  the  same  mem- 
bership, though  its  purpose  is  to  be  mainly  charitable. 
^fcThe  former  club  was  one  founded  two  years  ago 
(with  a  new  constitution,  upon  the  basis  of  a  still  older 
club,)  of  which  the  chief  aim  and  purpose  was  to  be 
the  careful  presentation  annually  of  one  good  play  or 
more.  To  insure  which  end,  since  the  only  means  of 
good  play-giving  is  thorough  rehearsing,  the  funda- 
mental article  of  the  constitution,  and  one  at  the  be- 
ginning of  each  year  mutually  agreed  upon  by  the 
fellows  concerned,  was  if  any  fellow  be  absent  with- 
out excuse  from  three  rehearsals  he  shall  forfeit  his 
membership  in  the  club, 

^feNow  at  a  time  during  the  present  year,  shortly  pre- 
vious to  the  ninth  of  February,  when  their  entire  with- 
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drawal  from  the  play  would  have  meant  the  giving- 
up  of  the  whole  production  and  a  considerable  loss 
financially  as  well  as  of  wasted  time,  two  of  the  fel- 
lows having  principal  parts  did,  in  the  multplicity  of 
their  engagements,  social,  athletic,  and  religious, 
avail  themselves  of  the  third  fatal  cut,  unexcused  and 
inexcusable.  However,  as  in  honor  they  only  could 
have  done,  they  agreed,  as  the  club  agreed  to  have 
them  do,  to  play  their  respective  parts  without  mem- 
bership or  shingles  :  and  it  was  well.  This  action 
was  before  the  play. 

^tThere  was  an  other  clause  in  the  constitution  to  the 
effect  that  any  fellow  by  accenting  and  flaying  a 
sfeaking  fart  in  any  flay  f resented  by  the  club  be- 
comes a  member  of  the  club  and  is  therefore  entitled 
to  a  shingle.  This  clause,  by  a  defect  in  the  consti- 
tution, very  evidently  conflicts  with  the  exfulsion-by- 
cutting  clause  quoted  previously.  After  the  play 
came  schism — as  to  which  of  the  two  clauses,  in  the 
case  of  the  two  criminal  numbers,  should  be  adhered 
to ;  as  to  which,  for  the  welfare  of  the  club,  should  be 
judged  the  more  important.  The  leading  man,  in 
the  recent  comedy,  the  first  comedian,  and  the  presi- 
dent, who  played  the  leading  woman,  appreciating  that 
the  welfare  of  its  object  was  the  welfare  of  the  club, 
that  its  object  was  the  well  production  of  plays,  that 
the  well  producing  of  plays  is  dependent  upon  thor- 
ough rehearsing,  felt  that  the  clause  relative  to  the 
just  punishment  of  sin  should  be  enforced.  The  ma- 
jority of  the  members  ( Ibsen's  invariably  wrong  ma- 
jority, in  this  case  composed  largely  of  those  fellows 
who  had  had,  in  the  recent  comedy,  three-line  or 
semi-supe  parts)  feeling  quite  sure  that  the  ^cKrity6861' 
would  without  doubt  be  found  written  on  their  hearts, 
if  in  the  strength  and  greenness  of  their  youth  they 
should  be  vivisected  ;  feeling  that  rehearsal  is  of  quite 
minor  importance  and  that  the  all  and  only  essential 
thing  in  successful  play  giving  is  the  immediate  pres- 
entation upon  the  fall  of  the  curtain,  to  each  person 
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having  taken  part,  of  a  shingle  and  a  shower  bath  of: 
aromatic  herbs  and  oils;  deeply  feeling,  then,  these* 
truths,  the  majority  decided,  full  lawfully  and  ini 
strictest  compliance  unto  the  Rules  of  Roberts  which 
are  Order,  that  to  every  one  concerned  in  the  pro- 
duction (with  the  exception  of  the  scene  shifters  who  i 
were  of  a  different  persuasion  religiously)  should, 
must,  and  would  be  given  shingles,  and  all  the  honors 
symbolized  by  shingles  from  the  beginning  ;  that  espec- 
ially should  shingles  be  given  to  the  two  of  question- 
able membership,  not  only  in  order  to  show  the  club's 
deep  appreciation  of  their  happening  to  drop  in  upon; 
us  the  evening  of  the  final  production,  but  in  raptur- 
ous recognition  of  their  rare  skill  in  so  excellently 
presenting  (which  in  good  sincerety  they  did)  their 
parts  on  a  minimum  of  rehearsal. 
jifcOf  which  action  by  the  enlightened  majority  the 
least  important  result,  as  it  is  the  least  painful  also  to> 
us,  was  our  own  resignation  and  withdrawal  from  the: 
club,  of  which  we  had  had  the  honor  of  being  Stage: 
Manager  for  the  past  two  years. 

^We  feel  that  the  old  club,  with  a  revised  and; 
strengthened  constitution,  on  the  foundation  of  at! 
least  the  two  comedies  given  fairly  well  this  year  and 
last,  if  its  numbers  had  had  the  earnestness  and  ma- 
turity to  observe  its  necessary  laws,  we  feel  that  un- 
der these  conditions  the  old  club  might  in  the  fullness 
of  time  have  become  one  of  the  strongest  and  most 
respected  organizations  in  school,  one  of  the  most 
valuable  to  the  fellows  for  supplementary  training, 
and  a  source  of  pleasure  to  the  school  and  town  at 
large. 

jtOn  the  other  hand,  having  overturned  and  disre- 
garded its  most  essential  law,  as  set  forth  in  its  con- 
stitution, it  becomes,  it  seems  to  us,  in  very  truth  a 
new  organization  for  social  and  charitable  purposes, 
as  we  said  above,  something  in  the  nature  of  a  Sun- 
shine Circle,  or  Girls'  Friendly  Society,  or  Ladies' 
Benevolent  Association — having  for  its  object  the 
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charitable  distribution  of  shingles  (not  coal  and  pota- 
toes as  in  4 'Sentimental  Tommy.")  among  /^deserv- 
ing persons  !  We  do  not  know  whether  the  Widows 
and  Orphans  of  Deceased  Clergymen  are  to  be  espec- 
ially mentioned  in  the  new  constitution,  but  we  be- 
lieve they  may  rest  assured  of  getting  their  fair  share 
of  the  shingles,  in  the  due  course  of  this  most  gener- 
ous distribution.  Nor  are  we  sure  whether  the  Be- 
nevolent Association  (or  Charitable  Soubrettes  Scho- 
lastic Sewing  Circle, limited)  will  send  shingles  to  the 
heathen  of  foreign  lands, or  confine  itself  to  the  more 
conventional  donation  of  made  garments  :  we  trust 
the  Makers  of  the  Constitution  will  fully  decide  this 
important  question  and  state  it  in  black  and  white  to 
prevent  future  troubles. 

jfcln  a  farce  given  in  the  Town  Hall  last  June — of 
which  there  had  been  no  complete  rehearsal  atall,pre- 
vious  to  the  production  ;  for  it  was  prepared  for  quite 
in  accordance  with  the  "Art  for  Shingle's  Sake" 
theory  of  the  enlightened  majority — we  were  impli- 
cated as  leading  lady.  We  wore  a  remarkably  d£- 
collet£  gown, closely  cut  after  the  every-day  clothes  of 
Venus  de  Milo,  as  we  remember  our  sensations  :  also 
we  have  a  quite  distinct  recollection  of  the  cur- 
tain's being  rung  down  about  ten  minutes  after  its 
rise,  with  the  leading  man  subjecting  the  book  to  in- 
ternal criticism,  over  the  prompter  s  shoulder,  and  the 
first  comedian  sitting  on  the  floor  left  centre  in  a  wild 
endeavor  to  remember  some  fragments  of  his  lines 
with  which  to  amuse  the  fretful  audience.  Then  the 
Glee  and  Mandolin  clubs  discoursed  the  sweet, but  ever 
after  dirge-like,  strains  of  "Honey,  You'r  Mah  Lady 
Love"  to  cover  our  retreat ;  while  behind  the  scenes  the 
members  of  the  cast  were  humbly  removing  their  war- 
paint with  mingled  application  of  tears  and  cocoa- 
butter.  We  hope  these  melancholy  incidents  do  not 
prophesy  of  the  coming  year's  work  under  the  new 
regime — that  is  to  say,  if  the  new  club  should  feel 
that  charity  and  the  drama  are  not  incongruous  and 
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decide  to  further  supplement  their  study  of  parlimen- 
tary  law  by  the  harmless  frivolity  of  play-giving. 
j*The  opinions  of  the  majority  of  the  Board,  as  re- 
gards the  weather  and  kindred  subjects,  will  be  found 
under  the  head  of  Editorials. 

Jean  Ross  Irvine. 

MIRAGE.  

aurora,  auroral 

Aurora,  Aurora ! 
The  morning  has  come — the  radiant  morn  ! 
The  light  of  the  earth. — Aurora  is  born. 

Aurora,  Aurora ! 
The  queen  of  the  morning  the  land  doth  adorn 
With  radiant  splendour. — Aurora  is  born. 

Aurora,  Aurora ! 
Goddess  of  morning,  and  queen  of  the  light, 
Most  brilliant  of  all  and  foe  of  the  night. 

Aurora,  Aurora  ! 
The  morning  has  come — the  radiant  morn  ! 
The  light  of  the  earth. — Aurora  is  born. 

George  Harris. 

Zhe  Winning  of  ftoar?  ann  MUsom 

Mary  Ann  Wilson  stood  on  her  little,  vine-shaded 
porch,  looking  off  down  the  road ;  she  shaded  her 
eyes  from  the  setting  sun,  the  better  to  see  the  figure 
of  a  man  approaching  the  house  at  a  rapid  walk.  As 
soon  as  she  was  able  clearly  to  make  out  his  face  she 
smiled,  and,  stepping  back,  placed  the  two  straight 
kitchen  chairs  stiffly  side  by  side  on  the  porch. 

"How  d'you  do,  Mr.  Pitkins?  she  said  cheerily  to 
the  man  who  was  now  coming  up  the  front  walk. 

Mr.  Joseph  Pitkin  was  a  frequent  visitor  at  Miss 
Wilson's. 

"Glad  t'see  ye;  set  down."    And  she  motioned 
him  to  one  of  the  chairs,  sitting  down  in  the  other, 
herself. 
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"Pretty  well,  thanky,"  responded  he,  "Nice  sun- 
set, ain't  it?" 

4  4  Yes — 'tis  kind  of  pretty;  'taint  much  good  t' set 
this  ink,  though,  I  find."  And  she  turned  to  look  at 
some  newly  marked  handkerchiefs  which  hung  in  a 
row  on  the  porch  railing.  "I  prefer  the  noon  sun 
for  all  practercal  purposes." 

"Thet  so?  Wal,  it's  real  handsome,  anyhow  ;  see 
how  it  shines  on  that  bunch  o'  woods  over  thar." 

"Them  woods  air  no  good — poor  gnarly  hem- 
locks !" 

"Now  I  don't  agree  with  ye  thar,  Miss  Wilson. 
That's  purty  good  lumber  up  thar  an' — well  Miss 
Wilson,  t'  tell  the  truth,  that's  what  I  come  up  this 
evenin'  fer — t'  ask  ye  if  ye'd  like — I  mean,  what  ye'd 
think  o'  my  buyin'  that  piece  of  woods?  ' 

"Me?  Land,  Mr.  Pitkin,  I  don't  keer  ;  buy  it  if 
yer  a  mind  to;  't  don't  make  no  difference  to  me." 

"But — well — why — why — what  I  mean  is  will  you — 
now  won't  you — make  it  your  business?" 

Poor  Mr.  Pitkin's  face  was  brick-red ;  he  sat  ner- 
vously on  the  edge  of  his  chair  and  his  hands  opened 
and  shut  convulsively. 

"My  gooodness,  Mr.  Pitkin!"  replied  Miss  Wilson 
obtusely,  "I  ain't  fitted  t'  give  a  man  advice  about 
lumber  — 't  aint  in  my  line." 

But  I — I  mean  would  you — would  you  like  t'  own 
it  with  me— the  both  of  us  own  it  together,  Miss  Wil- 
son as— why,  don't  you  see,  Miss  Wilson?" 

"My  land,  I  ain't  got  any  money  t'  invest  in  wood- 
land." 

"Why,  I  mean — I  mean  couldn't  we  hold  it  as  man 
an  — Oh,  Miss  Wilson" — falling  on  his  knees  before 
her,  "can't  we  hold  it  as — as  man  an'  wife?  Miss 
Wilson — Mary  Ann — if  I'll  be  the  man  will  you  be 
the  wife? 

"Oh,  gracious,  Mr.  Pitkin, is  that  what  you  mean? 
— Well — get  up  off  the  floor  or  you'll  get  your  best 
trousers  all  dust,  Joseph." 

Then  Joseph  Pitkin  knew  that  he  had  won. 

Chas.   T.  Ryder. 
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H  Singular  Xife, 

Yes,  his  name  was  Billy,  not  a  goat  this  time,  but 
a  mischievous,  black  crow,  and  such  a  queer  little 
feathered  fellow  he  was  too  !  At  the  early  age  of  a 
month  or  six  weeks  he  was  taken  from  the  parental 
mansion,  which  was  constructed  of  twisted  grape-vine 
and  about  which  a  rather  unpleasant  odor  of  dead 
fish  hung  at  meal-times.  For  Billy,  when  as  yet  un- 
christened,  had  lived  with  his  worthy  parents  on  the 
shore  of  a  large  lake,  fish  from  which  formed  his 
principal  diet. 

His  future  owner  abducted  him  at  the  risk  of  his 
own  neck,  from  the  top  of  a  huge  hemlock  tree,  much 
to  the  chagrin  of  Billy's  parents  who  had  supposed 
their  abode  to  be  impregnable.  After  having  trav- 
elled some  four  miles  in  a  lunch-basket  suspended 
from  the  back  of  his  abductor,  Billy  at  length 
reached  what  was  to  be  his  home  henceforth,  and 
showed  his  delight  by  a  great  flapping  of  his  barely 
feathered  wings  and  by  a  peculiar  gurgling  sound 
which  issued  from  the  depths  of  his  throat.  His 
master  immediately  began  preparations  for  his  young 
pet's  mid-day  meal,  by  going  down  to  the  shores  of 
the  lake  near  which  he  lived,  and  catching  some  min- 
nows which  the  bird  greatly  enjoyed. 

Billy  soon  became  the  possessor  of  a  beautiful, 
glossy,  black  coat  which  was  the  pride  of  his  exis- 
tence. On  the  lawn  in  front  of  his  master's  house 
stood  a  magnificent  oak  and  it  was  Billy's  joy  forever 
to  pick  up  the  acorns,  which  were  plentiful  under  the 
tree,  in  his  bill,  and  by  a  sudden  movement  of  his  head 
to  throw  them  over  his  back,  much  to  the  amusement 
of  the  house-dog  who  was  not,  luckily  for  Billy,  a 
game-dog.  This  mischievous  black  imp  would  go 
into  the  garden  and  pull  up  everything  he  could  pos- 
sibly get  hold  of.  He  was  attracted  by  anything 
bright  or  shiny,  and  could  pick  these  articles  out  when 
they  were  invisible  to  the  human  eye.     His  master 
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once  lost  a  fifty-cent  piece  in  a  pile  of  leaves  and  af- 
ter a  thorough  search  gave  it  up  for  lost ;  but  much  to 
his  surprise  found  Billy  playing  with  it  the  next  day. 

Billy  showed  great  aversion  to  chickens  and  was  at 
constant  warfare  with  them.  One  evening  his  enemy 
the  gardener  shut  him  in  the  hen-coop  for  the  night, 
during  which  he  engaged  in  single  and  mortal  com- 
bat with  the  roosters  and  thereby  met  his  untimely 
end.  In  the  morning  when  his  master  went  down  to 
feed  the  chicken  he  found  poor  Billy  with  a  broken 
wing.  He  was  subsequently  chloroformed  and  in- 
terred in  a  soap-box,  with  great  ceremony. 

Sloan  Danenhower. 

Zbc  1It>Iet\ 

How  oft  when  on  the  class-room  bench  I  sit, 

My  wandering  thoughts  no  effort  can  command, 

Alas  !  methinks  from  game  to  game  they  flit ; 
Instead  of  resting  on  the  work  in  hand. 

In  Homer  I  am  on  the  foot-ball  field, 
As  bloody  as  the  struggle  about  Troy ; 

And  while  those  ancient  battles  are  revealed, 
I'm  dreaming  that  I'm  pummeling  some  boy. 

The  problems  of  Geometry  to  me, 

Suggest  some  game  of  chess  unfinished  still ; 

And  while  the  other  boys  their  workings  see, 
Tm  moving  queen  and  bishops  with  a  will. 

Oh  why  !  oh  why  !  must  I  so  idle  be  ? 

I  dream  and  play  through  all  the  lesson  time, 
And  plan  out  pranks,  and  execute  with  glee ; 

Then  waste  still  more  by  putting  them  in  rhyme  ! 

The  Idler. 

BOOKS.  

jft  In  the  life  of  a  writer  there  sometimes  comes  a 
crisis ;  when  he  finds  himself  in  a  mental  blind  alley 
with  a  blocking  wall  before  him ;  when  he  has  to 
make  a  sudden  turn  and  retrogression,  if  he  would 
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exist.  It  is  then  that  the  true  genius  is  proved.  Mr. 
Grant  Allen  has  had  this  experience.  Gifted  with  a 
remarkably  clear  mind,  he  expected  to  devote  himself 
to  scientific  work,  but  since  he  had  no  reputation,  his 
first  book,  an  abstruse  work  on  some  impossible 
mathematical  subject,  fell  flat.  Only  twenty  copies 
were  sold,  and  the  pages,  on  which  poor  Mr.  Allen 
had  expended  the  drudgery  of  some  two  years,  had 
to  go  towards  making  up  the  volumes  of  more  suc- 
cessful, less  ambitious  authors.  Then  he  turned  de- 
liberately to  write  some  of  the  trashiest  novels  that 
clever  mind  ever  thought  out.  or  that  ever  enriched 
the  publisher.  Yet  he  did  not  turn  his  attention  to 
fiction,  entirely.  He  has  his  hack-hours,  and,  when 
he  can  afford  it,  he  devotes  his  inspiration  to  higher 
forms  of  literature. 

&  Just  at  present  he  is  doing  a  work  that  surely  is 
better  than  trashy  novel,  or  even  a  scientific  work, 
which  but  few  are  privileged  to  understand.  His 
fiction  has  given  him  a  strong  hold  on  the  great 
middle-class  of  readers.  His  name  is  considered  one 
of  the  very  best  drawing-cards  that  can  be  put  on 
the  outside  of  a  magazine,  while  almost  anything  he 
writes  is  taken  up,  be  it  good  or  evil,  on  the  strength 
of  the  subscribed  name.  Therefore,  when  Mr.  Allen 
began  his  series  of  studies  of  nature  in  the  Strand, 
his  friends  felt  that  he  was  doing  a  good  work.  These 
articles  were  short,  relating  the  phenomena  of  a  va- 
riety of  plant  and  animal  life — from  rose-amphides 
to  clover.  Perhaps  they  could  not  stand  the  most 
rigid  test  from  a  great  authority,  but  they  do  not  pre- 
tend to  do  this,  and  it  is  better  that  they  should  not, 
since  then  the  matter  would  be  too  abstruse  for 
the  ordinary  reader.  However,  Mr.  Allen  has  so 
perfect  a  knowledge  of  all  he  writes  about,  together 
with  so  clear  a  mind  that  he  can  drop  the  lesser 
details  and  shadow  strongly  the  main  points.  And 
all  is  written  in  so  delicious,  so  charming  a  manner 
that  after  one  glance  the  temptation  to  read  the  rest  is 
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irresistable.  A  student  is  sure  to  think  he  is  not  stick- 
ing to  duty,  because  he  will  find  them  extremely  de- 
lightful, but  the  ordinary  mortal  is  content  to  receive 
instruction,  if  he  be  only  amused.  They  are  through- 
out wonderfully  illustrated  by  one  Mr.  Enoch,  who 
rivals  Mr.  Allen  in  the  skill  and  care  with  which  he 
has  portrayed  the  different  victims  under  discussion. 
He  claims  that  sometimes  he  waited  fifteen  hours 
with  his  eye  glued  to  the  microscope,  until  the 
insect  beneath  should  come  to  the  proper  form, — and 
truly  the  result  justifies  such  labor. 

Through  the  whole  Mr.  Allen  has  given  numerous 
exhortations  to  the  reader  to  notice  for  himself,  there- 
by hoping  to  give  someone  interest  in  the  deepest, 
most  varied,  most  delightful  studies  that  man  can 
enjoy,  and  to  draw  them  into  the  woods  and  fields. 
He  is  inculcating  a  great  lesson  to  an  immense  audi- 
ence without  their  suspecting  it.  This,  together  with 
the  enjoyment  given  to  so  large  a  class  must  make 
the  studies  an  immense  temporal  addition  to  the  litera- 
ture of  the  age.  The  "Studies  in  Nature,"  surpassing 
novel  or  dissertation  on  Calculus,  is  Mr.  Allen's  mag- 
num opus ! 

J>  The  articles,  published  up  to  this  time,  have  been 
collected  in  a  little  board-bound  book  called  "Flash- 
lights on  Nature."*  The  publishers  for  the  United 
States  are  Messrs.  Doubleday,  McClure  &  Co.  The 
price  is  only  $1.50,  a  price  at  which  no  private  li- 
brary can  with  justice  refuse  to  buy.  B. 

"It  is  my  own  invention." — Through  the  Looking  Glass, 

Jt>  There  are  several  things  that  might  be  said  having 
a  general  application  to  pen-people  and  a  particnlar 
to  the  author  of  "The  Black  Curtain"* — one  of  that 
kind  of  book,  of  which  we  have  reviewed  several  this 
season,  which  recommends  itself  to  the  reader  rather 
by  its  publisher's  name  than  by  its  author's  ;  a  state  of 

♦Flashlights  on  Nature,  Grant  Allen.  Doubleday,  McClure  &  Co.,  New  York. 
$1.50. 
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affairs  justified  and  emphasized  often  very  strongly 
by  a  perusal  of  the  volume. 

&  I  suppose  it  must  be  nice  to  number  among  one's 
acquaintances  one  of  the  literati,  more  or  less  cele- 
brated ;  likewise  I  suppose  that  every  one  who  adds 
a  book  to  the  number  already  existant,  by  increasing 
the  supply  of  the  commodity,  makes  all  books  a  little 
cheaper.  Therefore,  perhaps  the  author  of  every 
new  book,  whether  intrinsically  it  have  any  good 
positive  qualities  or  not,  deserves  honor  for,  on  the 
one  hand,  having  added  to  the  personal  glory  of  (let 
us  hope)  a  large  circle  of  friends,  and,  on  the  other, 
for  having  rendered  good  books  more  submissive  to 
the  power  of  their  lovers'  purses.  Beyond  these  two 
reasons  it  is  a  problem  to  the  reader  of  popular  lit- 
erature why  in  Thunder  (if  one  may  wax  colloquial 
over  an  interesting  issue)  half  the  new  books  were 
ever  written  !  A  work  containing  neither  humor  nor 
pathos,  nor  valuable  information,  nor  beautiful  de- 
scription, nor  character  study,  nor  the  solution  of  any 
problem,  can  be  explained  only  (unless  it  be  a 
dictionary)  by  appreciating  that  the  words  of  the 
White  Knight,  "It's  my  own  invention"  must  have  a 
very  alluring  tinkle  to  others  than  that  worthy  horse- 
man. Then,  I  suppose,  many  people  like  their 
reading  matter  strongly  flavored  with  nothingness, 
just  as  in  confectionery  many  incline  toward  gum- 
drops.  But  it  makes  one  understand  why,  in  the 
economy  of  nature,  it  is  well  that  a  good  many 
healthy  people  should  spend  some  hours  a  day 
dressing  and  undressing- they  might  be  writing 
books. 

J»  In  "Nickleby"  the  infant  prodigy,  child  of  stunt- 
ing strong  waters,  must  have  been  rather  unpleasant ; 
but  compared  to  her  metaphorical  converse — what 
might  have  been,  as  a  short  story,  a  respectable  frog 
puffed  up  by  the  ambition  of  its  author  into  an  illusive 
and  highly  explosive  sort  of  ox — she  was  charming. 
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j.  In  "The  Black  Curtain"  we  see,  as  through  a 
bloomer-suit,  darkly,  the  spirit  of  the  Old  Romance, 
thinly  disguised,  in  an  up-to-date  ready-made  vocab- 
ulary, as  a  woman  of  the  times.  The  lack  of  sym- 
pathy which  the  author  shows  with  the  maleness  of 
her  hero  and  his  fellows,  seems  to  be  characteristic 
rather  of  the  hoop-skirt  period  than  of  modern 
womanhood.  I  think  a  man,  proposing  to  the  woman 
he  loves,  who  should  say,  indicating  his  breast : 
"Amy,  lay  all  your  cares  here.  Let  this  be  your 
shelter  for  evermore"  we  would  suspect  of  using 
hair-oil  in  his  toilet.  Then  the  saving  of  the  blind 
hero,  from  death  by  falling  over  a  precipice,  through 
the  power  of  song,  seems  to  have  just  that  air  of  red- 
fire  and  unreality  about  it  that  usually  characterizes 
a  similar  incident  in  one  of  Lincoln  Carter's  produc- 
tions— the  lightning  express,  the  real  buzz-saw,  etc. 
The  hero,  feeling  his  way  with  his  stick,  along  the 
crumbling  edge  of  (where  he  would  never  have  gotten 
had  his  author  taken  proper  care  of  him)  a  chasm, 
seems  in  his  blindness  to  be  endowed  with  the 
climbing  faculties  of  a  mountain  goat,  by  the  sound 
of  the  heroine's  voice,  who  instead  of  throwing  him  a 
i  rope  or  something  of  that  kind,  stands  in  the  circle  of 
the  lime-light,  further  up  the  mountain  side,  and  ren- 
ders selections  from  grand  opera — a  delightful  situa- 
tion for  vaudeville  ! 

&  Following  a  custom  of  congenially  environing  my 
books,  I  have  placed  "The  Black  Curtain"  on  my 

•  shelves  right  next  to  "Children  of  the  Abbey."  This 
is  a  very  brown  and  musty  old  novel  published  in 
1812,  which,  I  have  heard,  used  vastly  to  move  my 
great-grandmother.    The  heroine,  whom  you  must 

'  imagine  as  an  extremely  slopey-shouldered  young 
person,  with  a  very  oval  face,  a  rosebud  mouth,  lowly 
drooping  eyelids,  and  no  nose  at  all  to  speak  of,  gets 
willfully  and  maliciously  into  all  manner  of  difficul- 
ties for  the  mere  carnal  pleasure  of  getting  out  again  ; 
and  regularly  indicates  the  end  of  a  chapter  (twenty 
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minutes  for  refreshments)  by  bursting  into  "a  shower 
of  tears"  or  fainting  and  having  to  be  carried  out  on 
a  stretcher.    On  formal  occasions  she  is  known  as  j 
Miss  Fitz — something — which  is  certainly  neat  and  , 
appropriate,  considering  the  circumstances — but  she  j 
is  generally  spoken  of  as  "the  gentle  and  beauteous  , 
Amanda,"  which  two  adjectives  comprise  her  entire 
verbal  outfit  for  a  long  and  difficult  journey  through 
four  volumes.    "The  Black  Curtain"  and  "Children 
of  the  Abbey"  are  much  alike,  excepting  superficial 
details.  /. 

•"The  Black  Curtain."     Flora  Haines  Loughhead.    Houghton,  Mifflin  & 
Company,  Boston  and  New  York. 
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It  is  the  purpose  of  the  magazine,  first,  to  promote  literary  life 
in  the  school.  W  ith  this  in  view,  the  editors  will  strive  not  only  to 
secure  the  best  works  from  the  best  pens,  but  also  to  encourage  and, 
so  far  as  possible,  to  assist  men  not  habituated  to  writing. 

The  magazine  is  intended,  as  well,  for  a  medium  of  communica- 
tion between  the  undergraduate  body  and  the  alumni.  To  this  end, 
a  paper  by  some  prominent  alumnus  will  appear  in  each  number,  if 
possible,  and  a  special  department  will  be  devoted  to  alumni  notes. 

The  Editors  will  recruit  the  Contributing  Board  as  occasion  de- 
mands, from  men  who  have  shown  marked  ability  in  the  quality 
and  amount  of  their  work  for  the  magazine. 

From  the  contributing  board  will  be  filled  all  the  vacancies  arising 
from  time  to  time  on  the  Editorial  staff. 

All  contributions  should  be  addressed  to  Editors  of  Phillips 
Andover  Mirror,  and  all  business  communications  to 

The  Business  Manager. 

Phillips  Academy, 

Andover,  Mass. 
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EDITORIALS.  

^There  has  been  a  great  deal  of  talk  in  school  this 
year  about  the  class  game.  While  some  are  for  it, 
others  are  strongly  opposed  to  it.  Every  one  can  see 
the  necessity  of  having  other  ball  teams  in  school,  be- 
side the  first  team,  especially  among  the  under-class- 
man,  for  if  base-ball  is  not  pretty  generally  played 
among  them,  developing  them  into  good  players, 
many  times,  as  is  the  case  this  year  there  will  be  a 
dearth  of  good  material  for  the  regular  team.  The 
class  teams  are  all  that  are  needed,  but  their  chief  ob- 
ject should  be  always  simply  and  solely  to  turn  out 
good  players.  As  conducted  heretofore,  however,  the 
class  game  cannot  accomplish  this  object.  The  game 
is  merely  a  free  fight  from  beginning  to  end,  and  the 
class  which  has  the  greatest  number  of  "scrappers" 
in  its  ranks,  is  usually  the  one  that  wins.  Then  too, 
in  the  class  game,  every  player,  and  every  bystander 
is  really  exposed  to  great  danger.  You  may  Pooh  ! 
Pooh  !  but  still  it  is  truly  a  marvel  that  last  year  some 
one  was  not  injured  by  the  cannon  crackers  which 
flew  promiscuously  through  the  air,  and  we  prophesy 
that  if  there  is  another  such  game,  somebody  will  get 
an  eye  put  out,  or  a  hand  blown  off.  We  certainly 
should  have  a  good  class  game,  to  stimulate  an  inter- 
est in  ball  playing  and  to  encourage  the  poorer  play- 
ers in  the  under  classes,  but  why  can  it  not  be  con- 
ducted in  an  orderly  and  gentlemanly  manner  like 
any  other  game  of  ball.  Why  can  we  not  dispense 
with  the  free  fights  and  with  the  expensive  and  dan- 
gerous fire-crackers.  F. 
J>  There  is  a  great  danger  to  any  one  away  at  school 
or  college,  where  the  chief  object  of  his  attention  is 
bound  to  be  himself,  of  becoming  so  wrapt  up  in  his 
own  affairs,  his  studies,  his  athletics,  and  his  school 
life  generally  that  he  forgets  that  there  are  other 
things  going  on  in  the  world,  which  are  just  as  in- 
teresting to  people  in  general,  as  the  fact  that  his 
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club  is  to  give  a  concert  the  next  week,  or  that  he 
got  a  B+  on  his  last  examination.  Necessarily  think- 
ing so  much  of  himself  and  his  own  work,  he  loses 
touch  with  that  which  is  going  on  in  the  world  about 
him,  with  the  great  events  that  are  taking  place  every- 
day, and  soon  comes  to  have  a  rather  narrow  view  of 
life.  But  if  there  is  one  thing  a  person  should  do,  it 
is  to  keep  himself  acquainted  with  the  progress  of  the 
world ;  not  alone  to  think  about  his  school,  but  to 
keep  track  of  the  great  movements  that  are  going  for- 
ward among  the  nations  of  the  earth.  The  history  that 
is  being  made  today  is  far  more  important  than  that 
of  past  ages  which  we  are  studying  so  assiduously  to 
the  neglect  of  other  things ;  and  no  man  can  claim  to 
be  educated  and  well  informed,  who  does  not  know 
the  history  of  his  own  times. 

&  To  get  a  fuller,  broader  view  of  life,  and  to  keep 
in  touch  with  current  events,  which  is  so  necessary, 
there  is  nothing  which  would  be  of  so  great  a  help  as 
a  daily  reading,  a  careful  reading  of  some  good 
newspaper.  A  portion  of  our  time  could  nowhere 
be  better  spent  than  in  our  well-equipped  reading 
room.  J?. 

EXCHANGES.  

Whether  a  strong  tendency  towards  indulging  in  a 
bachanalian  orgy  of  indescriminate  praise  be  the  di- 
rect result  on  our  critical  faculty  of  early  spring  or 
her  indirect  result  through  improving  our  exchanges, 
we  are  not  certain :  editorially,  in  this  department, 
we  are  not  often  tempted  thus.  The  February  issue 
of  Ye  Lit  of  Exeter  seems  to  us  rather  the  hand- 
somest secondary-school  publication  we  have  ever 
seen,  inside  and  out.  Bigelow's  first  number  of  the 
"Classic  Chats"  series  we  read  quite  through,  and 
found  it  pleasant  reading,  easily  humorous  and  occa- 
sionally witty,  after  the  general  manner  of  Bangs. 
The  funny  and  the  vulgar  are  scarcely  more  widely 
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separated  than  the  sublime  and  the  ridiculous.  Bige- 
low  maintains  his  equalibrium  on  the  fence,  allowing 
a  little  for  school  slang,  quite  as  well  as  Bangs  does, 
perhaps.  Then  there  are  in  the  same  number  the  two 
quatrains  of  Berzazus  quoted  below  ;  which,  in  com- 
mon with  the  long  article  mentioned  previously, show 
a  lack  of  dignity  highly  commendable. 

The  average  young  human,  whether  in  pen-life  or 
real-life,  when  he  is  very  serious  is  apt  to  be  red  in 
the  face  and  rather  incoherent,  while  the  average 
young  human's  literary  organ  or  school  journal  is 
apt,  if  it  amounts  to  anything  more  than  an  almanac 
of  senseless  personal  hits,  to  have  about  it  that  at- 
mosphere of  strained  dignity,  degenerating  into 
fathomless  stupidity,  which  characterizes  an  infant 
Sunday-school  class  in  the  presence  of  the  superin- 
tendent. If  any  part  of  our  school  writings  are 
worth  the  paper  they  are  printed  on,  nine-tenths  of 
that  part  are  neither  tragic,  amative,  critical,  nor 
philosophical,  but  humorous  — Gillette-Burgesque, 
one  might  say  : — however,  the  other  tenth  is  worth 
striving  for. 

Something,  if  one  be  an  editor,  to  cheer  his  sojourn 
in  a  strange  land,  to  confirm  his  belief  in  the  divine 
right  of  Editors,  and  to  make  him  feel  that  editorship 
means  more  than  just  having  one's  name  on  the  board, 
is  the  recent  Editor's  Number  of  the  Amherst  Lit. 
There  is  pretty  good  verse,  ( On  An  Old  Piano  and 
At  Sunset,  the  best  of  it),  good  fiction  (  The  Blunting 
of  the  Sword,  particularly)  and  two  excellent  discrip- 
tive  articles  (Burges  Johnson's  Freshman  Memories, 
the  finest  thing  in  the  book)  and  localities  worth  a  visit 
in  the  other  departments,  Editorials  and  Windozv 
Seat  particularly. 

Now  for  some  general  remarks  about  a  common 
character  in  school  and  college  verse— the  enevitable 
maiden,  whose  only  recommendations  commonly  are 
her  skirts,  symbolical  of  her  exquisite  feminimity, 
occasionally  eked  out  with  violet  eyes,   and  crimson 
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lips  (valuable  perscription  for  a  poem  requiring  a 
delicate  soufcon  of  Harvard  spirit.)  In  "The  Plaint 
of  the  Shepard"  from  the  Amherst  Lit,  the  writer 
sings  very  pleasanty : 

Glad  in  the  sun  of  the  afternoon 

The  flocks  graze  over  the  hill, 
And  the  valley,  all  bathed  in  the  golden  light, 

Lies  beautiful,  calm  and  still. 
God's  world  is  a  rose- sweet  paradise, 

God's  sky  is  a  foam-capped  sea, 

 until  

But  ah  !  for  a  maiden  at  my  side 
To  wonder  and  gaze  with  me  ! 

But  ah,  indeed,  the  inevitable  maiden  !  She  seems, 
this  female,  having  girded  up  her  loins  in  a  deal  of 
wishey-washey  sentimentalism,  to  be  meditating  a 
march  upon  those  fat  meadow  lands  of  amateur  verse, 
long  sacred  to  "Beautiful  Snow"  and  "Spring."  Snow 
is  beautiful  and  Spring  is  nice,  and  without  doubt 
there  is  nothing  in  God's  world  so  fair  as  Love — and 
in  the  case  of  us  who  are  the  muse's  youngest  sons, 
surely  our  sincere  appreciation  of  the  sweet  girl  grad- 
uate and  others  of  her  kind  will  cover  a  multitude  of 
poor  verses — but  there  are  other  things  than  love  in  the 
world  for  making  poetry  of,  and  other  kinds  of  love 
— as  per  witness  of  the  excellent  lullabyes  and  verses 
on  friend-love  one  finds  occasionally  in  college  liter- 
ature— than  this  calf-emotion  so  aboriginally  charac- 
teristic of  the  fundamental  animal. 

The  following  criticism,  relative  to  Kipling  and 
clipped  from  one  of  our  High  School  exchanges  is 
humorous  : 

One  class  of  stories  which  he  has  lately  taken  up,  is  not  as 
creditable  to  him  as  the  rest ;  namely,  that  class  of  stories 
dealing  with  college  life  at  Oxford  and  Cambridge,  or  rather 
the  pranks  of  the  students  there.  These  really  have  a  bad 
influence,  inciting  other  young  fellows  to  similar  acts,  under 
the  mistaken  impression  that  it  is  smart. 
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Zhe  5ea=fIDotbet\ 

Brine  drips  black  from  the  green  sea-weed. 

The  round-backed  rollers  slip  away. 

Phosphorous  glows  beneath  the  shore. 

Slowly  the  tide  drops  toward  the  day. 

Above  the  oily,  slippery  rocks, 

Where  swash  the  waters,  black  and  cold, 

Stands  high  a  buttressed  cliff  of  stone, 

Scarred  by  the  sweep  of  age  untold. 

The  birds  hide  in  the  juniper, 

Under  its  gnarled  and  knotty  spread. 

A  man  creeps,  shaking,  up  the  cliff. 

Two  crows  watch  near  above  his  head. 

Above  his  head  they  sit  and  nudge 

Each  other  with  their  wings  ;  they  see 

That  e'er  the  day  drives  forth  the  night, 

They  both  shall  feast  most  merrily. 

The  shipwrecked  man  sinks  down  alone. 

The  mariner's  Death  Stars  sing. 

The  crows,  they  nudge  and  snap  their  beaks, 

And  each  flaps  loud  a  dusky  wing. 

The  sailor  lifts  his  death-mask  face, 

And  sees  the  watchers  on  the  tree. 

"Sea-Mother,  thou  who  gave  me  life, 

Now  I  come  back,"  he  cries,  "to  thee." 

He's  gone.    The  crows  sit  still  alone. 
The  air  is  raw.    The  snow  sinks  grey. 
The  Mother  Sea  laughs  mightily. 
She  has  her  child.    Slow  comes  the  day. 

Max  Savage,  in  the  Harvard  Monthly, 


The  maid  sits  by  the  spinning  wheel, 
With  head  bowed  low  in  dreaming ; 

And  looks  not  where  the  shadows  steal 
Or  dusk's  lone  star  is  gleaming. 
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The  tremulous  wheel  stirs  into  rest, — 

Clasped  lightly  are  her  fingers, 
And  only  in  her  swelling  breast 

A  pulse  of  movement  lingers. 

Through  casement  dim  a  faint  wind  drifts, 

Since  morn  asleep  'mid  roses  ; 
The  yellow  hair  it  lightly  lifts 

That  on  her  cheek  reposes. 

A  bird  is  singing  far  away, 

Beyond  the  upland  meadows, 
One  late  clear  song  across  the  gray 

And  drowsy  world  of  shadows. 

Ah !  vain  the  wind  of  twilight  stirs, 
Sings  thrush  from  distant  cover : 

She  hears  not  them,  but  moaning  furs 
That  darken  o'er  her  lover. 

And  all  unwatched  the  shadows  steal, 
So  fast  her  tears  are  gleaming, — 

Dear  maid  beside  the  spinning-wheel, 
With  head  bowed  low  in  dreaming. 

B.  F.  G.,  in  Harvard  Advocate. 


She  said  the  ring  I  gave  to  her 
Was  not  a  perfect  fit, 

Ah  fatal  error  !  Now  I've  got 
Another  girl  for  it. 


Xove's  Xabour  %oet 

I  lost  a  button  from  my  coat. 

She  said  she'd  do  her  best ; 
It  took  one  hour,  and  then  I  found 

She'd  sewed  it  to  my  vest. 

Berzazus.  in  Exeter  Lit. 
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THE  MONTH.  

March  18.  A  team  from  Andover  competes  in 
the  Interscholastic  games  held  in  Boston. 

March  21.  The  Musical  clubs  gave  their  annual 
concert  in  the  town  hall. 

March  22.  A  mass  meeting  held  in  chapel  at 
which,  after  speeches  from  Stearns,  Rogers  and 
Murphy,  about  $1900  was  raised  for  a  new  athletic 
field. 

March  25.  The  Andover  Chess  team  plays  a 
tournament  with  the  M.  I.  T.  team,  which  resulted  in 
a  tie. 

March  28.    Second  term  ends. 

April  6.  Third  term  begins.  The  Means  prize 
speakers  announced. 

April  14.  The  seventh  annual  Philo-Forum  de- 
bate held  in  the  Academy  Chapel.  Decision  rendered 
in  favor  of  Forum. 

LEAVES  FROM  PHILLIPS  IVY.  

v '47. — George  Ellery  Clarke,  Williams  College  185 1,  died 
at  Falmouth,  Mass.,  December  12,  1898. 

'49. — Joseph  W.  Smith  of  Andover,  was  one  of  the  speakers 
at  a  service  in  memory  of  the  lost  fishermen  of  Gloucester. 

'50. — William  R.  Plunkett  is  president  ot  the  Berkshire 
Life  Insurance  Co.  of  Pittsfield,  Mass. 

'55. — A  bronze  tablet  in  memory  of  Gen.  William  Cogswell 
has  been  placed  in  the  Cadet  armory  in  Salem.  It  bears  this 
inscription:  "To  the  memory  of  William  Cogswell,  1838- 
1895,  colonel  2nd  Mass.  Inf.,  brevet  brigadier-general  U.  S. 
V.,  a  faithful  officer  in  the  war  which  preserved  the  Union 
and  destroyed  slavery,  his  companions  in  arms  of  the  Com- 
mandery  of  the  State  of  Massachusetts  of  the  military  order 
of  the  Loyal  Legion  of  the  United  States  have  here  placed 
the  tablet.    Lex  Regit,  Arm  a  Tuentur." 

1/  '56. — Othniel  Charles  Marsh,  since  1866  professor  of 
Palaeontology  and  curator  of  the  Peabody  Geological  Museum 
of  Yale  University,  died  of  pneumonia  at  New  Haven,  March 
18,  1899. 
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'64. — DeForrest  Richards  in  November  was  elected  Gov- 
ernor of  Wyoming. 

'73. — Dr.  Flavel  S.  Thomas  has  compiled  a  dictionary, 
giving  the  meaning  of  University  degrees. 

'79. — The  President  has  appointed  Hugh  R.  Belknap  pay- 
master in  the  army.  Mr.  Belknap  has  served  two  terms  in 
Congress  and  is  the  son  of  Gen.  Belknap,  former  Secretary  of 
War. 

'88. — Dr.  Stuart  Webster  has  opened  an  office  at  100  State 
St.,  Chicago,  111. 

'89. — Donald  C.  Haldeman  has  been  appointed  by  the 
Governor  of  Pennsylvania,  a  trustee  of  the  State  Lunatic 
Hospital. 

'89. — Henry  C.  Stetson  has  opened  a  law  office  in  the  Tre- 
mont  building,  Boston. 

'90. — Arthur  G.  Cummings  has  been  chosen  principal  of 
the  Hubbardston,  Mass.,  High  School. 

'90. — Carleton  G.  Smith  is  connected  with  the  College 
Book  Store  at  Williamstown. 

'91. — A.  Ray  Clark  has  been  appointed  clerk  of  the  court 
of  bankruptcy  of  Erie  county,  N.  Y. 

'92. — Sherwood  O.  Dickerman  has  been  elected  tutor  of 
Greek  at  Yale.  For  two  years  he  has  studied  at  the  Ameri- 
can school  of  classical  studies  at  Athens,  Greece. 

'92. — Thomas  B.  Hitchcock  is  studying  the  manufacture  of 
woolens  at  the  Lowell  textile  school.  His  address  is  91 
Mansion  St.,  Lowell,  Mass. 

'93. — Guy  Ernest  Stevens  died  of  typhoid  fever  March  7, 
1899,  at  Philadelphia,  Pa.  He  was  born  at  Scranton,  grad- 
uated at  Sheffield  in  '95,  married  Jan.  20,  1896  at  Los 
Angeles,  Cal.,  to  Miss  Maud  Manderson  McLean. 

'95. — Robert  C.  Merwin  is  president  of  the  Merwin  Brick 
Co.  at  Berlin,  Conn.,  and  secretary  of  the  Central  New  Eng- 
land Brick  Co.,  with  offices  at  New  Britain,  Conn. 
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CARL  J.  HORNER, 


"TJ  "S-"'^-2  'J- 


#  ZLbc  ♦  lftbotograpber,  • 


U  WINTER  ST.,  BOSTON. 

Special  IRates  .  . . 

To  Students  of  Phillips 
Andover  Academy  


Class  Morfc  a  Specialty. 

ELEVATOR  TO  STUDIO. 

COAL.  WOOD. 

FRANK  E.  GLEASON, 

CSuccessor  to  John  Cornell.) 

Carter's  Block,  Andover,  Mass.  coal  delivered  to  the  room. 

STRAW.  HdY. 

A.  Shuman  &  Company, 

Summer  and  Washington  Sts.,  Boston 


's  Cites  m  Until 


Hats,  Shoes,  Furnishing  Goods. 

Bicycle  and  Golf  Apparel. 

EVENING  DRESS  A  SPECIALTY,  READY-MADE, 

SH  a  MAN    eCR/N  E*R. 
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HOUGHTON 
&  DUTTOfc 

Bicycle  Department, 

(THIRD  FLOOR  ANNEX.) 


OUR  LATEST  SENSATION 

"ROOSEVELT"  BICYCLES. 

FOR  LADIES  AND  GENTS 

Without  a  question  this  is  the  most  wonderful  production  in  the  way 
of  Bicycles  ever  offered  the  American  public.  These  bicycles  are 
BEYOND  COMPARISON.  They  embrace  every  known  ^-to  date 
feature  and  are  built  strictly  upon  HONOR,  only  the  best  and  most 
expensive  material  being  used.  We  give  you  the  BROADEST 
GUARANTEE  that  is  given  by  any  dealer  in  the  world.  In  fact  the 
medium  of  printers1  ink  fails  to  justly  describe  the  ELEGANCE  and 
DURABILITY  of  these  wheels.    Ladies  and  Gents1  same  price, 

$29.98 

OUR 

"PEHBERTON" 

Bicycles 

If  you  are  looking  for  a  lower  priced  wheel,  and  one  that  will  stand 
up  all  right,  with  UP-TO-DATE  FEATURES,  this  wheel  will  give 
you  SATISFACTION.  Compare  this  wheel  with  what  is  offered  you 
by  other  dealers  for  $30.09.   Our  price, 

$16.98 
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CHARLES  E.  ABBOTT,  M.  D. 

C.  fl.  GILBERT,  M.  D.  S. 

|  PHYSICIAN 
land  SURGEON, 

Denial  Rooms. 

70  Main  St.,  Andover. 

BANK  BUILDING, 

Office  Hours: 
Until  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3,  6  to  8  p.  m. 

n  Kii^^\/c3tD           hit  ace: 

H.  F.  CM5E,  ^ 

gtc^cles  and  Sporting  <3ood5, 

BICYCLES  CLEANED  AND  REPAIRED. 

Musgrove  Block,  -  Andover. 


THi 


(tension  House, 

On  the  Hill,  near  Phillips  Academy. 

Open  the  year  round.  Enlarged 
and  Newly  Furnished.  Terms 
$12.^0  to  $17.50  a  week. 
S2.00  to  S3.00 
per  day. 


E.  P.  HitcbcocK,  Prop. 


Lewis  T.  Hardy.         Joseph  F.  Cole. 

HHRDY  8t  COLE, 

ESSEX  ST.,  ANDOVER, 


mm 


Builders 9 Lumber  Dealers 
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Box  Making  Planing    Sawing  and  Match 
ing  done  to  order. 

Kindling  Wood  by  the  Load. 


IVI.    T.  WAI^SII, 

DEALER  IN 

Stoves,  Ranges  and  Furnaces, 

Plumbing,  Steam  and  Hot  ^ater  Heatings  [jjgjf  §\ (  AndOVef. 


Dr.  ].  F*  Richards, 

Dr.  C.  W.  Scott, 

94  Main  Street, 

Main  Street, 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Office  Hours  : 

Office  Hours  : 

Till  9  a.m. ;  i  to  3  p.m. ;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Till  9  a.m. ;  1  to  3  p.m. ;  7  to  9  p.  m. 
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DON'T  GO  TO  THE 

Ipbotoorapbtc  Company 

Unless  you   want  the   Best  and 

^MOST  ARTISTIC  PICTURES,^ 


FINE  PLATINUM  CABINETS 

AT  ONLY  A  SLIGHT  ADVANCE  OVER  COST  OF 
CHEAP  CLASS  PICTURES. 


...SATISFACTION  GUARANTEED.. 


studios: 

3  Park  Street  and  384  Boylston  Street,  Boston, 
Also  1286  Massachusetts  Ave.,  Cambridge. 

Special  Rates  to  P*  A*  Students* 

1899. 

CARBONETTE  FINISH. 

First  Dozen,  $3.00.   Additional  Dozens,  $2.00. 

Four  Dozen  (50)  Pictures  ordered  atone  time,  $8.00. 

Eight  dozens  (100)  Pictures  ordered  at  one  time,  $12.00. 

With  each  lot  of  four  dozen  two  finished  proofs  allowed.  With 
each  lot  of  eight  dozen  four  finished  pi  oofs  allowed.  Each  extra  po- 
sition finished  for  fifty  cents  each.  Ten  extra  pictures  given  free 
with  every  order  for  fifty.  Fifteen  extra  pictures  given  free  with 
every  order  for  one  hundred. 

Large  groups  a  specialty  with  us  and  the  lowest  rates  given  con- 
sistent with  our  class  of  work. 

Sittings  may  be  had  at  any  time. 


photographer.  21  WEST  STREET,  BOSTON, 
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....  ALWAYS  RELIABLE  .... 

HORACE  PARTRIDGE  &  CO., 

Athletic  Outfitters. 

We  offer  exceptional  inducements  for  College  and  School  trade. 
Team  Managers. 

Remember  our  reputation  for  making  Track,  Base  Ball  and  Foot  Ball  uni- 
forms, Sweaters.  Jerseys,  Caps,  Stockings  and  Shoes.  First-class  and  at  Low 
Prices,  has  never  been  equalled.  Do  not  place  your  orders  elsewhere  before 
asking  for  our  Samp  es  and  Special  Prices. 

Examination  and  information  costs  but  the  trouble  of  asking. 
Individual  Students. 

No  Students'  room  is  complete  without  our  Home  Recreation  Supplies, 
Chest  Weights,  Whitley  Exercisers,  Dumb  Bells,  Indian  Clubs,  Hercules 
Clubs,  Fencing  Foils.  Boxing  Gloves,  Striking  Bags,  &c. 

Write  for  further  information. 

HORACE  PARTRIDGE  &  CO., 


55   and   57    HANOVER    SI  REET,  BOSTON.  MASS 


 IF    YOU  DESIRE   

FIRE,  LIFE  OR  ACCIDENT  INSURANCE 

CALL  AT 

Rogers'  Real  Estate  Agency,  Musgrove  Building,  Main  St., 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

HENRY  P.  NOYES, 

KurnitltrEv, 

Andover,  Mass. 
EDWIN  C  PIKE. 

 DEALER  in  

Stove?,  L&rops,  Oil,  Tin  and  Glass  Ware, 

PAINTS,  WOODEN  WARE,  OROCKEKY,  ETC 

PARK    STREET,  -  -  ANDOVER,  MASS. 
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W.  H.  GILE  &c  CO. 

NOVELTIES  IN 

Oolf  and  Bicycle 

CLOTHING. 

HOSIERY    and  CAPS. 
226  ESSEX  STREET,  LAWRENCE,  MLASS- 

^    Are  You  Insured? 

Is  your  house  insured?  Are  your  Furniture 
and  books  insured? 

J.  A.  SjVIflRT,  BANK  BUIItDlflG,  AflDOVER. 

Represents  Fire,  Life  and  Accident  Insu- 
rance.   Best  Companies.    Lowest  Rates. 


11.  C.  TANNER, 


For  all  kinds  of  Society  Events. 
Everything  used  is  of  first-class  qual- 
ity, and  the  best  of  service;  guaran- 
teed. Prompt  attention  and  personal 
supervision  given  to  all  contracts. 

24  Main  Si.,  Haverhill 


TONY  BdSO, 

FRESH  FRUIT  AND 
CONFECTIONERY, 

50  MAIN  ST.,  ANDOVER. 


BURNS  &,  CROWLEY, 
Tailors         Furpisbers — — 

flQENTS  FOR 
SCRIPTURE'S  LflUNDRT. 

HNDOVER,        -----  MHSS. 

ARTHUR  BLISS, 

Driest  and  Pharmacist, 

Main  Street,  Andover. 
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Sac 


/  2'2  FRONT-  HEI6HT-BACK  2 


CURflAN  &  JOYCE, 


BALLARDVALE 
LITHIA  WATER, 

GINGER  ALE  AND  SODA. 
433.   435.   437   COMMON  ST. 

LAWRENCE.  MASS. 


C. 


*hol  s?le  and  Retail  Dealers  in 

GROCERIES  A]SD 

PROVISIONS. 

Plain    and    Fancy  Bakers. 
Wood, Coal  and  Prepared  Wood, 
Hay,  Straw  and  Grain. 
Telephone  33-2. 

106  South  Broadway, 
LAWRENCE,      -  MASS. 


<  BLACKWOOD. 


^^tg/     Opa  ^  ata/^a      ale.  >^S.      ^ta  ^a/^a  a®  ^  ^ ^  ^t&/  ^ 

I  Boston  &  Maine  Railroad.  | 

The  Greatest  Railroad  System  of  New  England,  «| 

i 

LOWHST  RATES  TO  ALL  POINTS. 

1  West,  Northwest  and  Southwest,  i 

FAST  TRAINS  WITH  THROUGH 
SLEEPING  CARS  BETWEEN 

.  .  .  BOSTONS 


I  Montreal,  Ottawa,  Toronto,  *g 

Chicago,  St.  Paul  and  Minneapolis.  || 

Only  one  Change  of  Cars  to  the  PACIFIC  COAST. 

D.  J.  FLANDERS, 

Gen'l  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agent.  ^ 

|  i 
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MANSION  HOUSE 
LIVERY  AND  BOARDING  STABLE, 


IRA  B.  HILL,  Proprietor. 


Depot  carriage  meet  all  Boston  trains,  and  carries  passengers  to  the  station 
at  short  notice.    First-class  rigs  to  let,  with  or  without  a  driver.    P.  A. 
patronage  respectfully  solicted    and    satisfaction  guaranteed. 

Long  Distance  Telephone  connection  at  Mansion  House. 


IRbofces  &  flDoulton's 

Up-to-Date  Laundry 

AND 

Geofaen's  ?boe  Parlors, 

5  Main  Street,     Andover,  Mass. 


ALLEN  HiNTON, 

FURNISHER  OF 

Hce  Cream  anfc  Sberbet. 

Plain  Cream   per  quart   50c 

Harlequin                  «■«    5Uc 

Fruit  Cream              "    60c 

Tutti-Fruitti              '«    75c 

Tutti-Fruitti  without"    60c 

Cafe-Pafe   "    80c 

Bisque   '*    80c 

Lemon  Sherbet  ....  "    40c 

Orange  and  Raspberry  Sherbets    50c 

IndividuRl  Ices  per  dozen  $2.00 

Individual  Creams  "    3.00 

Ice  Cream  furnished  at  $1  25   per  gallon  to 
parties  desiring  to  sell. 

Residence  South  /lain  St.,  Andover. 
P.  O.  Box,  443. 


AMERICAN  HAND  LAUNDRY. 

J[.   Ddl,  podges,  Ddianager 

Goods  called  for  and  delivered  in  any  part  of  the  town. 
Send  postal  card  and  we  will  call. 

SPECIAL  RATES  "TO  STUDENTS. 
ALL  HAND  WORK.  NO.  6  MAIN  ST 


BENJ.  BROWN, 

Shoes  for  XTrack 
anb  football. 


T.  J.  FARMER, 

FISH  OF  ILL  KINDS, 

Oysters,  Clams 
and  Lobsters... 

15  BARNARD'S  COURT,  ANDOVER. 


THOMAS  E.  RHODES, 

Ice  Cream,  Ice  Cream  Soda,  Cigars,  Confectionery,  Lunch  Room,  Etc. 


JVIoiia  Street,  Andover. 
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Mathematical 

Instruments, 

Artists' 

Materials. 

FOR  CRAYON  AND  CHARCOAL   DRAWING,    OIL   AND  WATER 
COLOR  PAINTING.    ARCHITECTS'  AND  ENGINEERS' 
SUPPLIES,  ETC.    PICTURE  FRAMING 
A  SPECIALTY. 

FROST   &   ADAMS  CO., 
Importers,  37  Cornhill,     Boston,  Mass. 

DISCOUNT   TO  STUDENTS- 

Sofa  Pillows,  Pin  Cushions,  Picture  Frames,  Banners, 

IN   ANDOVER   BLUE   AND  WHITE, 

L-A  FLEUR  -  DE  -  L-I5,  A\air>  Street. 

Formerly  the  MISSES  BRADLEYS. 

W.  E.  STRATTON, 

 TEACHER  OF  

Banjo,  Guitar  and  Mandolin.   Instruments  for  Sale. 

MORRILL   HOUSE  ANNEX,  ANDOVER. 

(Seorge  D.  /UMllett, 

^FLORIST.  S 

Carnations  a  Specialty.   All  hinds  of  Flowers  at  Short 
Notice.   Palms  and  Ferns  constantly  on  hand. 
.   .    .    .   Decorations  .... 

P.  0.  Box  310,  Andover.        Greenhouses,  Holt  District. 


XVII 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


VAIPEY  BROTHERS, 

— DEALERS  IN — 

Jtteats,  Vegetables, 

POULTRY  ETC. 


No.  2  Main  St.,     Andover,  Mass. 


G.  H.  Valpey. 


E.  H.  Valpey 


J.  P.  WAKEFIELD. 


-DEAI.EK  IN- 


Meats,  Vegetables, 

-ETC- 


MARKET  ON  MAIN  ST. 


DR.  B.  S.  STEPHENSON, 

J  27  Main  Street,  Andover, 

OCULIST  AND  AUR/ST 

OFFICE  HOURS,  12.30  to  5.30  P.  M.  Tues.  and  Thurs. 


FINEST  LINE  OF 

CUTLERY  IN  TOWN. 

ALSO 

Revolvers,  Cartridges, 
Loaded  Shells,  Skates, 
Polo   Sticks  and  Balls 

AT  THE 

ANDOVER  HARDWARE  STORE, 

11.  AvcLawlin,         AAain  St. 


P.  A.  students  would  do  well  to  re- 
member that 

SMITH  &  MANNING 

can  fit  them  out  with 
WINTER  UNDERWEAR. 
Call  at  their  store  at  8  Essex  Street  and 
see  for  yourselves. 


DKALKR  IN 

picture:  FRAMES  &c  wall  paper, 

ALSO 

Pictures,  Stationery,  Artists'  Materials,  Sewing  Machines,  Fancy  Goods,  Choice  Con- 
fectionery, Toilet  Soap  and  Perfumery. 


"TOWN  HALL  AV 


AN  DOVER. 


H  Cranslafions 


PARK  STREET  STABLES 

Livery,  Boarding  and  Sale. 
ANDOVER,  MASS. 

01 


Literal — Interlinear — 125  Volumes 


German,  French,  Italian,  Spanish 
Latin,  Greek 

m  tutorial  Series 


/3vV\  200  vols,  specially  desipmed  for  coaching 
1<jt  exams,  in  ail  college  studies 

Schoolbooks  of  all  Publishers 
Cooper  Institute,  New  York  City 


if 


Tally-ho  Coach  and  Pleasure 
Barge  and  Latest  Styled  Ve- 
hicles for  Pleasure  Riding. 
A  Specialty  of  the  sale  of 
High  Grade  Driving  Horses 
from  the  Northern  States. 

WM.  H.  HIGCIHS,  Proprietor. 
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Iroquois  Bieyeies  SIC. 75 

400  of  the  famous  IrOQUOlS  IVlOCis!  3  ■  Bicycles 
will  be  sold  at  §10.75  each,  just  one-third  their  re  al  \alue. 

IROQUOiS  CYCLE  WORKS  FAILED  5SrSS 

too  expensively  built,  and  we  have  bought  the  entire  plant  at  a  forced 
saleat  20  cents  on  the  dollar.  With  it  we  got  400  Model  3  Iroquois  Bi- 
cycles, finished  and  complete,  Made  tO  Sell  at  $60.  To  ad- 
vertise our  business  we  have  concluded  to  sell  these  400  at  just  what 
they  stand  us.  and  make  the  marvelous  offer  of  a  Model  8 
IROQUOISBSCYCLE  at  $I6.'3  while  they  last.  The  wheels 
are  strictly  up-to-date,  famous  every  where  for  beauty  and  good  quality, 
nrnnni  DTflN  ^e  IrOQ.uois  Model  3  is  too  well  known  to  need 
UtwUnlr  I  UN  a  detailed  description.  Shelby  \  %  in.  seamless 
tubine. improved  two-piece  crank,  detachable  sprockets,  arch  crown, 
barrel  hubs  and  hanger,  2?£  in.  drop,  finest  nickel  and  enamel;  colors, 
•black,  maroon  and  coach  green:  Gents'  frames,  22,  24  and  26  in.,  Ladies'  22  in. :  best  "Record,"  guaran- 

 'teed  tires  and  high-grade  equipment  throughout.   Our  Written  Guarantee  with  every  bicycle. 

AllE  HOI  I  AD  (or  your  express  asent's  guarantee  for  chargesone  wav)  state  whether  ladies' or  gents', color  and 
)CHU  UnC  UULLAII  height  of  frame  wanted,"and  we  will  ship  C.  0.  D.  forthe  balance  ($15.75  an  i  express  charges), 
ubjectto  examination  and  approval.  If  vou  don't  find  it  the  most  wonderful  Bicycle  Offer  ever  made,  send  it  back  at  our  ex- 
>en*e.  ORDER  TO-DAY  if  you  don't  want  to  be  disappointed.  50  cents  discount  for  cash  in  full  with  order. 
lilC  1  ■  M.  »>■  ni/\V/^l  EC  A  complete  line  of  '99  Models  at  $11.50  and  up.  Second-hand 
WW  EL  IIAVt  DlUT  VLtO  Wheels  £3  to  $10.  We  want  RIDER  AGrENTS 
n  every  town  to  represent  us.  Hundreds  earned  their  bicycle  last  year.  This  year  we  offer  wheels  and  cash  for  work  done 
or  us;  also  Free  XJse  of  samnle  wheel  to  agents.  Write  for  our  liberal  proposition.  We  are  known  everywhere 
is  the  greatest  Exclusive  Bicycle  House  in  the  world  and  are  perfectly  reliable;  we  refer  to  any  bank  or  business  house  in 
'bicago,  to  any  express  company  and  to  our  customers  everywhere. 

Jm  L.  MEAD  CYCLE  CO*,  Chicago,  Ml. 

The  Mead  Cycle  Co.  are  absolutely  reliable  aicd  Iroquois  Bicycles  at  $16.75  are  wondnjul  bargains. — Editor. 
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TAS.  WARD,  JR., 


£    Produces  the 


finest  Catalogue  anb  VPlaqazim  VOovk. 
Souvenir  anb  Hot)elties  a  Specialty, 
Samples  anb  (Estimates  Submitted 


COR.  FRANKLIN  AND  METHUEN  STS.,  LAWRENCE. 


Something  New  in  Pipes  ' 


Leading  Colleges. 


THIS  PIPE  IS  MADE  IN   FIVE  SIZES. 


ASK  TO  SEE  THE  CONCAVE  BOWL.  p     ABRAHAM   &    SON,  BOStOl 

MANUFACTURERS. 


XX 


if 


. .  FOX  6r  HOStlER, 


-DEALERS  IN  


BICYCLES  /IND  SUNDRIES 

REPAIR  /I  SPECIALTY. 

£KC    We  have  the  largest  line  of  Bicycles  carried  by  dealers  in  P£ 
Lawrence,    Call  and  see  them. 


Trinity  Racer,     Eiraore,     Stormer,  Pennant, 


15 


Massasoit, 


Farris, 


akers^U 


;K€  (PNN6CTPN  ^  LAWR6NC6.  A\ASS 

ANDOVER  CARS  TAliE  YOU  TO  THE  DOOR* 


Boston  &  All  AM 


FINEST  ROAD-BED  ON  THE 

V.  CONTINENT. 
ONLY    FIRST-CLASS  THROUGH 
CAR  ROUTE 


Sto  the  west. 


Through  trains  leave  Boston 
8.30  a.  ir.,  except  Sundays 
10.30  a.  m. ,  daily. 
2.00  p.  m.,  daiiy.  ■■>■'■'■■*-£ 
3.00  p,  m.j  except  Sundays 
7.15  p.  m.,  daily. 
11. 00  p.  m.,  except  Sunday 


SPRINGFIELD  LINE 

—FOR —  , 

New  York,  New  Haven 
and  Hartford. 


Leave  Boston:    fg.oo  a.  m., 
f  12.00  m,,  14.0pp.  in.  and  Jn.oo 
p.m.  Train  leaving  at  12.00  m. 
i.s  the  famous  5  'Mid-day  limited. 
No  excess  fare  is  charged, 


ns,  ana  sieep 
ht  train. 


For  tickets,  time  tables,  or  information  of  any  kind  call 
ticket  agent,  or  address  A.  S,  HANSON,  G.  P  A»,  B^osi 


£7% 


Pf)illipsj 

Andover 

Atrror 


Jane— 

At  Andover,  ?\a^. 


ESTABLISHED  1818. 


BROOKS  BROTHERS, 

Broadway,  cor.  22d  Street,  New  York  Oity. 

Clothing  and  Furnishing  Goods 
Readij-Made  aod  Made  to  Measure. 


We  are  constantly  mak- 
ing changes  and  improve- 
ments in  our  stock,  and 
adding  novelties  in  the  way 
of  Special  Garments  for 
all  kinds  of  outdoor  amuse- 
ments. 

A  catalogue  will  furnish 
f?P^  details  impossible  to  enu- 
merate here. 


Celebrated 
HATS 


LATEST  DESIGNS 

AND 

COLORS  of  the  SEASON. 


Collins  & 
Fairbanks  Co. 

BOSTON. 
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Tha  Largest  Stock  of  Drafting  instru- 
ments, Supplies  and  Artists' 
Materials  to  be  found  in 
New  England. 

Wadsworth,  Howland  &  Co., 

(incorporated) 
82  and  84  Washington  St.,  Boston. 

Send  for  Catalogue. 


GOIiF  GOODS. 


SPORTSMEN'S 
OUTFITS. 

SB^  Golf  Clubs 

==■      of  the  noted  makers, 
Fergie,  Hutchison, 
Auchterionie, 
Crosswaite 

and  others. 

Henley  &  Melfort  Balls, 
Caddy  Bags,  Etc. 

FINE  GUNS, 
Scott,  Westley,  Richards ,  Greener,  Colt, 
Parker,  &c. 

FINE  RODS  ID  FISHING  TACKLE. 

rACHT  GUNS  CAMP  OUTFITS.  RUBBER 
BLANKETS  TENTS.  TOURISTS' 
KNAPSACKS,  &c 

New   Mail   Bicycles,     1899  Models. 

Men's,  Ladies',  Juveniles',  Hanover, 
Men's  and   Ladies*    Best  Medium  Priced 
Wheels,  $25,  $30,  $50. 
A  lew  second  hand  wheels. 


WM.  READ  &  SONS, 

107  Washington  St..       Boston,  Mass 

Established  1826. 


J.  F.  PURDY  &  CO., 


<31a 


ENDORSED   BY   THE   &   £  £ 

Leading  Colleges  and  Schools 
of  New  England, 

Class  Rates  to  friends  of  students  who 
obtain  a  Class  Card. 
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Phillips  Academy, 


ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Cecil  F,  R  Bancroft,  Ph.  D.,  LLD,  Principal. 


'THE  Academy  prepares  large  classes  of  young  men  for  the  Colleges,  the 
scientific  schools  and  in  some  cases  for  the  professional  schools.  One 
hundred  and  thirty  candidates  went  to  college  last  year. 

The  faculty  consists  of  twenty  professors  and  instructors. 

The  pupils  last  year  numbered  over  four  hundred,  less  than  one-half 
of  whom  were  from  New  England,  and  the  others  from  more  distant 
places. 

The  current  year  begins  Sept  14,  1898,  with  vacations  at  Christmas 
and  Easter. 

The  expenses  vary  from  $250.00  to  $500.00  a  year,  according  to 
the  accommodations  selected. 

The  income  of  benevolent  funds  and  scholarship  endowments 
amount  to  five  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

The  present  needs  of  the  Academy  are  funds  for  teaching  and  foil 
building,  and  for  various  current  uses.  For  further  information,  and; 
for  copies  of  the  annual  catalogue,  address  Principal  Bancroft. 


MRS.  C.  A.  SHATTUCK, 

54  MAIN  ST.,  ANDOVER. 

Orders  taken  for  High  Grade  Roses,  Violets  and  Carnations 

A  Specialty. 


G.  W.  CHANDLER. 

—DEALER  in— 

COAL   AND  WOOD. 

Teaming   and   Jobbing  at   Short  Notice. 

Orders  left  a  d  bills  |  ajable  at  store  of  O.  P.  Chase. 

TP  A  f  TIP  1}^.     WAlMTPft      UNION  TEACHERS'  AGENCIES  OF  AMERICA, 
ICALnClAO      VI  AiMLU.  Rev.  L.  D.  BASS,  D.  D  ,  Manager. 

Pittsburg,  Toronto,  New  Orleans,  New  York,  Washington,  San  Francisco,  Chicago,  St. Louis 
and  Denver.  There  are  thousands  of  positions  to  be  filled.  We  had  over  8000  vacancies  dur- 
ing the  past  season.  Teachers  needed  now  to  contract  for  next  year.  Unqualified  facilities 
for  placing  teachers  in  every  part  of  the  U.  S  and  Canada.  Principals,  Superintendents, 
Assistants,  Grade  Teachers,  Public,  Private,  Art,  Music,  Band  Leaders,  etc.,  wanted. 

Address  all  applications  to  Washington,  D  C  ,  or  Pittsburg,  Pa 

M  PARIS   EXPOSITION  TOURIST  COMPANY. 

HIGH  CLASS  EXCURSIONS  under  Superior  Conductorship.  "Vacation  Party^  for 
Preachers  and  Teachers  arranged  for  June,  Jul  v  and  August,  1900.  Select  Parties.  First- 
class  Travel.    Best  Hotels.    In  order  to  secure  cheap  rates  in  advance,  write  iinmediatey  to 

PARIS  EXPOSITION  TOURIST  CO.,  Pittsburg,  Pa 
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Notice  Students'  Discount. 

RIMLESS  GLASSES. 


25  per  cent  Discount 
to  Students. 

Co-operative   list.     Oculists,  orders  filled 
Factory   on    premises.    Mail  orders  a 
spe'cialty.    Catalogues  mailed  on 
application. 

C.  E.  DAVIS  &  CO. 

Manufacturing  and 

Prescription  Opticians. 
2  Park  Square.         -  BOSTON- 


Albert  Es  Hulme, 

D.  M.  D 


F.    P.  HIGGINS, 
BAKERY, 

Confectionery,  Oigars,  Tobacco,  etc. 

LUNCH  BOOM. 

MUSGROVE,  BUILDING 
ELM  SQUARE. 
A  Full  Line  of  Kennedy's  Biscuits. 
ANDOVER.  MASS 


Edmard  G.  Gonroy, 

A.  M.,  M.  T>. 


Office  and  Residence, 

36  MAIN  STREET. 


Office  Hours, 
Until  10  A.  M.,  2  'till  4  P.  M. 
7  to  9  P.  M. 


Dr.  John  P.  Torrey. 

Physician  and 
Surgeon  .  .  . 

14  Essex  St. 

OFFICE  HOURS: 
Until  10;  3  to  5  P.  M.    After  7  P.  IH. 

P.  A.  '92. 

QEO.  PIDblNQTON, 

florist, 

73  School 
Street. 

Fancy  Roses,  Carnations,  Violet, 
and  all  kinds  of  seasonable  flowers. 
All  kinds  of  Decorations  


GEO.  P.  RHYM0ND, 
COSTUME    •••  PARLORS, 

17  Boylston  Place,  Near  Old  Public  Library.  Boston.  Mass. 

TELEPHONE  TREMONT  1314. 
Costumes  for  Masquerades,  Old  Folks'  Concerts,  Private  Theatricals,  Tableaux,  Etc. 


FRED  D  LANE. 
^PRIVATE   +  CATERER,* 

Special  facilities  for  Weddings 
and  all  kinds  of  Private  House  Catering 

l08RcidnecoCrd  St.  LAWRENCE,  MASS 
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Any  number  of  languages  can  be  written  on  the  same  machine,  separate 
type  shuttles  costing  only  $2.50.  Machines  $100.00  and  $80.00,  with  three 
sets  of  type.    Work  in  sight,  automatic  stroke,  any  widih  of  paper. 

MACHINES  ON  TRIAL, 

SOLD  AND  TO  RENT. 


The  flaiDiDood  Typewriter  Coippanil, 

300  Washington  St.,  Boston. 

FOR  SALE.  PIANOS  TO  RENT. 

M,  A  X.     JL  X.     1  V —  rs— ^  9  W'W'WV'W'W  |||i"H|l'"'l|l" 


Violins,  Baojos,  Guitars,  Strings,  etc.,  etc. 


DYER  &  CO  , 


337  ESSEX  STREET, 
LAWRENCE. 


O.  CHAPMAN, 

DINING  ROOMS,  .  .  . 

Tobacco,  Cigars,  Soft  Drinks. 
MAIN  STREET. 
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Cannon  of  Cannon's  Commercial  College. 

LAWRENCE,  MASS. 

EXECUTES  FINE  PEN  WORK  OF  ALL  KINDS. 
Hand  written  invitations  and  cards  equal  to  steel  engravings  a  specialty. 

Orders  left  with  G.  R.  Cannon  of  class  1901,  52  Salem  St.,  Andovor,  or  at  the  college 
will  receive  prompt  attention. 

Established  1893.  ALFRED  P.  WE  I  GEL,  Prop. 

Gem  Restaurant. 

398  ESSEX  ST.,  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


T.  A.  HOLT  &  CO., 


DRY  600DS  &  GROCERIES. 

Bnbover  anb  IRo.  Hnbover. 

HENRY  C.  HASKELL, 

11  JOHN  STREET,  NEW  YORK. 


Maker  of  Fraternity  Pins, 

Class  Rings 

EMBLEM  JEWELS 
designs  Hedals  &c. 

FREE 
UPON  REQUEST. 

FROM  EXCLUSIVE  DESIGNS. 
CORRESPONDENCE  INVITED. 
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...  AT  ... 

Our  New  Store 

145  TREMONT  STREET, 

Between  Temple  Place  and  West  Street 

We  are  showing  one  of  the  finest  and  most  complete 
assortments  of  exclusive  novelties  in 

Boots  and  Shoes 

FOR  HEN,  WOHEN  AND  CHILDREN 

TO  BE  FOUND  IN  BOSTON. 

Goods  in  both  Fine  and  Medium  Grades  and  at  Moderate  Prices. 
MS  COUNT  TO  /TUbENT-T. 

T.  E.  HOSELEY  &  CO. 

N.J.  BARTLETT  &  CO., 

BOOKSELLERS  and  IMPORTERS, 

No.  28  CQRNHILL,  -  BOSTON, 

Libraries,  and  Small  Quantities  of  Books,  Purchased. 
THE  ANDOVER  BOOKSTORE. 

Supply  Depot  for  all  Academy  Text  Books  and  School  Supplies.  Stationery 
in  all  grades,  plain  and  engraved,  special  P.  A.  papers.  See 
our  Andover  Fountain  Pen.    Price  reduced 
to  $1.50.    Weekly  and  Monthly 
Periodicals. 


George  A.  Higgips  &  Co.,  5t.,  Andover, 


C.  E.  WINGATE, 


Cut  flowers  and  Designs 

Wholesale  and  Retail. 
DECORATOR. 

182  ESSEX  STREET.  Telephone. 
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HODGKINS  &  HODGKINS, 

Tailors  and  English  Breeehes  Makers, 

27  SCHOOL  ST..  CHAMBERS, 
BOSTON. 

 o«  >~ 

We  invite  the  Students'  of  "Phillips"  to  inspect 
our  importations  for  the  coming  season. 

Immense  variety  of  Scotch  Tweeds,  Homespuns, 
and  Cheviot  Suitings,  Taney  Cashmere  and  wash 
goods  for  Waistcoats,  London  Trouserings, Vicuna 
and  Worsted  Coatings,  Golf  and  Riding  Goods,  &c. 

Represented  by  MR.  WILLIAM  J.  CARROLL. 

MEW  STORE.  MEW  GOODS. 

Encourage 

Xawrence  flfoercbante 
XLo  Hbverttse. 

By  giving  them  a  share 
of  your  patronage  

Up  to  tlje  Momeiit  Italpdise. 
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Hbe  fl>bUitps  Hnbover  /Iftirror, 

Vol.  VIII.  JUNE,  1898.  No.  7. 


Zhe  i41Rew  Romance"  of  ftfpftna'0  poetry 


HE  Romanticists  and  Idealists  of  the  mid-century 


i-      never  dreamed  that  there  could  be  any  poetry 
I  of  romance  in  that  which  was  familiar  and  near  at 
hand. 

Their  poets  dealt  with  a  far-distant,  heroic  world, 
through  which  King  Arthur  and  Amadis,  Charle- 
magne, Roland  and  the  Cid,  stalked  with  impossible 
strides  to  cope  with  mythical  dragons.  Their  prose 
writers  found  no  literary  material  in  the  conditions 
and  aspects  of  life  as  it  existed  about  them,  but  sought 
in  the  strange  and  extraordinary  for  tales  to  interest 
their  readers. 

Thus  both  poets  and  prose  writers  alike,  used  their 
talent  to  invent  unreal,  ideal  men  and  women,  instead 
of  studying  the  great  stream  of  human  life  which 
whirled  and  eddied  about  them  on  every  side.  From 
their  imaginations  issued  those  marvellous  characters 
who  were  made  to  be  what  they  were  not,  to  do  what 
they  could  not ;  from  them  came  the  blood-curdling 
novel  through  whose  pages  waded  deep  in  gore, 
troops  of  mysterious  bandits  ;  from  them  came  the 
*    novel  with  stately  Grandisonian  heroes,  and  for  her- 
oines, dummies  of  impossible  sweetness  ;  from  them, 
'  :  the  fashionable  novel,  filled  with  fanciful  tales  of  high 
life  and  the  society  drawing  room,  and  here, 
"Our  lips  in  derision  we  curl, 
Unless  we  are  told  how  a  duchess, 
Conversed  with  her  cousin  the  earl." 
I  Here  Albert,   who  was  never   less  than  a  count, 
,  addressed  words  of  melting  tenderness  to  his  adored 
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Leonora  or  Angelina ; — and,  all  this  'while  the  real 
material  for  literary  art  lay  so  close  at  hand  !  All  this 
while  living,  breathing  humanity  called  for  a  voice 
to  speak  of  life  as  it  is. 

But  the  air  of  tiresome  unreality  over  all  the  work 
of  poets  and  novelists  alike,  wearied  the  public. 
Readers  grew  tired  of  the  inconceivable,  inconsistent 
characters  and  thirsted  for  realities.  As  this  taste  j 
for  the  artificial  and  high-flown  gave  way  before  the  j 
desire  for  the  real  and  the  simple,  there  came  a 
demand  for  realistic  instead  of  romantic  writers.  This 
demand  was  inadequately  met  by  the  first  prose 
writers  of  the  realistic  school,  and  it  remained  for  a 
poet  to  show  the  4 'New  Romance"  in  all  its  simple 
earnestness.    This  poet  was  Rudyard  Kipling. 

From  the  time  of  his  first  appearance  ten  years  ago, 
Kipling  has  steadily  disregarded  all  the  orthodox  poet- 
ical traditions,  and  has  aimed  always  to  draw  a  true 
and  realistic  picture  of  modern  life  in  all  its  phases. 
Instead  of  celebrating  the  deeds  of  legendary  war- 
riors, Kipling  tells  us  of  the  warriors  of  our  own  1 
time,  of  the  common  British  soldier,  "dog-stealin'," 
"beer  drinkin'  "  Tommy  Atkins,  who  is  described  for  | 
the  first  time  in  the  "Barrack-Room  Ballads."  Here 
is  the  soldier  with  all  his  coarseness  and  natural 
blackguardism,  softened  and  redeemed  by  many  rug- 1 
ged  virtues  of  generosity,  endurance,  heartiness  and 
simplicity,  and  by  unexpected  gleams  of  tenderness. 
Here  too,  for  the  first  time  we  read  of  the  perversi- 
ties of  the  "commissariat  camel,"  the  joys  of  the 
"cell,"  the  fascinations  of  the  "loot,"  the  fatigue  and 
exhilaration  of  "route-marchin'."  Or  we  catch  the 
true  spirit  of  soldier  life  from  the  "Widow  at  Wind-1 
sor,"  or  "Gunga  Din,"  or  "Mandalay."  Here  for  the 
first  time  we  see  leaping  through  the  stanzas  of 
poetry  the  black  warrior  of  the  Soudan,  henceforth 
immortalized  as  the  Fuzzy-Wuzzy  who  broke  a 
British  square. 
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"  'E's  a  daisy,  'e's  a  ducky,  'e's  a  lamb  ! 

'E's  a  injia-rubber  idiot  on  the  spree, 
'E's  the  on'y  thing  that  doesn't  give  a  damn 

For  a  regiment  o'  British  Infantree. 

So  'eres  to  you,  Fuzzy-Wuzzy,  with 

Your  'ayrick  'ead  of  'air — 
You  big  black  boundin'  beggar, — for 

You  broke  a  British  square  !" 

Critics  may  be  aghast  at  the  slang  and  the  rough- 
ness of  the  barrack-room,  but  these  pictures  of 
soldier  life,  though  often  coarse  and  brutal,  are  far 
more  truthful  and  genuine  than  the  old  style  of  high 
heroic  verse. 

And  then  there  is  introduced  to  us  by  the  "New 
Romance  of  Kipling's  Poetry,"  the  British  sailor. 
Through  the  pages  of  the ''Seven  Seas,"  blows  the 
salty  breath  of  the  ocean,  that  ocean  of  which  the 
British  sailor  is  so  enamored,  that  he  can  no  more 
resist  her  awful  fascinations,  than  Tommy  Atkins 
can  keep  away  from  the  army.  He  is  just  as  human 
as  Tommy,  just  as  bad  and  just  as  good,  and  just  as 
true  to  life. 

And  what  is  true  of  Kipling's  soldiers  and  sailors 
is  true  of  all  his  other  men.  They  are  hardy  men, 
and  they  live  natural  lives.  His  incidents  are  inci- 
dents that  may  and  do  occur  every  day.  His  poems 
are  not  inspired  by  the  unsure  flickerings  of  a  literary 
imagination.  They  are  inspired  by  what  he  himself 
has  seen,  on  Afghan  battlefields  and  Vermont  hill- 
sides, in  Indian  mess-rooms  and  on  London  streets. 

This  is  the  ideal  of  Realism.  This  is  the  high  aim 
of  the  "New  Romance." 

"Each  for  the  joy  of  the  working,  and  each  in  his 

separate  star, 
Shall  draw  the  Thing  as  he  sees  It,  for  the  God  of 

Things  as  they  are." 

Alan  Fox. 
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H  1Reme&$  for  fellow  Journalism* 


SECOND   MEANS  PRIZE. 


HE  expression,  "yellow  journalism,"  originated, 


A  I  believe,  from  the  picture  of  the  "Yellow  j 
Kid"  which  a  New  York  daily  gave  prominent  and 
frequent  place  to  in  its  paper  and  in  flaring  posters. 
The  kid  was  exploited  as  a  boy  of  the  boys.  The 
yellow  of  the  kid  was  extended,  in  popular  parlance, 
to  the  entire  paper.  And  so  the  phrase  "yellow 
journalism"  became  current. 

Our  plea  against  yellow  journalism  is  that  it  sacri- 
fices fact  for  sensation.  It  feeds  a  community  on 
excitement.  It  is  intrusive.  It  tramples  upon  per- 
sonal rights.  It  violates  the  sanctities  of  the  home. 
There  is  no  privacy  which  it  will  not  invade.  It  lies  J 
without  compunction.  Interviews  are  invented  that 
never  occurred.  It  hesitates  not  at  any  vicious  ex- 
posure. It  gloats  over  the  worst  exhibitions  of  human  1 
depravity.  It  revels  in  what  is  brutal  and  gives  un- 
due prominence  to  crime  and  indecency. 

Such  journalism  cannot  but  corrupt  the  mind.  It 
is  a  disease  from  which  it  is  extremely  hard  to  recover. 
It  vitiates  the  atmosphere  of  thought  and  sentiment. 
It  is  a  very  cancer  eating  into  the  life  of  the  press. 

What  a  prostitution  of  the  noble  sphere  of  journal- 
ism !  a  source  from  which  the  masses  take  their  j 
opinions.  It  is  justly  claimed  that  "today  the  press 
competes  with  the  pulpit  as  a  teacher  of  morals  ;  with  j 
fashion  as  a  regulator  of  manners  ;  with  the  courts  of 
justice  as  a  detector  of  crime ;  with  institutions  of 
learning  as  an  educator  ;  and  that  through  its  advertis- 
ing department  it  is  the  mainstay  of  commerce." 

Our  indictment  against  yellow  journalism  convinces 
us  that  this  is  an  era  when  some  of  the  journals  of  1 
our  large  cities  are  deteriorating.  Of  our  large  cities,  t 
I  say,  for  yellow  journalism  seems  more  prevalent, 
more  daring,  more  rampant  in  the  larger  than  in  the  I  ( 
smaller  cities.  But,  wherever  it  abounds,  it  is  a  1 
plague  spot  and  a  nuisance. 
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Now,  what  is  to  be  done  about  it?  What  remedy 
can  we  suggest  for  yellow  journalism  ?  Some  believe 
in  a  censorship  of  the  press.  But  such  a  means  of 
repression  is  beset  with  obvious  difficulties.  It  would 
be  impracticable  to  conform  journalism  to  a  given 
standard.  The  attempt  would  lead  to  endless  litiga- 
tion and  keep  the  reading  public  in  a  continual 
ferment. 

But  why  might  not  journalistic  responsibility  be 
more  definitely  located?  Let  us  remember  in  this 
connection  that  the  greatest  offenders  are  not  the  re- 
porters, but  the  editors  and  managers  of  the  yellow 
journals.  Let  there  be  less  of  impersonality.  Let  a 
given  writer  sign  his  name,  or  be  otherwise  identified. 
Let  the  man  behind  the  journalistic  gun  be  revealed 
and  he  will  be  more  careful  about  his  ammunition 
and  his  aim. 

Again,  let  the  higher  type  of  journals  emulate  the 
business  enterprise,  the  editorial  ability  and  the  cheap- 
ness of  the  yellow  journal.  One  admires  the  clever- 
ness, the  versatility  and  the  power  to  turn  out  work 
as  shown  by  the  editor  of  a  New  York  yellow  journal, 
who,  when  a  general  strike  deprived  him  of  his  usual 
force  of  workers,  vowed  that  his  paper  should  appear 
on  time,  and  was  as  good  as  his  word.  But  it  was 
ability  abused. 

It  is  related,  and  I  believe  trustworthily,  that  a 
New  York  paper,  on  the  day  of  the  last  election  for 
mayor  in  that  city,  printed  two  editions  !  the  one  on 
the  supposition  that  one  of  the  leading  candidates 
would  be  elected,  the  other  on  the  supposition  that 
the  other  candidate  would  be  successful.  The  instant 
the  result  was  known,  the  paper  was  ready  with  its 
issue,  and  of  course  held  the  field  against  all  com-  » 
petitors.  Let  the  "white"  journals  equal  the  "yellow" 
in  these  respects  and,  further,  let  them  be  sold  as 
cheaply.  By  such  means,  among  others,  a  counter- 
tide  to  the  yellow  journal  would  be  excited. 

Again,  if  the  demand  for  the  yellow  journal  be 
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lessened,  the  abating  of  the  supply  will  necessarily 
follow.  We  have  in  mind  the  fact  that  a  yellow 
journal  has  been  excluded  from  certain  influential 
clubs  in  New  York  city.  Such  a  move  serves  to  set 
the  pace  for  other  associations  and  societies. 

The  question  has  been  asked,  ' 'How  long  would 
yellow  journals  exist  if  the  advertisements  were  taken 
out?"  They  would  not  be  published  !  The  patron- 
age of  merchants,  then,  sustains  yellow  journals. 
The  moral  is  clear. 

But  before  the  demand  is  lessened  there  must  be, 
and  this,  in  a  word,  is  the  radical  remedy  for  the  evil 
of  which  we  have  been  speaking,  there  must  be  a 
clarified  popular  taste  that  simply  has  no  use  for  the 
yellow  journal. 

We  have  tried  to  describe  yellow  journalism,  and 
have  suggested  several  antidotes.  Journalism  at  its 
best  "is  an  estate  of  the  realm;  more  powerful  than 
any  of  the  other  estates  ;  more  powerful  than  all  of 
them  combined,  if  it  could  ever  be  brought  to  act  as  a 
united  and  concentrated  whole.  It  furnishes  the 
daily  reading  of  the  millions." 

Let  it  be,  as  it  may  and  ought  to  be,  the  leaven  that 
shall  leaven  the  popular  mind  and  heart  with  what  is 
true  and  pure  and  ennobling. 


116  tbe  Exposition  of  a  flDoral  1!t>ea  2>esira* 
t>ie  in  fiction? 


LONE  and  barren  Island  may  remain  unnoticed, 


•Zjl  but  when  the  fertile  Isle  is  found,  man's  inter- 
est is  directed  towards  it  and  he  uses  it.  So  fiction 
is  not  a  dreary  spot  upon  the  world  of  letters ;  it 
stands  forth  in  all  the  glory  of  a  well  established 
place.  It  demands  our  interest  because  it  has  earned 
it ; — earned  it,  not  only  by  its  pleasure-giving  power,! 
but  by  its  effect  upon  the  mind  and  morals  of  man,j 
and  so  upon  the  world  at  large. 


Henry  Hamlin  Stebbins,  Jr. 
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Were  the  output  of  fiction  meagre  and  but  slightly 
read  this  discussion  would  be  of  little  avail.  Not  so 
however,  its  hold  is  upon  mankind  and  its  grasp  is  a 
mighty  one.  Thus,  it  is  an  honest  question  that  we 
ask  ourselves,  whether  the  exposition  of  a  moral  idea 
is  a  desirable  one  in  fiction. 

The  abundance  of  fiction,  the  very  cause  that 
brings  this  question  so  prominently  before  us,  argues 
that  its  influence  must  be  something  more  than  a 
neutral  factor  in  the  life  of  man.  That  it  should  be 
a  hindrance  to  his  highest  manhood  no  one  will  affirm. 
Then  there  is  left  for  it,  what  in  true  seriousness  we 
must  desire,  to  help  man  to  the  development  of  his 
best  citizenship. 

"All  men  are  created  equal."  We  believe  it  as  a 
general  truth  in  its  civic  and  political  aspects.  But 
the  mind  of  every  man  is  different,  and  different 
minds  incline  to  different  pursuits  in  life  and  divers 
manners  of  looking  at  the  world. 

Slowly,  persistently,  bending  over  his  work,  the 
scientist  searches  and  is  rewarded. 

Lightly  skipping  along  the  beach,  the  gay,  careless 
child  catches  the  bright  gleam  of  a  shell,  and  claims 
it  as  his  own  with  a  leap  of  joy. 

Thoughtfully,  with  a  sense  of  his  growing  man- 
hood, a  young  man  walks  briskly  along.  He  makes 
no  studied  search,  no  joyous  leap.  The  hidden 
secrets  and  the  bright  gleams  of  the  shell  are  there, 
but  they  stir  no  outward  show.  Only  the  moving  of 
his  soul  gives  testimony  to  what  his  eye  has  seen. 

The  Ethical  Scientists  are  the  men  who  delve  in 
the  secrets  of  the  moral  life  and  in  the  ways  and 
means  of  bettering  life.  They  strive  to  live  their  best 
in  the  face  of  all  evil.  Their  minds  are  lofty  and 
their  hearts  are  pure.  But  they  are  human,  subject 
as  well  to  hindrance  as  to  help. 

The  gay,  thoughtless  youth  and  the  growing  man 
are  types  of  many.  They  will  hardly  search  for 
moral  truth.  It  must  come  to  them,  if  it  come  at  all, 
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in  the  lustre  of  something  that  attracts,  in  the  form  of 
something  along  their  path  of  life. 

Fiction  is  this  something.    It  can  and  does  invite. 
We  call  it  light  reading  for  pleasure  and  for  rest, — 
hence  its  great  volume.    Here  is  shown  one  of  the 
urgent  needs  for  its  high  character.    The  mind  in 
moments  of  recreation  is,  in  a  sense,  off  guard.  It 
becomes  more  susceptible  to  certain  influences,  for 
most  of  us  absorb  better  than  we  learn.    This  uncon- 
scious  influence  wielded  over  the  reader,  demands 
more  than  anything  else  that  fiction  holds  in  its  handJ 
not  only  the  vital  truths  of  religion,  but  that  which  | 
every  man  of  sense  believes  in,  the  values  of  right  I 
living. 

So  mighty  is  this  sway  of  power  over  the  mind  of 
the  reader  that,  to  a  certain  extent,  the  character  of 
the  people  becomes  the  character  of  the  fiction. 
No  matter  how  much  men  may  need  the  deeper j 
works  of  profound  truths,  lighter  material  flows 
into  the  channels  of  their  minds,  and  this  lighter 
material,  to  fulfill  its  greatest  mission,  must  have  the  j 
qualities  that  the  reader  needs  for  a  well  rounded 
life. 

And  this  gentle  moral  force  need  not  detract  from 
the  pleasure  of  reading.    It  may  be  so  interwoven! 
into  the  very  fibre  of  the  story  as  to  render  it  unseen! 
until  the  whole  is  finished,  and  it  has  done  its  work.  I 
Its  beauty  then  stands  out.    The  enjoyment  is  evenj 
greater ;  for  it  is  of  a  higher  kind. 

The  mind  receives  every  bit  as  much  rest  as  when! 
gorged  with  a  meaningless  yarn. 

Moreover,  it  has  a  benefit  in  causing  the  mind  to 
grow  in  quality  and  power  of  appreciation  for  the! 
best,  according  to  the  strength  of  the  story.    This  j 
growth    in  quality  will  re-act  in  requiring  higher  J 
standards,  and  the  march  of  evolution  goes  on. 

The  nobler  an  author's  ideals,  the  greater  should  be 
their  expression  in  his  writings,  for  the  value  of  time! 
demands  that  we  read  only  the  best. 
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Example  is  stronger  than  precept.  The  writings 
of  Charles  Dickens  warrant  all  that  has  been  said  in 
favor  of  a  moral  idea  in  fiction.  We  abhor  the  low 
and  reject  the  indifferent,  but  we  praise  that  which 
has  the  merit  of  worth.  The  novels  of  Dickens  have 
been  the  amusement  and  recreation  of  all  people. 
Yet  they  have  been  positive  in  their  influence  for 
good.  The  wretched  systems  of  training  in  the 
private  schools  of  England  by  such  monsters  of 
brutality  as  Squeers,  and  child-murderers  as  Creakle 
have  been  abolished  ;  many  of  the  attendant  evils  of 
their  barbarous  methods  have  been  lessened,  and  love 
for  the  youth  at  school  has  worked  and  reaped  its  re- 
ward. All  this  results  from  the  influence  of  one 
man's  writings.  What  more  may  we  not  expect  if 
all  novelists  should  follow  this  great  example. 

Wm.  J.  Colby. 

See  !  yon  stream  from  mountain  gushing, 

Madly  past  those  trees  of  fir ; 
Wildest  music,  shimmering,  rushing 

Onward  to  the  valley,  where 
Lilies  silvern,  lilies  golden 

Plume  their  petals  to  and  fro, 
Which  from  Psyche's  wings  were  moulden 

By  the  gods,  time,  long  ago. 

Irvine  Goddard. 

£be  ©tber  IbalMRome, 

1HAD  read  Esther's  note  over  till  I  knew  it  by 
heart  and  my  delight  grew  with  every  reading. 
What  fun  to  spend  a  Sunday  in  Andover  !  '  'Isn't  it 
fine,  mamma?"    I  said  over  and  over  again. 

"Yes,  my  dear,"  mamma  would  reply,  "I  am  very 
glad  that  you  are  going  to  visit  in  such  a  famous  old 
town,  and  I  hope  that  you  will  be  sure  to  see  all  the 
historic  spots." 
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I  said  nothing,  for  I  was  not  thinking  so  much  of 
Andover's  historic  interest  as  of  something  else.  I 
had  lived  all  my  life  in  a  New  England  village  where 
I  could  count  all  my  boy  acquaintances  on  one  hand 
without  using  the  thumb,  and  the  idea  of  ever  seeing 
plenty  of  boys  was  pleasant,  to  say  the  least.  When 
we  were  at  school  together  it  always  seemed  to  me  j 
that  Esther  took  her  blessings  in  a  very  matter-of- 
fact  way,  but  of  course  I  never  said  anything  for  fear 
she  would  think  me  frivolous.  Perhaps  Esther  was  j 
frivolous  inside  too,  but  it  certainly  never  came  to 
the  surface. 

Well,  at  last  the  moment  came  when  I  descended 
from  the  train  in  the  Andover  station  and  for  a  few 
minutes  my  delight  at  seeing  Esther  kept  me  from 
noticing  that  the  station  in  famous  Andover  did  not, 
look  very  different  from  that  in  my  own  native  village, 
and  there  was  not  a  boy  in  sight  so  far  as  I  could  tell. 

At  my  request  we  put  my  suit-case  in  a  hack  anc 
then  walked.  We  had  not  gone  far  when  we  met 
several  boys  who  took  off  their  hats  to  Esther.  "I 
suppose  you  know  all  the  Phillips'  boys,"  I  remarked 
in  an  off-hand  manner,  and  then  experienced  a  dis- 
tinct sense  of  disappointment  when  Esther  said, 
' 'Dear  me,  no,  I  don't  know  one-twentieth  of  them."  : 
Esther  certainly  was  a  queer  girl. 

We  walked  on  some  distance  after  we  had  passed 
the  boys,  when  Esther  stopped  to  show  me  a  place  of 
note.  While  we  were  standing  still,  I  heard  the 
strains  of  a  banjo  vigorously  played.  4 'That's  for 
your  benefit,  dear,"  said  Esther,  "you  look  so  very 
fine  in  your  new  suit." 

"What's  for  my  benefit?"  I  asked  blankly.    Esther  ! 
laughed.    "I  can't  imagine  any  girl's  not  knowing 
every  inflection  in  that — I  can't  call  it  time,"  anc 
then  she  began  to  sing  in  a  low  tone  : 

"There  she  goes,  there  she  goes, 

All  dressed  up  in  her  Sunday  clothes," 
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I  hardly  understood  even  then,  but  Esther  walked 
on  down  another  street  so  I  followed,  asking  no 
questions. 

As  we  were  sauntering  along  this  street,  I  heard 
someone  tapping  on  the  window  of  a  house  opposite 
us.  I  stopped  and  looked  over,  remarking  to  Esther 
that  I  would  wait  till  she  found  out  what  was  wanted 
of  her.  Esther  turned  a  distressed  face  upon  me 
and  said  in  a  low  but  very  imperative  tone,  ''Come 
along,  Ruth,  quick  !  Don't  you  see  those  are  some 
good-for-nothing  boys?"  Much  abashed,  I  meekly 
followed,  as  Esther  wralked  away  in  a  haughty  man- 
ner in  order  to  show  the  boys,  I  suppose,  that  my 
turning  around  had  been  all  a  mistake. 

For  a  few  minutes  I  walked  along  with  my  eyes 
upon  the  ground,  feeling  that  there  might  be  some 
disadvantages  in  having  so  many  boys  around. 
When  I  raised  my  eyes  it  was  to  behold  on  the  corner 
right  in  front  of  us  a  group  of,  it  seemed  to  me,  at 
least  fifty  boys,  I  looked  appealingly  at  Esther. 

"Must  we  pass  all  those?"  I  asked. 

"I  am  afraid  that  we  shall  have  to,"  was  the 
reply  ;  so  I  set  my  teeth  and  inarched  on.  At  our 
approach  the  boys  began  pushing  one  another  to 
the  side,  with  such  remarks  as  "Get  out  of  the  way, 
can't  you?"    "Don't  take  up  the  whole  sidewalk." 

Esther  walked  along  as  if  the  boys  were  so  many 
posts,  but  I  could  feel  the  blood  surge  up  into  my 
face,  although  I  held  my  head  high  and  tried  to 
look  like  Esther.  We  had  just  passed  through  this 
terrifying  group  when  one  of  its  members  asked 
audibly,  "Who  are  those  girls;  do  you  know, 
fellows?"  The  answer  I  could  not  hear;  I  was 
thankful. 

After  this  trying  ordeal  I  felt  rather  limp,  but  I  still 
kept  up  appearances  to  the  best  of  my  ability  and 
talked  calmly  with  Esther  about  some  school  friends* 
I  had  just  heard  from.  Two  boys  were  walking  just 
behind  us,  but  I  had  hardly  noticed  it  until  "Tat, 
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tut,  tut,"  came  from  the  other  side  of  the  street.  In- 
voluntarily I  glanced  across,  but  one  look  was 
enough,  and  I  turned  hastily  to  Esther  with  some  re- 
mark or  other,  hoping  that  she  had  not  seen  that 
glance.  Her  cheeks  were  a  shade  redder  than  usual, 
I  thought,  but  otherwise  she  gave  no  sign  except  to 
quicken  her  pace  a  trifle. 

"Here  we  are  !"  she  exclaimed  some  minutes  later, 
and  I  was  devoutly  thankful,  for  I  felt  myself  to  be 
a  disgrace  to  all  my  friends.  Once  in  the  house  I 
sank  into  a  chair  with  a  sigh  of  relief  and  the  remark, 
"Esther,  if  you  love  me,  don't  take  me  out  of  this 
house  until  you  have  given  me  a  lesson  on  how  to 
conduct  myself  in  Andover  streets,  and  oh,  dear,  the 
very  idea  of  going  to  church  tomorrow  makes  me 
shudder.    Do  begin  my  instruction  immediately." 

Esther  laughed  and  proved  herself  such  a  good 
teacher  that  on  my  next  visit  to  Andover  I  could  defy 
those  terrible  boys  to  tell  me  from  a  born-and-bred 
Andover  girl,  and  though  I  know  it's  frivolous,  I  may 
just  as  well  admit  that  I  often  wish  I  were. 

Ruth. 

An  tbe  "Ibotel  t>e  Cbartres." 

IN  the  early  years  of  the  French  Renaissance,  Henri, 
Due  de  Chartres,  built  a  magnificent  winter 
palace  in  Paris,  on  the  Rue  de  la  Dagarie,  which  was 
then  the  fashionable  quarter  for  the  nobility.  It  re- 
mained in  the  possession  of  his  family  until  the  out- 
break of  the  Revolution,  when  Paris  passed  into  the 
hands  of  the  mob,  and  the  rightful  owners  of  the 
Hotel  de  Chartres  were  driven  into  English  exile. 

When  affairs  finally  became  more  settled  in  France, 
this  magnificent  building,  with  many  others,  which 
had  once  been  the  pride  and  the  homes  of  the  elite  of 
the  nobility,  was  turned  into  a  species  of  tenement. 
The  splendid  halls  and  salons  were  partitioned  off  and 
leased  piecemeal  to  shopkeepers ;  the  beautiful  sleep- 
iny  apartments,  with   their   many   relics   of  past 
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grandeur,  were  rented  as  they  stood  to  poverty- 
stricken  gentlemen  and  families  of  the  middle 
classes  ;  in  the  stories  above  every  conceivable  occu- 
pation and  trade  belonging  to  the  common  people 
was  carried  on,  while  the  spacious  roof  was  hired  by 
laundresses,  who  could  have  had  no  better  ground  on 
which  to  exercise  their  vocation.  In  fact,  from  the 
end  of  the  Revolution  until  its  destruction  in  1876, 
this  building  was  a  constant  thorn  in  the  flesh  of  the 
Parisian  gendarmerie.  They  never  knew  how  many 
gambling  dens  were  concealed  among  its  hundreds 
of  halls  and  passages  ;  how  many  crimes  were  com- 
mitted in  the  depths  of  its  secret  rooms  and  hidden 
closets. 

One  evening  in  August,  1875,  a  small  party  of 
Americans  were  walking  slowly  down  the  Rue  de  la 
Vagarie.  They  strolled  along  leisurely,  looking  in 
the  shop  windows,  and  talking  quietly,  until  they  ar- 
rived at  the  Hotel  de  Chartres,  as  it  was  still  called. 
Here  two  of  them  turned  in  at  the  third  door,  while 
the  others,  after  going  on  a  little  way,  returned  to  the 
opposite  side  of  the  street,  and  after  a  careful  survey 
of  all  the  approaches,  followed  them.  All  four  then 
ascended  together  to  the  fourth  floor,  where  they 
knocked  at  a  door,  which,  unlike  its  surroundings, 
was  handsomely  made  in  the  latest  fashion.  This 
was  opened  by  a  smiling  Frenchman,  who  immedi- 
ately ushered  them  into  a  back  room,  small,  but 
handsomely  fitted  up,  and  filled  with  a  motly  crowd 
of  men  of  all  classes.  In  short,  the  place  was  a 
typical  gambling  den. 

The  roulette  wheel  was  arranged  at  one  end  of  the 
room,  while  at  the  other  wine  was  served  to  all  who 
entered.  Around  the  wheel  men  were  to  be  seen  in 
all  stages  of  excitement.  The  boy  who  was  staking 
his  last  gold  piece  rubbed  shoulders  with  the 
hardened  gambler,  whose  cold  face  showed  neither 
gains  nor  losses,  while  behind  the  wheel  the  owner  of 
the  den,  a  little  weazened  old  man,  swept  in  the  glit- 
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tering  coins,  or  paid  them  out,  with  the  same  habitual 
smile.  Now  and  then  a  man  would  leave  the  circle 
of  betters  and  stagger  to  the  door,  leaving  his  last 
franc  behind  him,  and  sometimes  one  would  enter 
with  a  gold  piece  or  two,  and  be  wise  enough  to 
leave  after  gaining  a  moderate  amount. 

Our  Americans  played  on  with  the  rest.  Eleven 
o'clock  struck  and  one  by  one  the  gamblers  dropped 
off  and  silently  disappeared,  until  at  the  half  hour 
the  room  was  empty  save  for  the  foreigners  and  a  few 
Frenchmen  who  were  vainly  attempting  by  desperate 
play  to  win  back  the  money  which  luck  had  torn 
from  them  during  the  evening.  Three  of  the  Ameri- 
cans had  now  ceased  to  take  an  active  part  in  the 
pla}r,  and  stood  watching  their  companion,  who,  with 
flushed  face  and  trembling  hands,  was  raking  in  the 
gold  pieces  which  the  bank  paid  him  at  every  turn  of 
the  wheel.  The  Frenchmen,  with  one  or  two  excep- 
tions, had  also  ceased  to  play,  and  were  watching  the 
young  American  with  faces  that  seemed  almost 
frightened.  The  bank  was  utterly  impassive,  and 
paid  out  its  losses  with  stony  face  and  steady  hand. 
The  little  Frenchman's  gains  during  the  evening  had 
been  large,  but  he  and  the  others  who  were  watching 
knew  alike  that  these  could  not  last  much  longer  be- 
fore the  tremendous  drain  which  was  now  being  put 
upon  the  bank.  Red  and  Black,  Black  and  Red 
flashed  before  the  eyes  and  through  the  brain  of  Jack 
Fothergill,  and  he  placed  his  money  at  random,  but ; 
luck  remained  ever  the  same  and  whether  the  red  or 
the  black  sustained  his  money  and  his  hope,  the  A 
wheel  always  stopped  at  the  right  place.  The  fumes 
of  the  hot  wine  he  had  taken  made  his  head  reel  and 
the  smoky  air  of  the  place  nearly  stifled  him,  but 
still  he  played  on  with  the  obstinacy  of  a  man  who 
rarely  gambles.  Already  his  friends  had  warned 
him  that  his  luck  would  not,  could  not,  last  much 
longer.  Uselessly  they  had  urged  him  to  be  satisfied 
with  gains  which  were  then  enormous.    No,  indeed  ; 
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Jack  was  too  old  a  bird  to  be  trapped  so,  and  the  wine 
had  made  him  just  stupid  and  obstinate  enough  to 
refuse  to  talk  of  any  other  plan  than  that  of  more 
play.  They  could  go  if  they  wanted  to ;  he,  Jack, 
knew  a  good  thing  when  he  saw  it,  and,  if  they  chose 
to  be  obstinate,  would  join  them  later. 

Seeing  that  it  was  useless  to  oppose  him  in  his 
present  condition,  they  finally  consented  to  go,  in- 
tending, as  it  afterwards  transpired,  to  return  shortly 
and  take  care  of  him  on  his  way  home.  The  three 
went  out  with  rather  anxious  faces,  but  Jack  con- 
tinued to  stake  his  gold  pieces,  paying  little  attention 
to  their  actions.  Midnight  passed,  but  his  luck  never 
changed,  and  at  twenty-five  minutes  past  the  hour  the 
bank  broke.  The  few  remaining  gamblers  left,  and 
one  by  one  the  lights  were  turned  out,  while  Jack 
gathered  up  his  winnings  and  proposed  to  leave.  The 
mass  of  coin  was  so  heavy  that  he  was  obliged  to  ask 
the  proprietor,  who  stood  ruefully  looking  at  him,  for 
some  kind  of  a  bag  in  which  to  transport  it.  The 
latter  replied  that  he  could  accommodate  Monsieur 
easily  enough,  but  that  he  was  thinking  whether  it 
would  be  safe  to  travel  the  streets  at  such  an  hour, 
especially  as  Monsieur  had  a  small  sum  of  money 
upon  his  person.  Jack,  with  customary  American 
carelessness,  merely  remarked,  "Nonsense!"  and 
again  desired  that  he  would  bring  the  bag  without 
delay.  The  little  Frenchman  pattered  off  at  once, 
and  while  he  was  gone  Jack  thought  better  of  his 
resolution  to  take  his  departure,  concluding  finally  to 
ask  for  accommodations  for  the  remainder  of  the 
night.  Consequently,  when  the  proprietor  returned, 
he  said  curtly  that  he  had  changed  his  mind  and 
would  stay  until  morning,  if  suitable  lodgings  could 
be  found.  The  other,  with  many  smiles  and  gesticu- 
lations, which  contrasted  strongly  with  his  hitherto 
impassive  demeanor,  said  that  he  would  highly 
appreciate  the  honor  of  entertaining  Monsieur  in  his 
humble  apartments,  did  not  sheer  necessity  demand 
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that  he  exact  a  niggardly  payment  for  any  accommo- 
dation. As  it  was,  he  could  furnish  an  apartment 
which,  though  far  from  sumptuous,  would,  he  felt 
sure,  satisfy  all  Monsieur's  needs  for  the  night.  Jack 
cut  him  short  and  told  him  to  lead  the  way  to  the 
room  he  was  talking  about,  whether  it  was  small  or 
sumptuous,  free  or  expensive.  So  long  as  there  was  j 
a  bed  to  sleep  on,  it  made  little  difference. 

The  old  man  led  the  way,  up  flights  of  stairs,  the 
carved  balusters  of  which  were  now  chipped  and 
mouldy,  through  passages  and  across  halls,  until  at 
last  they  reached  a  door  which  he  unlocked  and  opened, 
ushering  Jack  into  a  room  of  some  size  with  a  high  5 
ceiling  decorated  in  mouldy  fresco  work,  and  walls 
hung  with  portraits  which  once  had  been  the  cher- 
ished heirlooms  of  a  great  family.    They  were  of  lit- 
tle value  now,  however,  for  nearly  all  had  been  gro- 
tesquely mutilated  :  St.  Joseph  had  lost  an  eye,  and 
most  of  the  de  Chartres  ancestors  were  more  or  less 
cut  and  slashed.     One  picture,  however,  was  whole  ■ 
and  unhurt,  save  where  age  had  blackened  it.  This 
was  the  portrait  of  an  Italian  brigand,  attired  pictur- 
esquely in  the  fantastic  garments  attributed  to  his 
class,  with  a  belt  full  of  all  sorts  of  pistols  and  dag- 
gers and  a  dark  slouch  hat  pushed  well  up  from  his 
forehead.     The  face  was  dark  and  sinister  and  Jack  J 
shuddered  a  little  as  he  noted  it.   The  rest  of  the  fur-  1 
nishings  coresponded  to  the  decorations.    The  bed 
was  huge  and  partially  draped  with  heavy  tapestry  1 
which  showed  the  ravages  of  time  and  vandalism,  and 
hung  from  a  great  canopy  that  was  almost  grotesque. 

The  old  man  went  out  with  a  quiet  "Bon  soir,  Mon- 
sieur," and  left  Jack  alone  with  a  lighted  candle,  which  j 
threw  dancing,  flickering  shadows  upon  the  scarred 
walls  and  ancient  portraits.  He  took  out  his  revolver 
and  thrust  it  under  the  pillow ;  the  next  thing  was  to 
lock  the  door.  Unfortunately  upon  trial  he  ascer- 
tained that  the  cumbrous  lock  which  once  had  secured 
the  door  had  been  completely  torn  off.     Jack  was  a 
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man  of  resources,  however.  He  piled  up  a  barricade 
of  all  the  articles  which  he  could  easily  carry  to  the 
door,  and  so  arranged  them  that  it  would  be  impossi- 
ble for  any  one  to  enter  without  making  noise  enough 
to  wake  him  up.  Then  he  went  to  the  window  and 
looked  out.  He  could  see  dimly  down  into  the  street 
which  he  had  left  several  hours  before  and  it  looked 
four  stories  down,  at  least. 

The  distance  gave  Jack  a  sudden  shock,  which  af- 
fected him  more  than  the  ghastly  influence  of  the 
place  he  was  in.  He  could  sould  see  that  he  was  in 
a  trap  with  his  money,  if  there  was  anyone  to  take 
advantage  of  him.  The  window  was  near  an  angle 
in  the  wall  and  about  six  feet  distant  was  a  water  con- 
ductor which  probably  ran  down  to  the  ground.  An 
escape  in  that  direction  was  not  to  be  thought  of, 
however,  for  the  pipe  was  too  far  away  to  be  reached. 

He  turned  away  and  sat  down  on  the  bed,  intend- 
ing to  keep  awake  during  the  remainder  of  the  night. 
The  wine  he  had  drank  so  affected  him,  however, 
that  he  fell  into  a  stupid  doze.  He  did  not  fall  asleep, 
but  lay  in  a  kind  of  torpor.  His  eyes  fixed  themselves 
upon  the  face  of  the  Italian  brigand,  opposite  the  bed. 
He  wondered  whether  that  was  an  ancestor  of  de 
Chatres  and  would  have  laughed  at  the  idea,  if  he  had 
not  been  too  lazy.  Then  he  began  to  think  of  the 
painting,  how  effective  it  was.  The  hat  came  down 
a  little  too  low,  though. 

Suddenly,  his  eyes  became  glassy  with  horror,  and 
he  could  feel  the  hair  rise  on  his  head.  The  hat  was 
moving  ! 

Slowly,  Slowly,  he  could  almost  feel  it  creep  down 
over  the  picture's  eyes.  He  lay  rigid  as  a  bar  of  steel, 
and  now  those  piercing  black  eyes  were  covered  with 
the  pall  which  seemed  to  be  dimming  his  mind.  Down 
Down,  down  crept  the  hat,  and  concealed  all  the  face 
except  the  lower  chin.  With  a  tremendous  effort 
Jack  broke  the  fetters  that  held  him  in  a  trance,  and 
lay  gasping,  every  nerve  in  his  body  unstrung.  The 
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air  seemed  strangely  close.  He  raised  his  head  and 
brought  it  into  contact  with  some  heavy  substance  not 
an  inch  above  it ! 

Like  a  flash  he  slid  off  the  bed  with  not  half  an  inch 
to  spare  and  fell  heavily  on  the  floor.  With  difficulty 
he  got  to  his  feet  and  looked  at  the  thing  he  had  just 
escaped. 

The  canopy,  which  was  solid  and  as  much  as  a 
foot  thick,  now  rested  on  the  bed  itself  and  had  been 
propelled  in  its  downward  course  by  a  huge  screw  let 
down  through  the  ceiling  above.  Even  now  this  was 
turning  in  its  last  evolutions  and  stopped  as  Jack 
watched. 

He  recoiled  in  horror  and  instinctively  felt  for  his 
pistol.  He  had  left  it  under  his  pillow  !  Even  now 
he  could  hear  stealthy  steps  in  the  hall,  approach- 
ing the  door.  Jack  Fothergill  was  counted  a 
brave  man  by  his  friends,  but  at  that  sound  he  rushed 
madly  to  the  window.  He  took  hold  of  the  sash  and 
strained  at  it.    It  did  not  move  ! 

The  steps  were  at  the  door  and  he  could  hear  the 
barricade  being  softly  forced.  Once  again  he  tugged 
at  the  sash.  It  gave  a  little.  Again  he  wrenched 
and  this  time  it  flew  up.  Like  a  flash  he  sprang  out 
onto  the  sill  and  leaped  blindly  for  the  pipe  he  knew 
was  there  !  He  caught  it  with  one  hand  and  by  a  gi- 
gantic effort  grasped  hold  and  hung  safely.  Then 
hand  under  hand  he  commenced  that  terrible  descent. 
Hand  under  hand,  hand  under  hand  he  let  himself 
down.  The  money  in  his  pocket  seemed  to  weigh  a 
hundred  pounds  and  several  times  his  arms  nearly 
gave  way.  Down,  down,  down  he  went.  His 
arms  would  clutch  no  more  and  his  senses  reeled. 
Then  a  dense  blackness  came  over  his  mind  and  he 
fell. 

Jack  never  knew  how  he  ever  reached  the  ground 
alive.    When  he  recovered  consciousness  he  was  in  a 
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large  room  with  high  walls  and  two  men  in  uniform 
standing  over  him.    It  was  light  out-side. 

"L'Hotel  de  Chartres",  he  murmured. 

The  man  who  was  bathing  his  head  looked  at  the 
other. 

"It  burnt  down  last  night,"  he  said. 

Arthur  S.  Wheeler,  '98. 

"£be  3fl£tns  Dutchman." 

AMONG  my  acquaintances  I  number  one  Captain 
Sampson,  an  old  sailor  of  Gloucester  town.  I 
don't  think  he  ever  rose  above  the  rank  of  able-bodied 
seaman,  but  Gloucester  has  a  way  of  calling  every 
retired  mariner  "Cap'n,"  whether  he  has  spent  his 
entire  life  before  the  mast  on  a  fishing  schooner,  or 
has  stood  upon  the  bridge  of  a  trans-Atlantic  liner. 

The  Captain  had  this  pleasant  trait :  whenever  he 
smoked  his  pipe,  he  told  yarns  of  the  sea,  and  he 
smoked  whenever  he  was  not  eating  or  sleeping. 
When  his  pipe  was  filled  with  Perique  he  related  tales 
of  storms,  of  capture  by  savages,  of  shipwreck  and  of 
pirates.  If,  perchance,  he  was  smoking  medium,  his 
tales  savored  of  the  grotesque,  as,  for  instance,  that 
one  which  related  of  the  sea-serpent's  swallowing  a 
barrel  of  rum  which  had  fallen  overboard,  and  be- 
coming so  drunk  that  sailors,  hearing  him  hiccough, 
thought  that  the  end  of  the  world  was  coming,  and 
wasted  their  fresh  water  in  a  grand  baptism  all 
'round.  But  a  mild  smoke  produced  stories  of  the 
wind,  the  ghostly  superstitions  with  which  a  sailors' 
mind  is  filled.  Whatever  he  smoked  he  told  lies,  but 
told  them  in  such  a  matter-of-fact  sing-song  tone  that 
you  could  almost  make  yourself  think  he  believed 
them. 

In  point  of  stories  he  was  like  a  gramophone — 
wind  him  up  ever  so  little  and  he  would  go  as  long  as 
you  wished  ;  but  he  was  wound  up  with  a  pipe  instead 
of  a  key. 
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I  remember  distinctly  one  of  his  yarns,  which 
always  impressed  me  as  rather  ingenious.  He  had 
taken  me  out  sailing  in  his  little  cat-boat  in  which  he 
had  navigated  the  coast  ever  since  his  retirement  from 
active  service.  When  we  were  some  miles  from 
shore  the  wind  fell  off  and  we  were  becalmed.  After 
trying  for  some  time  to  whistle  it  back,  the  Captain 
drew  his  pipe  from  his  mouth  and  knocked  out  the 
ashes  of  the  pipeful  on  which  he  had  been  telling  me 
how  a  ship  on  which  he  once  was  4  'turned  turtle"  in 
a  storm.  He,  himself,  being  below  at  the  time,  had 
only  saved  himself  by  chopping  a  hole  in  the  bottom 
and  climbing  through  onto  the  outside.  Now  he  put 
his  hand  into  his  right  hip  pocket,  where  he  happened 
to  have  a  bag  of  "mild,"  and  refilled  his  pipe,  poking 
it  carefully  into  the  bowl  with  his  yellowed  thumb. 

"This  ca'm  puts  me  in  mind  of  something  that 
happened  to  me  and  my  mate,  Jim  Hawkins,  onct," 
he  remarked,  and  looked  expectantly  at  me. 

This  was  the  beginning  of  the  usual  formula.  I 
was  now  expected  to  ask  him  to  tell  the  story ;  he,  as 
a  matter  of  policy,  must  demur,  then  I  must  arge  him 
and  he  would  finally  agree.  After  this  was  done  he 
began  : 

"Onct  upon  a  time  when  I  was  a  young  man,  I  was 
on  a  ship  called  the  "Albert  Smith"  in  the  silk  trade 
betwixt  Boston  and  Hong  Kong,  around  the  Cape. 
One  time,  when  we  was  about  two  weeks  out  from 
Hong  Kong,  we  was  beca'med  'way  out  of  sight  of 
land.  Seven  days  and  seven  nights  we  lay  there 
without  a  breath  of  wind,  and  I  never  was  so  tired  of 
whistlin'  in  all  my  born  days. 

"We  was  beca'med  on  a  Saturday  and  Saturday 
night  a  week  later,  me  and  my  bunk-mate,  Jim  Haw- 
kins, was  on  the  watch,  though  it  didn't  seem  as  if 
there  was  any  watch  needed,  'cause  why,  we  couldn't 
run  into  anything  and  anything  couldn't  run  into  us 
without  no  wind,  so  we  thought. 
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"Wal,  about  eleven  o'clock,  as  we  was  sittin'  on 

jf  the  deck,  smokin'  our  pipes,  just  as  you  see  me  a  doin' 
now,  we  thought  we  saw  a  kind  of  a  thing  comin'  our 

1  way.  I  saw  it  first,  and  says  I  to  Jim,  'Jim,  wot's 
that  light  thing  over  there?'  'What  light  thing?' 
Then  I  pointed  it  out  to  him  and  says  he,  'Thank  the 

'  Lord,  it  be  a  steamer  !'  'No,'  I  says,  'No,  Jim  Haw- 
kins, that  aint  no  steamer,  nor  nothin'  else  to  thank 

■  the  Lord  about.  That's  the  Flying  Dutchman  or  I'm 
I  much  mistaken.' 

"All  this  time  she  was  a-bearing  down  on  us  two- 
■  forty,  and  we  could  make  out  her  lines  pretty  well 
by  now.  Sure  enough,  it  was  the  Flying  Dutchman, 
i  and  it  was  coming  like  everything  with  all  sails  set 
and  not  a  breath  of  wind  stirring  !  It  looked  just  like 
a  hunk  of  white  fog  with  a  lot  of  lamps  shinin' 
through  it. 

"Jim  and  me  was  scared  blue,  the  more  so  because 
1  it  was  runnin'  right  at  us,  and,  not  having  any  breeze 
I  we  couldn't  get  out  of  the  way.  But  when  it  was  only 
I  about  twenty  yard  away  it  suddenly  hove  to,  and, 
I  flyin'  past  our  port  rail,  shot  out  in  front  of  us  and 
I  sailed  on  like  thunder. 

"But  we  wasn't,  by  no  means,  done  with  it  yet, 
j  'cause,  first  we  knew,  we  was  follerin'  it,  first  slow, 
j  then  faster  and  faster,  till  we  was  goin'  as  fast  as  the 
t  spook  in  front  of  us.  Then  the  orful  truth  came  over 
;  us — we  was  bein'  took  in  tow  by  the  Flyin'  Dutch- 
!  man !  Jim  and  me  was  glued  where  we  sat.  We 
i  could  neither  move  nor  holler.  We  knew  as  well  as 
]  any  sailor  man  knows  that  the  Dutchman'd  pull  us 
I  into  eternity  if  he  only  got  time.  But  we  also  knew 
I  that  when  Sunday  mornin'  came  he'd  have  to  disap- 
pear. 

"Well,  on  he  towed  us  for  about  two  hours,  and 
then  it  began  to  get  a  little  light.  Then  we  knew  it 
was  Sunday  mornin'  and  I  never  was  so  thankful  for 
Sunday  before  or  since. 
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"The  Dutchman  knew  it  too,  and  with  a  shriek 
and  a  hiss  like  stickin'  hot  iron  into  water,  he  sunk 
out  of  sight.  Then  Jim  and  me  fell  in  each  other's 
arms  and  fainted  with  joy  and  fright.  When  we  came 
to,  there  was  a  regular  gale  a-blowin'  and  we  was 
goin'  at  lightnin'  speed. 

"We  told  our  story  and  the  captain,  who  was  a 
durned  land-lubber,  thought  we  was  loony  and  put  us 
in  irons.  But  the  crew  swore  they'd  mutiny  if  he 
didn't  let  us  go,  so  he  had  to.  And  we  wasn't  loony,1 
'cause  there  was  a  scorched  place  on  our  bows  where 
the  Dutchman's  tow-line  was  made  fast.  And  that 
story's  as  true  as  me  and  you 's  sittin'  in  this  boat." 

And  I  think  it  was  as  true  as  any  he  told  me. 

C.  T.  Ryder. 

MIRAGE.  

"Do  you  see  that  man  over  there?"  asked  my 
friend,  the  Judge,  as  he  pointed  out  to  me  an  old, 
bowed  man  standing  on  the  other  side  of  the  court 
room.  "Yes,"  I  said,  "is  he  a  friend  of  yours!" 
"Not  now,  but  he  was  formerly,"  answered  my  friend.: 
"He  graduated  from  college  with  honors  in  my  class.: 
In  fact,  he  was  called  one  of  the  brightest  men  in  his 
class,  though  he  doesn't  look  that  way  now — all  be- 
cause he  started  out  wrong  in  his  profession.  I 
happened  to  know  about  the  case,  as  I  was  the 
assistant  counsel  for  the  prosecution  and  through  him 
lost  my  first  case.  Perhaps  you  would  like  to  hear 
about  it."  Upon  my  answering  in  the  affirmative, 
he  told  me  the  following  story : 

"Snell  and  I,  for  that  is  his  name,  graduated  from 
college  together,  as  T  said,  and  likewise  from  the  law 
school.  He  was  always  a  very  enterprising  fellow 
with  his  own  opinions,  and  no  sooner  did  he  leave  the 
law  school  than  he  set  up  in  business  for  himself, 
while  I  contented  myself  with  going  into  the  office  of 
the  state  attorney.  From  the  start  he  was  very  suc- 
cessful,   and    at   length    undertook    to    defend  a 
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murderer,  whom  all  the  lawyers  had  given  up  as  a 
hopeless  case.  It  chanced  that  I  had  to  assist  the 
prosecution  and  I  was  not  a  little  pleased  to  have  so 
good  an  opportunity  of  beating  Snell,  for  the  case 
seemed  to  be  ours  without  doubt. 

"When  finally  the  case  was  tried,  the  witnesses  for 
the  defence  were  first  questioned, but  to  no  purpose, 
as  their  testimony  had  little  effect  upon  the  case. 
Our  witnesses  were  then  called  up  and  among  them 
a  young  fellow  named  James  Mayne,  who  had  been 
the  first  to  discover  the  murder.  The  first  witness 
gave  some  very  damaging  testimony,  and  was  about 
to  sit  down  when  Snell  asked  him  how  first  he 
had  learned  of  the  murder.  The  man  answered 
that  Mayne  had  come  to  his  house  early  one  morn- 
ing, with  the  news,  and  had  asked  his  assistance  in 
reviving  the  wounded  man.  Accordingly,  with 
Mayne,  he  had  rendered  what  assistance  he  could, 
but  to  no  effect. 

"Mayne  was  then  called  up  and  was  asked  how  he 
first  learned  of  the  murder.  'I  was  going  by  the 
house,'  he  replied,  'when  I  heard  outcries  from  within 
and  soon  after  a  man  rushed  out  whom  I  should  say 
was  the  prisoner.'  'You  then  went  for  aid,  did  you?' 
asked  Snell.  'Yes,'  he  replied,  'I  went  to  the  nearest 
house  and  got  a  man  to  go  back  with  me.'  'Was 
that  man  the  first  witness?'    'Yes,  he  was.' 

"The  third  witness  then  took  the  stand  and  testified 
substantially  the  same.  'Did  you  find  anything  lying 
around  when  you  got  there?'  Snell  asked.  'Yes/ 
the  man  replied,  'we  found  a  revolver  with  one 
cartridge  shot  off.'  'Were  there  any  marks  on  the 
revolver?'  'Yes,  the  letters  J.  M.  were  scratched  on 
the  handle.' 

"That  will  do,'  said  Snell.  'I  think  you  will  see, 
Your  Honor,  that  the  real  author  of  the  crime  is 
not  the  defendant.  Here  we  have  a  man  who 
says  he  saw  the  defendant  leave  the  house  soon 
after  the  murder  and  was  the  only  one  to  see  it.  A 
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revolver  was  also  found  with  the  initials  J.  M.  on 
it  and  one  cartridge  shot  off.  What  stronger  testi- 
mony is  needed  to  prove  who  is  guilty?'  During  his 
speech  Mayne  had  sat  like  one  overcome,  either  from 
astonishment  or  from  guilt.  Of  course  I  was 
astounded,  and  when  it  came  my  turn  to  address  the 
jury  I  had  almost  nothing  to  say.  Things  now 
began  to  look  hopeless  for  Mayne,  although  I  felt 
sure  of  his  innocence.  His  face  alone  seemed  almost 
to  prove  his  guilt,  but  nevertheless  he  firmly  denied 
the  charge.  The  jury  then  retired  and  upon  their  re- 
turn declared  the  first  defendant  discharged  but  poor 
Mayne  guilty. 

Soon  after,  in  spite  of  all  my  efforts,  Mayne  was 
hanged.  Life  had  but  just  left  his  body  when 
Snell  rushed  upon  the  scene,  crying  out  that 
Mayne  was  innocent.  However,  it  was  too  late  to 
save  him.  When  Snell  discovered  the  fact,  for  a 
moment  he  seemed  prostrated,  but  with  a  great  effort 
he  explained  the  true  state  of  affairs  before  the 
assembled  people.  "It  was  all  my  fault,"  he  said,  "I 
defended  my  man  at  the  expense  of  an  innocent  one, 
as  I  saw  that  otherwise  my  client  would  surely  be 
convicted,  and  now,  too  late,  I  see  my  mistake." 

"This  matter  of  defense  was  of  course  wholly  un- 
scrupulous unless  there  were  real  grounds  for  it, 
which  was  not  true  in  the  case  of  Mayne.  Ever 
since  then  Snell  has  been  without  ambition  and  with- 
out success,  apparently  crushed  by  his  first  mistake.'' 

E.  W.  Baker. 

PROFESSOR. 

These  many  days  have  I  with  patience  strong 
Observed  your  lessons  poor,  your  efforts  vain, 

But  now  your  day  of  doom  will  dawn  ere  long, 
Unless  this  word  to  me  you  can  explain. 

PUPIL. 

This  word  familiar  is,  I  know  it  well ; 
In  early  Greek,  in  epic  poem  or  drama, 
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Though  strange  it  looks,  I  can  its  meaning  tell, 
For  now,  I  see,  it  once  had  a  Digamma. 

PROFESSOR. 

A  scholar  thou,  a  sage,  come  to  my  heart, 
I  nevermore  will  rate  thee  for  a  dunce ; 

This  ancient  letter  plays  a  wondrous  part, 

And  he  knows  all,  who  fairly  grasps  this  once. 

W.I.A.N. 

BOOKS.  

J>  4 'Mistress  Content  Craddock"*  by  Anne  Eliot 
Trumbull,  is  a  charming  little  story  of  Puritan  days. 
Mistress  Content  and  her  two  love  affairs  form  the 
greater  part  of  the  story,  which,  while  it  does  not 
revel  in  exciting  incident,  nevertheless  gives  a  pleas- 
ant account  of  life  in  the  colonial  days,  and  is  told  in 
a  way  which  is  convincing.  The  pretty  Puritan 
girl  adds  to  the  stern  virtues  and  high  ideals  of 
those  early  days,  a  broadness  of  mind  and  quickness 
of  wit  which  is  quite  disconcerting  to  her  worthy 
father. 

J>  The  gradual  culmination  in  disappointment  and 
discomfiture  of  the  one  lover — a  young  court  dandy 
playing  the  ignoble  part  of  spy  upon  the  colonists, 
and  the  successful  termination  of  the  doubts  and  fears 
of  the  other — a  friend  and  disciple  of  Roger  Wil- 
liams—  in  the  apple-orchard  when  Mistress  Content 
puts  her  pretty  hand  in  his,  is  a  fresh  instance  of 
triumphant  virtue.  There  is  a  very  obvious  moral. 
A  bit  of  color  is  added  to  the  ascetic  gray  in  the 
picturesque  character  of  Salome,  a  mysterious  lonely 
woman  who  lives  outside  the  town  and  is  the  friend 
and  confidante  of  Content.  B. 

*Mistress  Content  Craddock,  by  Anne  EJiot  Trumbull.  A.  S.  Barnes  &  Co. 
$1.25. 

J>  The  tremendous  success  achieved  by  Rostand's 
"Cyrano  de  Bergerac"  in  France  and  England  has 
caused  no  little  literary  commotion  on  this  side  of  the 
ocean,  also.  It  has  given  birth  to  a  great  deal  of 
print  in  translations  for  reading,  arrangements  for 
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the  stage,  reviews  of  both,  and  finally  even  in  claims 
for  the  authorship.  The  latest  to  come  is  a  little  green 
bound  volume,  published  by  Doubleday,  McClure  & 
Co.,  which  contains  "A  Voyage  to  the  Moon,"*  the 
best  known  of  the  real  Cyrano's  works.  The  version 
given  is  a  translation  made  in  1678  by  a  certain  A. 
Lovell.  The  whole  has  been  revised,  annotated,  and 
a  short  biographical  introduction  has  been  added  by 
Curtis  Hidden  Page. 

&  Considerable  interest  centres  about  the  book.  It 
is  not  generally  known  that  a  Cyrano  lived ;  the 
majority  seem  to  think  that  he  is  but  a  created  char- 
acter. However,  from  the  position  he  occupied  in 
his  time,  it  is  certain  that  he  did  live,  and  he  seems 
to  be,  even  away  from  the  glaring  lime-light  of  the 
stage,  the  same  mixture  of  poet,  bully  and  hero. 
Aside  from  the  interest  regarding  its  author,  it  can  be 
seen  that  Rostand  drew  many  of  his  details  from  the 
4 'Voyage  to  the  Moon";  he  evidently  knew  the  work 
well  enough  to  seek  circumstances  and  characteristics 
where  he  could  get  them  at  first  hand.  Moreover, 
it  is  claimed  that  Dean  Swift,  in  the  days  when  the 
terrible  hue-and-cry  of  "Plagiarism"  was  not  so  easily 
roused,  derived  from  it  much  of  the  inspiration  for  his 
Gulliver's  Travels. 

J>  With  regard  to  the  book  as  a  piece  of  literature,  it 
is  hard  to  judge.  It  is  amusing  to  see  how  Cyrano's 
fancy  gallops  away  with  him,  lumbering  over  reason 
and  literary  propriety  something  as  a  highly  indig- 
nant cow  saddled  by  a  tight-clinging  Cyrano,  might 
shamble  off,  regardless  of  fences,  ditches  or  dignity ; 
his  fanciful  easily  degrades  into  the  fantastical.  All 
through  there  is  none  of  the  finer  imagination  or  the 
biting  sarcasm  that  distinguish  all  of  Swift's  works 
and  have  done  the  most  to  preserve  them.  The 
Frenchman  seems  of  coarser  grain  :  one  who  is  tool 
conceited  over  his  efforts  to  reach  far.  And  yetJ 
consistently  with  the  Cyrano  we  are  acquainted  with, 
he  bravely  battles  against  the  prevailing  blind  ortho- 
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doxy  of  his  time,  preparing  by  his  breaches  a  way 
for  advance.  But  now,  in  these  later  days,  all  his 
philosophy  seems  so  musty,  so  unseeing,  so  hopelessly 
restricted  by  the  prevailing  form  of  argumentative 
style  that  the  reader  struggles  along  only  to  finally 
succumb  and  leave  the  book.  The  day  of  the 
drudging  disciple  of  Aristotle  is  past,  and  his  greatest 
work  is  hidden  because  it  is  so  near  the  foundation 
of  philosophy. 

&  However,  in  the  end,  we  should  consider  from  its 
associations  and  from  its  author's  love  of  truth,  there 
is  value  enough  to  place  the  "Voyage  to  the  Moon" 
with  the  other  literary  curiosities.  B. 

*"A  Voyage  to  the  Moon,"  by  Cyrano  de  Bergerac.  Doubleday,  McClure  & 
Co.    $  .50. 

J>  Of  late  publications,  none  enter  more  into  the  spirit 
of  these  hot  June  days  of  heralded  dawns  and  linger- 
ing eves  than  "Tiverton  Tales,"*  by  Alice  Brown. 
One  learns  to  anticipate  this  author's  magazine  work. 
Few  writers  of  today  have  as  keen  an  insight  into  old 
New  England  nature  or  greater  familiarity  with  New 
England  dialect. 

J>  "Tiverton  has  breezy  upland  roads  and  damp 
sweet  valleys" — we  lave  at  once  in  almost  tangible 
sunshine  and  in  the  homely  aroma  of  farmhouse 
door-yards.  There  is  the  same  joy — joy  distilled  in 
sweat  drops — which  was  ours  for  "A  Summer  in 
Arcady." 

&  In  all  there  are  twelve  annals,  of  varying  degrees 
of  excellence.  With  the  exception  of  "The  Fiat- 
Iron  Lot,"  the  style  is  fresh  and  vigorous.  The 
author  at  times  mars  the  perfect  art  of  unconscious 
felicity  by  too  apparent  striving  after  effect ;  yet 
this  will  be  endured  for  pleasure  of  such  a  thought 
as  the  following:  "The  day  slipped  over  an  un- 
seen height  and  fell  into  a  sheltered  calm." 
The  twelfth  tale,  which  is  also  "l'envoi,"  bears  some 
resemblance   to    Hawthorne's    "Clippings   with  a 
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Chisel ;"  otherwise  all  the  stories  are  characteristic  of 
their  author.  One  is  well  repaid  for  reading  "Tiver- 
ton Tales." 

♦"Tiverton  Tales,"  by  Alice  Brown.    Houghton,  Mifflin  &  Co.  $1.50 

J>  One  of  the  latest  authors  to  come  before  the  read- 
ing public  is  Mrs.  Elia  W.  Peattie.  And  Mrs. 
Peattie's  latest  book  is  "The  Shape  of  Fear  and 
Other  Ghostly  Tales;"*  an  attractive  title,  and  one 
which  leads  us  to  look  within.  And  doing  so,  we  find 
thirteen  original  and  ingenious  stories,  cleverly 
planned  and  well  worked  out. 

jfi  "The  Shape  of  Fear,"  the  first  of  the  group,  is  not 
pleasing.  It  lacks  the  pathos  which  softens  these 
others  which  deal  with  the  town-side  of  life.  In 
parts  it  comes  a  little  too  near  coarseness.  Still,  it  is 
clever  in  plot  and  told  with  a  bright  succinctness  of 
style. 

J>  For  actual,  straightforward  "ghost  stories,"  "On 
the  Northern  Ice"  and  "From  the  Loom  of  the  Dead" 
are  the  best.  The  style  of  the  latter  is  particularly 
good,  for  the  story  is  told  in  "language  so  simple 
that  even  great  scholars  could  find  no  simpler,  and 
the  children  crawling  on  the  floor  can  understand." 
J>  "Their  Dear  Little  Ghost,"  though  somewhat 
weird,  is  sweetly  pathetic.  "A  Child  of  the  Rain" 
is  pathetic,  too,  but  much  more  pitiful. 
Jt>  Of  all  the  stories  "The  Room  of  the  Evil 
Thought"  is  the  most  horrible.  The  influences  of  the 
room  were  so  strong  for  evil  that  everyone  who 
stayed  there — even  the  dear  old  grandmother — was 
seized  with  a  terrible  desire — "the  desire  to  do  an 
awful  thing."  "So  they  called  it  the  Room  of  the 
Evil  Thought.  They  could  not  account  for  it.  They 
avoided  the  thought  of  it,  being  happy  and  healthy 
folk.  But  none  entered  it  more.  The  door  was 
locked." 

J>  Several  of  the  tales,  such  as  "The  Story  of  the 
Obstinate  Corpse,"  have  a  grim  humor  of  their  own, 
while  "The  Grammatical  Ghost"  is  quite  humorous. 
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&  Since  the  days  of  Poe  there  have  been  but  few 
literary  ghost  stories  written — almost  none  which 
have  become  classic.  Mrs.  Peattie's  stories  are  cer- 
tainly literary  ;  it  remains  to  be  seen  whether  they 
will  be  permanent.  R. 

The  Shape  of  Ghostly  Fear  and  Other  Ghostly  Tales  by  Mrs.  Elia  Peattie. 
Scribners,  $1.50. 

&  When  we  read  a  novel  we  read  it  for  the  story  or 
for  the  moral  or  both  ;  but  when  we  read  history  we 
want  to  know  the  facts,  pure  and  simple,  and  just 
when  and  where  they  happened.  The  "History  up 
to  Date,"*  by  William  A.  Johnston,  gives  us  the 
facts  seemingly  without  prejudice ;  but,  owing  to 
a  lack  of  maps  of  any  description,  we  are  some- 
what lost  in  the  confusion  of  words,  where  a  very 
meagre  drawing  might  clear  up  every  point.  In  the 
attempt  to  make  the  history  a  succinct  account  of  the 
war,  the  author  has  left  out  such  accounts  as  the 
American  troops  singing  on  the  eve  of  the  battle  of 
San  Juan.  While  these  are  apparently  insignificant 
events,  still  they  show  the  spirit  of  the  people  and 
give  the  essence  and  spice  to  a  history. 

The  book  is  well  bound,  beautifully  printed,  hand- 
some in  its  simplicity  and  worthy  of  any  library. 

R.  E. 

"History  up  to  Date."  William  A.  Johnston.  $1  50.  A.  S.  Barnes  &  Co.* 
New  York. 
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EDITORIALS.  

&  Let  it  be  our  first  duty  to  present  our  sincerest 
congratulations  to  the  base-ball  team  for  their  victory 
on  the  Exeter  campus  last  Saturday  ;  a  victory  all  the 
more  grateful  since  we  were  fighting  on  the  enemy's 
territory,  since,  on  account  of  its  inexperience,  the 
team  was  not  expected  to  win,  and  since,  now,  we 
are  fully  revenged  for  our  recent  defeat  on  the 
track.  During  the  whole  spring  each  player  has  done 
hard,  conscientious  work  of  the  kind  that  means  vic- 
tory in  the  long  run,  and  they  can  feel  that  they  have 
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fully  earned  the  applause  in  their  honor.  Besides  the 
"Andover  Spirit"  that  strange,  evanescent,  fleeting, 
spirit,  of  which  we  have  heard  so  much  in  chapel, 
was  stirred  into  external  demonstration.  It  is  true 
that  the  Exeter  cheering  was  more  spontaneous  and 
more  continuous  than  ours,  but  the  spirit  was  willing, 
though  the  flesh  was  sorely  tried  by  the  awful, indent- 
ing hardness  of  the  Exeter  bleachers.  Mr.  Stearns 
deserves  the  greatest  praise  not  only  for  developing 
a  winning  team  from  unpromising  material,  but  also 
for  the  sportsmanlike  spirit  which  he  instilled  into 
our  nine.  Andover  might  have  passed  over  a  defeat 
in  thinking  of  this ;  she  could  not  have  deplored  one 
as  something  lost.  So  how  much  more  must  we  re- 
joice in  a  victory. 

Now  that  Andover  is  tied  with  Exeter  in  athletic 
contests,  won  or  lost  during  this  year — foot  ball, 
no  one's ;  track,  Exeter's ;  base  ball,  ours — we 
look  to  the  tennis  men  for  a  victory  for  them- 
selves and  the  school  next  Wednesday. 

In  this  number  we  print  an  article  written  by  one 
of  the  graduates  from  our  sister-institution,  Abbot 
Academy.  It  is  interesting  to  get  the  ideas  of  some 
one  who  has  a  different  point  of  view.  Editorially, 
we  do  not  agree  with  our  fair  contributor.  How  can 
it  be  possible  for  an  average  Fern.  Sem.  to  dislike 
the  languishing  look,  ay,  even  the  whistle,  of  a  dash- 
ing "Phillippian,"  as,  we  believe,  they  call  us  ?  By  the 
inevitable  law  of  barter  and  exchange,  since  we  de- 
rive pleasure  from  admiring  the  Abbot  Academy 
students  (title  stiff  and  formal  as  whale-bone  for  such 
pure  maidenhood)  as  they  trip,  surpassing  sweet,  "in 
maiden  meditation,"  from  the  Sunday  chapel,  they  too 
must  be  repaid  in  the  same  coin.  If,  to  follow  the 
noble  example  of  Cynthia  and  Reuben,  the  Fern. 
Sems.  were  not  allowed  their  little  constitutional 
around  Davis  Green  or  down  town,  they  would 
quickly  pine  away  to  unhappy  death.  And  what 
success  would  attend  their  field  day,  or  ours  either, 
were  there  not  spectators  to  urge  the  competitors  on 
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to  broken  records?    But  we    are    wandering — our 
great  thanks  for  the  article. 

Another  debt  of  thanks,  of  longer  standing,  is  due 
to  Mr.  George  T.  Eaton  for  preparing  through  the 
year  a  department,  that  has  no  small  interest  to  the 
school  and  great  value  to  the  alumni.  Mr.  Eaton's 
name  has  not  appeared  at  the  head  of  Leaves  from 
Phillips  Ivy ;  therefore  we  extend  our  thanks  to  him 
through  these  editorials. 

We  announce  the  resignation  from  the  Mirror 
board  of  Jean  Ross  Irvine,  chairman  for  the  past  \ 
year. 

And  now  we  take  up  the  editorial  pen  for  the  last 
time,  to  present  a  brief  retrospect  of  the  year.    We  ; 
cannot  presume  to  offer  any  criticism  or  to  tell  whatt 
we  have  done.    Those  who  have  read  The  Mirror 
already  know,  and  those  who  do  not,  care  nothing. 
To  ourselves,  if  to  no  one  else,  this  year  has  done! 
much  good.    As  we  look  back,  all  the  minor  defeats] 
and  crosses  have  sunken  into  gray  oblivion,  while  the  j 
experience  gained  and  the  exhilaration  of  the  hard] 
work  assure  us  that  could  the  fellows  know  our  ad- 
vantages there  would  be  a  far  greater  number  trying] 
for  the  editorial  board.    And  if,  in  writing,  we  have 
felt  any  inspiration  of  the  divine  spirit,  any  at  all,  I 
even  the  least  spark,  who  can  ever  count  this  year] 
wasted  ? 

&  We  have  kept  each  number  small  in  order  that  thej 
standard  might  be  of  the  highest  possible.  Perhaps' 
the  editors  have  had  a  good  many  articles  published, 
but  editors  are  optimistic  as  regards  their  own  work, 
and  moreover,  the  year  has  been  poor  in  a  literary] 
way.    However,  if  conceit  were  not  absolutely  want- 
ing in  our  nature,  we  could  reprint  quite  a  number  of 
sweet  nothings  whispered  into  our  editorial  ear  by  the 
exchange  editors  of  other  papers. 

&  The  present  Mirror  board  intends  to  leave  this 
year  with  a  blaze  that  will  help  to  guide  future 
editors.  A  constitution  is  at  present  being  drawn  up 
with  the  help  of  one  or  two  of  the  faculty,  which  will 
crystallize  the  precedents  that  have  formerly  ruled 
our  actions,  and  introduce  some  new  clauses  that  have  , 
been  deemed  wise.  It  is  sad  that  the  framers  will 
not  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  their  wisdom  immor- 
talized in  this  number,  since  the  constitution  will  be 
drafted  and  voted  on  after  The  Mirror  goes  to  press. 
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J*  We  have  also  done  our  best  toward  next  year's 
prosperity  by  electing  the  following  editors  :  Emerson 
Woods  Baker,  'oo ;  Charles  Tripp  Ryder,  'oi ; 
Roland  J.  Dodd,  '02  ;  Fred  Lewis  Collins,  '00.  Fred 
Lewis  Collins  will  act  as  business  manager  .  There 
will  be  no  managing  editor  elected  until  after  the 
Christmas  number  is  published.  We  can  only  hope 
that  the  sincere  wishes  of  good-will  and  prosperity 
that  we  deeply  feel  will  be  realized.  May  they  enjoy 
and  love  The  Mirror  as  we  have. 

Now  we  warn  every  fellow  to  enjoy  these  last  few 
days  at  Andover.  The  Commencement  week  with  all 
its  vulgar  hurry  and  fevered  pleasure-seeking  will 
pass  with  galloping  haste.  Luckily,  there  remain 
for  such  of  us  as  have  reached  years  of  discretion 
sufficiently  to  try  prelim,  or  final  exams.,  a  few  days 
of  quiet  in  which  we  can  take  our  final  leave.  It  is 
probably  from  these  last  days  that  we  shall  take  a 
large  share  of  our  remembrance  of  Andover.  May 
they  be  the  purest  and  happiest  of  our  lives. 
^  And,  lastly, 

Ah,  Moon  of  my  Delight  who  know'st  no  wane, 
The  Moon  of  Heav'n  is  rising  once  again  ; 
How  oft  hereafter,  rising,  shall  she  look 

Through  this  same  garden  after  me — in  vain? 

And  when  Thyself  with  shining  fort  shall  pass 
Among  the  guests, Star-scattered  on  the  grass, 
And  in  the  joyous  Errand  reach  the  Spot 

Where  I  made  one — turn  down  an  empty  glass. 

EXCHANGES.  ;  :  5  

After  pra)^erful  consideration  we  have  selected  the 
following  poems  from  the  indiscriminate,  chaotic 
mass  of  paper,  glue  and  ink  which  lies  under  our 
desk  : 

Passion-Tossed. 
Women  who  love  with  the  strength  of  your  hearts, 
Women  who  hate,  with  the  hate  that  lasts, 
By  the  blood  that  the  step  of  the  loved  one  starts, 
By  the  hope  that  the  voice  of  the  hated  one  blasts, 
Swear  to  this  truth. 

"Love  such  as  ours  can  never  die ; 

It  may  change  to  hate,  but  it  cannot  die  ; 

For  the  mothers  that  bore  us  did  not  lie 

When  they  told  us  late,  with  their  last  faint  sigh, 

That  the  love  within  us  could  not  die. 
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"Hate  such  as  ours  will  last  forever, 
Mayhap  forced  back  by  that  mighty  lever, — 
The  love  of  the  one  who  we  thought  could  never 
Bring  back  our  hearts  to  love  again. 

"But  be  it  love,  or  be  it  hate, 
The  tide  runs  strong, 
A  force  that  hurls  our  lives  along, 
Up  to  and  past  the  huge  flood-gate 
That  marks  the  end  of  pulsing  life. 
But  not  for  such  as  us  the  strife, 
Nay, — that  goes  on." 

Cornelia  Brownell  Gozdd  in  Smith  College  Monthly. 

The  Spirit  of  the  Storm. 
I  come  from  the  icy  North,  I  come  from  the  Boreal 
Pole, 

From  the  land  of  the  lashing  hail. 

Borne  in  the  boisterous  North  wind's  flight, 

Far  from  Aurora's  flashing  light, 

Borne  with  my  people  the  snow  flakes  white, 

With  a  fleecy  cloud  for  a  sail. 

We  struggled  and  strove,  we  fought  with  the  heat, 

We  humbled  the  pride  of  the  sun, 

But  my  warriors  bold,  o'ercome  in  the  fight, 

Whirling  and  drifting  adown  in  their  flight 

Covered  the  earth  in  her  trembling  fright : 

At  last  the  heat  has  won. 

Now  back  to  the  icy  North,  back  to  the  Boreal  Pole, 

To  the  land  of  the  lashing  hail. 

Borne  in  my  flight  by  a  hurricane's  might, 

Back  once  more  to  the  Northern  Light, 

Back  to  my  people  the  snow  flakes  white 

Soaring  swiftly  I  sail. 

Lawrenceville  Lit. 

The  Past. 
I  said,  "The  Past  it  is  dead, 

I  will  bury  it  deep  and  still 
With  a  tablet  over  its  head — 

'Of  the  dead  one  may  speak  no  ill.'" 

I  dug  deep  down  in  the  loam, 

I  sealed  up  the  grave  with  prayer ; 

But  the  Past  was  the  first  one  home, 
And  waited  to  greet  me  there. 

Columbia  Lit. 
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THE  MONTH.  

May  8.    Means  competition. 

May  10.  Andover  beaten  by  Amherst  with  a  score 
of  14  to  f. 

May  17.    Inter-class  meet  won  by  '00. 

May  20.    Class  game  won  by  '00. 

May  24.  Andover-Exeter  track  meet  won  by 
Exeter. 

May  27.  Yale  beat  Andover  with  the  score  of  8 
to  2. 

June  1.  Andover  won  from  Lawrenceville,  with  a 
score  of  7  to  2. 

June  10.  Andover  won  from  Exeter  with  a  score 
of  11  to  8. 

LEAVES  FROM  PHILLIPS  IVY.  

Concluded  by  George  T.  Eaton,  P.  A.,  '73. 

'36. — Frederick  Smyth  of  Manchester,  N.  H.,  died 
at  his  winter  residence,  Hamilton,  Bermuda,  April 
22,  1899.  He  was  born  in  Candia,  N.  H.,  in  1819, 
and  was  four  times  Mayor  of  Manchester,  twice 
Governor  of  the  State,  United  States  Commissioner 
to  the  Paris  Exposition  and  had  rilled  many  positions 
of  trust  and  responsibility.  His  picture  hangs  in  the 
school  hall. 

'37. — Rev.  Alexander  Huntington  Clapp  died  at 
his  home  in  New  York  City  April  27,  1899.  Born  at 
Worthington,  Mass.,  in  1818  ;  a  graduate  of  Yale  in 
1842  ;  a  chaplain  in  the  10th  Rhode  Island  Infantry 
in  the  Civil  War ;  connected  with  the  Congregational 
Home  Missionary  Society  since  1865. 

'39. — Died  at  Brookline,  April  17,  1899,  Hiram 
Orcutt,  aged  84  years,  an  educator  and  author  of 
national  repute.  He  was  a  graduate  of  Dartmouth 
College  in  1842. 

'45. — For  thirty-two  years  Rev.  Edwin  A.  Buck 
has  been  a  church  missionary  of  the  Central  Church 
in  Fall  River.  He  was  a  classmate  of  President 
D wight  at  Yale.  At  a  recent  meeting  it  was  voted 
that  Rev.  Edwin  A.  Buck  is  made  missionary 
emeritus  of  Central  Church  with  salary.  Mr.  Buck 
is  now  seventy-five  years  of  age. 

'59. — Rev.  Dr.  James  G.  Merrill,  on  the  first  Sun- 
day in  May,  preached  his  farewell  sermon  at  Scar- 
boro,  Me.  He  also  ceases  to  be  editor  of  the  Christian 
Mirror  of  Portland  and  becomes  dean  of  Fisk  Uni- 
versitv,  Nashville,  Tenn. 
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'61. — Rev.  James  Brand,  D.  D.,  pastor  of  a  Con- 
gregational Church  in  Oberlin,  O.,  since  1873,  died 
at  his  home  April  11,  1899.  He  was  color-sergeant 
in  the  27th  Infantry  Regiment  of  Connecticut  Volun- 
teers, and  was  awarded  a  gold  medal  for  bravery  in 
the  battle  of  Gettysburg.  He  graduated  at  Yale  in 
1866,  eminent  alike  in  scholarship,  literary  ability, 
oratory  and  character. 

'69. — Walter  Davidson  has  been  connected  for 
twenty-five  years  with  Barnard,  Sumner  &  Co.  of 
Worcester,  and  is  Secretary  of  the  Society  of 
Antiquity  of  that  city. 

'69. — George  R.  Fessenden  is  a  physician  in 
Ashfield. 

'73. — Frederic  C.  Van  Duzer  is  the  Honorable 
Secretary  of  the  American  Society  in  London  and 
has  lived  abroad  twenty-six  years. 

'80. — Walter  F.  Wilcox,  Ph.  D.,  for  six  years  pro- 
fessor in  Cornell  University,  has  been  appointed  chief 
of  the  Statistical  Bureau  of  the  United  States  census 
for  1900. 

'86. — Fritz  E.  Lovell  is  manager  of  the  Eastern 
Township's  Electric  Co.,  St.  Katherine's  County, 
Quebec. 

'92. — J.  O.  More  has  published  a  book  entitled 
"Intercollegiate  Athletic  Calendar,"  containing  rec- 
ords of  all  intercollegiate  athletic  contests  since  1852, 
with  photographs  of  all  the  athletic  teams  of  the 
larger  colleges. 

'92. — Miss  Mary  Josephine  Gregg  of  Denver,  Col., 
was  married  March  25,  1899,  to  Lewis  Rogers 
Yeaman. 

'93. — Edward  Winslow  Cross,  Amherst,  '97,  a 
member  of  the  Harvard  Law  School,  died  at  Man- 
chester, N.  H.,  April  23,  1899.  His  father,  Judge 
David  Cross,  was  at  Phillips  in  '35,  and  his  brother, 
Rev.  Allen  E.  Cross,  in  '82.  He  was  well  versed  in 
Entomology. 

'94. — Wiber  C.  Goodale  is  a  member  of  the  real 
estate  firm  of  S.  B.  Goodale  &  Son,  6  West  24th 
street,  New  York  City. 

'94. — Carl  Rudolph  Schultz  and  Miss  Clara  W. 
Shields  were  married  April  26,  1899,  at  Canton,  O. 

'oi. — Ernest  El  wood  Penley  died  of  consumption 
April  17,  1899,  at  Dover,  Me.,  aged  21  years. 
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CARL  J.  HORNER, 


Zhc  ♦  ifrbotograpber, 


11  WINTER  ST.,  BOSTON. 

Special  IRates  . . . 

To  Students  of  Phillips 
Andover  Academy  


Class  Morfe  a  Specialty. 

ELEVATOR  TO  STUDIO. 

QOflL.  WOOD. 

FRANK  E.  GLEASON 

(Successor  to  John  Cornell.) 

Carter's  Block,  Andover,  Mass.  coal  delivered  to  the  room. 

STRAW.  HdT. 

A.  Shuman  &  Company, 

Summer  and  Washington  Sts.,  Boston. 


s  won  9i  uniii 


Hats,  Shoes,  Furnishing  Goods. 

Bicycle  and  Golf  Apparel. 

EVENING  DRESS  A  SPECIALTY,  READY-MADE. 
SH  a  MAN   co-rn  E"R. 
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HOUGHTOU 

&  DUTTOfl, 

Bicycle  Department, 

(THIRD  FLOOR  ANNEX.) 


OUR  LATEST  SENSATION 

"ROOSEVELT"  BICYCLES. 

FOR  LADIES  AND  GENTS 

Without  a  question  this  is  the  most  wonderful  production  in  the  way 
of  Bicycles  ever  offered  the  American  public.  These  bicycles  are 
BEYOND  COMPARISON.  They  embrace  every  known  up-to  date 
eature  and  are  built  strictly  upon  HONOR,  only  the  best  and  most 
expensive  material  being  used.  We  give  you  the  BROADEST 
GUARANTEE  that  is  given  by  any  dealer  in  the  world.  In  fact  the 
medium  of  printers1  ink  fails  to  justly  describe  the  ELEGANCE  and, 
DURABILITY  of  these  wheels.    Ladies  and  Gents'  same  price, 

$29.98 

OUR 

"PEHBERTON" 

bicycles 

If  you  are  looking  for  a  lower  priced  wheel,  and  one  that  will  stand 
up  all  right,  with  UP-TO-DATE  FEATURES,  this  wheel  will  give 
you  SATISFAC  TION.  Compare  this  wheel  with  what  is  offered  you 
by  other  dealers  for  $30.09.    Our  price, 

$16.98 
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CHARLES  E.  ABBOTT,  M.  D. 

|  PHYSICIAN 
land  SURGEON, 

70  Main  St.,  Andover. 

Office  Hours: 
Until  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3,  6  to  8  p.  m. 

C.  [J.  GILBERT,  M.  D.  S. 

Dental  Rooms. 

BANK  BUILDING, 
fl^DOVER,    -  JVIflSS. 

uni  H.  F.  CHA5E,  'mm 

5  icicles  and  Sporting  Goods, 

BICYCLES  CLEANED  AND  REPAIRED. 

musgrove  Block,          -  Andover. 

THE 

mansion  Boose, 

On  the  Hill,  near  Phillips  Academy. 

Open  the  year  round.  Enlarged 
and  Newly  Purnished.  Terms 
$12.50  to  $17.50  a  week. 
$2.00  to  $3.00 
per  day . 

E.  P.  HitcbcocK,  Prop. 

Lewis  T.  Hardy.         Joseph  F.  Cole. 

HHRDY  St  COLE. 

ESSEX  ST.,  ANDOVER, 

Builders  ^  Lumber  Dealers 

Box  Making  Planing,  Sawing  and  Match 
ing  done  to  order. 

Kindling  Wood  by  the  Load. 

DEALER  IN 


Stoves,  Ranges  and  Furnaces. 

jlgmbing,  Steam  and  Hot  Water  Heating;.     ^  ggjgj;  ^  AndOVeL 


Dr.  J.  F.  Richards, 

Dr.  C.  W.  Scott, 

94  Main  Street, 

Main  Street, 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

Office  Hours  : 

Office  Hours  : 

Till  9  a.m. ;  i  to  3  p.m.  ;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Till  9  a.m. ;  1  to  3  p.m.  ;  7  to  9  p-  m. 
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DON'T  GO  TO  THE 


Ipbotoorapbtc  Company 


Unless  you   want  the   Best  and 


^MOST  ARTISTIC  PICTURES,* 


FINE  PLATINUM  CABINETS 

AT  ONLY  A  SLIGHT  ADVANCE  OVER  COST  OF 
CHEAP  CLASS  PICTURES. 

...SATISFACTION  GUARANTEED... 

studios: 

3  Park  Street  and  384  Boylston  Street,  Boston, 
Also  1286  Massachusstts  Ave.,  Cambridge. 


Special  Rates  to  P*  A*  Students. 


<?/*BlflET  $  pfJOJOCityipjte 


First  Dozen,  $3.00.  Additional  Dozens,  $2.00. 

Four  Dozen  (50)  Pictures  ordered  atone  time,  $8.00. 

Eight  dozens  (100)  Pictures  ordered  at  oce  time,  $12.00 


With  each  lot  of  four  dozen  two  finished  proofs  allowed.  With 
each  lot  of  eight  dozen  four  finished  proofs  allowed.  Each  extra  po- 
sition finished  for  fifty  cents  each.  Teu  extra  pictures  given  free 
with  every  order  for  fifty.  Fifteen  extra  pictures  given  free  with 
every  order  for  one  hundred. 

Large  groups  a  specialty  with  us  and  the  lowest  rates  given  con- 
sistent with  our  class  of  work. 

Sittings  may  be  had  at  any  time. 


899. 


CARBONETTE  FINISH. 


LEADING 
PHOTOGRAPHER. 


21  WEST  STREET,  BOSTON. 
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H.  a.  UUNSHIP, 

riANUFACTURER  OF 

Dress  Suit  Cases,  Trunks  and  Bags, 

16  TREMONT  ST.,  BOSTON. 

10  per  cent,  discount  given  to  P.  A.  Students. 


H.  M.  LEVINE, 

TAILOR. 


JEWELLERS  BUILDING, 
ROOM  20,  373  WASHINGTON  STREET, 
BOSTON 


— — IF    YOU  DESIRE   

FIRE,  LIFE  OR  ACCIDENT  INSURANCE 

CALL  AT 

Rogers'  Real  Estate  Agency,  Musgrove  Building,  Main  St., 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

HENRY  P.  NOYES, 

FurniturE, 

Andover,  Mass. 
EDWIN  C.  PIKE. 

 DEALER  IX  

Stove?,  Larpps,  Oil,  Tin  and  Glass  Ware, 

PAINTS,  WOODEN  WARE,  CROCKERY,  ETC. 

PARK  STREET,  -  -  ANDOVER,  MASS. 
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W.  H.  GILEI  &c  CO. 

NOVELTIE5  IN 

G-olf  and  Bicycle 

CLOTHING. 

HOSIERY    and  CAPS. 
226  ESSEX  STREET,  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 

^    -Are  \£pu  Injured? 

Is  your  house*insured?  Are  your  Furniture 
and  books  insured? 


J.  H.  SMART,  BANK  BUHiDlflG,  flfiDOVEt*. 

Represents  Fire,  Life  and  Accident  Insu- 
rance.  Best  Companies.   Lowest  Rates. 


11.  C.  TANNER, 


For  all  kinds  of  Society  Events- 
Everything  used  is  of  first-class  qual- 
ity, and  the  best  of  service  guaran- 
teed. Prompt  attention  and  personal 
supervision  given  to  all  contracts. 

24  Main  Si.  Haverhill. 


TONY  BdSO, 

FRESH  FRUIT  AND 
CONFECTIONERY, 

50  MAIN  ST.,  ANDOVER. 


BURNS  &,  CROWLEY, 
Tailors  &o<I  Furrjisbers.  — 

flQENTS  FOR 
SCRIPTURE'S  LdUNbRY. 

KNDOiZER,        -----  MHSS. 

GRAVES  &  GREEN, 
S>  Engravers  S 

ON  WOOD,  HALF-TONE  AND  ZINC,  BY  THE 
BEST  AND  CHEAPEST  flETHODS. 

Office:  302  Washington  St.,    *    *  Boston. 
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CUtftAN  &  JOYCE, 


BALLARDVALE 
LITHIA  WATER, 


GINGER  ALE  AND  SODA. 
433,  435,   437   COMMON  ST. 

LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


HENRY  C.  KING  CO., 

Wholesale  and  Retail  Dealers  in 

GROCERIES  m 

PROVISIONS, 

Plain    and    Fancy  Bakers. 
Wood, Coal  and  Prepared  Wood, 
Hay,  Straw  and  Grain. 
Telephone  33-2. 

106  South  Broadway, 
LAWRENCE,      -  MASS. 


1  Boston  &  Maine  Railroad.  1 


The  Greatest  Railroad  System  of  New  England. 

I  LOWHST  RATES  TO  ALL  POINTS.  I 

I  | 

<j§  West,  Northwest  and  Southwest.  § 

FAST  TRAINS  WITH  THROUGH 
SLEEPING  CARS  BETWEEN 


.  .  BOSTON 


j|  Montreal,  Ottawa,  Toronto, 

|  Chicago,  St.  Paul  and  Minneapolis.  $k 

Only  one  Change  of  Cars  to  the  PACIFIC  COAST. 

D.  J.  FLANDERS, 


:  Gen'l  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agent.  ^ 

!  1 
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MANSION  HOUSE 
LIVERY  AND  BOARDING  STABLE, 


IRA  B.  HILL,  Proprietor. 


Depot  carriage  meet  all  Boston  trains,  and  carries  passengers  to  the  station 
at  short  notice.    First-class  rigs  to  let,  with  or  without  a  driver.    P.  A. 
patronage  respectfully  solicted    and   satisfaction  guaranteed. 

Long  Distance  Telephone  connection  at  Mansion  House. 


IRbofces  &  /Ifcoulton's 

Up-to-Date  Laundry 

AND 

GentleiDei)^  ?boe  Parlors, 

5  Main  Street,      AndoYer,  Mass. 


ALLEN  HINTON, 

FURNISHER  OF 

flee  Cream  ant)  Sberbet 


Plain  Cream  per  quart   50< 

Harlequin   f*    50c 

Fruit  Cream   "    60c 

Tutti-Fruitti   "    75c 

Tutti-Fruitti  without"    60c 

Cafe-Pafe  "    80c 

Bisque   11    80c 

Lemon  Sherbet  M    40c 

Orange  and  Raspberry  Sherbets   50c| 

Individual  Ices  per  dozen   $2.00 

Individual  Creams  *'   3.00  : 

Ice  Cream  furnished  at  $1.25  per  gallon  to I 
parties  desiring  to  sell. 
Residence  South  Hain  St..  Andover. 
P.  O.  Box,  443. 


1 


AMERICAN  HAND  LAUNDRY. 

J[.   Ddl.  3£odges,  Ddlanager 

Goods  called  for  and  delivered  in  any  part  of  the  town. 
Send  postal  card  and  we  will  call. 

SPECIAL  RATES  TO  STUDENTS. 
ALL  HAND  WORK.  NO.  6  MAIN  ST 


BENJ.  BROWN, 


Sboes  for  {Track 


anb  jfootball. 


T.  J.  FARMER, 

FIS0  OF  ILL  KIPS, 

Oysters,  Clams 
and  Lobsters... 


15  BARNARD'S  COURT,  ANDOVER. 


THOMAS  E.  RHODES, 

Ice  Cream,  Ice  Cream  Soda,  Cigars,  Confectionery,  Lunch  Room,  Etc. 

Main  Street,  Andover. 
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Mathematical 

Instruments, 

Artists' 

Materials. 

OR  CRAYON  AND  CHARCOAL   DRAWING,    OIL   AND  WATER 
COLOR  PAINTING.    ARCHITECTS'  AND  ENGINEERS' 
SUPPLIES,  ETC.    PICTURE  FRAMING 
A  SPECIALTY. 


FROST   &   ADAMS  CO., 
mporters,  37  Cornhill,     Boston,  Mass 


DISCOUNT   TO  STUDENTS. 


iofa  Pillows,  Pin  Cushions,  Picture  Frames,  Banners, 

IN   AN  DOVER   BLUE   AND  WHITE, 

LA  FL-EUR  -  DE  -  L.I5,  A\air>  Street. 

Formerly  the  MISSES  BRADLEYS. 


W.  E.  STRATTON, 


TEACHER  OF- 


ianjo,  Guitar  and  Mandolin.   Instruments  for  Sale. 

MORRILL  HOUSE  ANNEX,  ANDOVER. 

Seocge  S».  /IIMllett, 

^FLORIST.  S 

Carnations  a  Specialty.   All  hinds  of  Flowers  at  Short 
Notice.   Palms  and  Ferns  constantly  on  hand. 
....  Decorations  .... 

0.  Box  310,  Andover.        Greenhouses,  Holt  District. 
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VALPEY  BROTHERS, 

— DEALERS  IN — 

IHeats,  Vegetables, 

POULTRY-  ETC. 


No.  2  Main  St,,     Andover,  Mass. 

Q.  H.  Valpey.  E.  H.  Valpey 


J.  P.  WAKEFIELD. 


-DE ALE K  IN — 


Meats,  Vegetables, 

-ETC.- 


MARKET  ON  MAIN  ST. 


DR.  B.  S.  STEPHENSON, 

J27  Main  Street,  Andover, 

OCULIST  AND  AURIST 

OFFICE  HOURS,  12.30  to  5.30  P.  M.  Tues.  and  Thurs. 


FINEST  LINE  OF 

CUTLERY  IN  TOWN. 

ALSO 

Revolvers,  Cartridges, 
Loaded  Shells,  Skates, 
Polo   Sticks  and  Balls 

AT  THE 

ANDOYER  HARDWARE  STORE, 

h.  /ncLawlin,         /^ain  St. 


P.  A.  students  would  do  well  to  re- 
member that 

SMITH  &  MANNING 

can  fit  them  out  with 
SUMMER  UNDERWEAR. 
Call  at  their  store  at  8  Essex  Street  and 
see  for  yourselves. 


DUAL  hit  IN 

picture:  FRAMES  &c  wall,  paper, 

ALSO 

Pictures,  Stationery,  Artists'  Materials.  Sewing  Machines,  Fancy  Goods,  Choice  Con- 
fectionery, Toilet  Soap  and  Perfumery. 
TOWN  HALL.  AVE,   ANDOVER. 


Have  you  got  to 
speak  a  piece? 


■  ■  ■  ■ 


Well,  we  don't  know  of  any  kind  of  "  effort,"  from 
the  schoolboy's  "recitation"  or  the  schoolgirl's  "read- 
ing," and  along  through  the  whole  school  and  college 
career,  down  to  the  "response  to  toas  s"  at  the  last 
"class  dinner,"  that  is  not  provided  for  among  :— 

Commencement  Parts,    including  "efforts"  for  all 

other  occasions     $1  50. 
Pros  and  Cons     Both  sides  of  live  questions.  $1.50. 
Playable  Plays.    For  school  and  parlor.  $1.50. 
College  Men's  Three-Minute  Declamations.  $1.00. 
College  Maids'  Three-Minute  Readings.  $1.00. 
Pieces  for  Prize-  Speakiiig  Contests.  $1.00. 
Acme  Declamation  Hook     Paper,  30c.    Cloth,  50c. 
Handy  Pieces  to  Speak.  108  on  separate  cards.  50c. 

List  of  "  Contents"  of  any  or  all  of  above  free  on  re- 
quest if  you  mention  this  ad. 

HIITDS  &  NOBLE,  Publishers 
4-5-13-14  Cooper  Institute  N.  Y.  City 

Schoolbooks  of  all  publishers  at  one  store. 


■  ■  ■ 


PARK  STREET  STABLES 

Litery,  Boarding  and  Sale 
ANDOVER,  MASS. 

01 


IJI 

Tally-ho  Coach  and  Pleasure 
Barge  and  Latest  Styled  Ve- 
hicles for  Pleasure  Riding. 
A  Specialty  of  the  sale  of 
High  Grade  Driving  Horses 
from  the  Northern  States. 

WM.  H.  HIGGINS,  Proprieto 
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Iroquois  Bieples  $ICJ5 

4j00  of  the  famous  IroquOiS  Model  3  B  Bicycles 


al  value. 

because  their 
wheels  were 


will  be  sold  at  $16.75each,  just  one-third  their  re 

IROQUOiS  CYCLE  WORKS  FAILED 

too  expensively  built,  and  we  have  bought  the  entire  plant  at  a  forced 
sale  at  20  cents  on  the  dollar.  Wrth  it  we  got  400  Model  3  Iroquois  Bi- 
cycles, finished  and  complete,  Made  tO  Sell  at  $60.  Toad, 
vertise  our  business  we  have  concluded  to  sell  these  400  at  just  what 
they  stand  us,  and  make  the  marvelous  offer  of  a  Model  8 
~ROQUOISB!CYCLEat$l6-75  while  they  last.  The  wheels 
are  strictly  up-to-date,  famous  every  where  for  beauty  and  good  quality. 
nCQfPSIQTfiril  Tne  Ir°quois  Model  3  is  too  well  known  to  need 
UbduKIr  I  Ull  a  detailed  description.  Shelby  \\  in.  seamless 
tubing, improved  two-piece  crank,  detachable  sprockets,  arch  crown, 
barrel  hubs  and  hanger,  2\  in.  drop,  finest  nickel  and  enamel;  colors, 
black,  maroon  and  coach  crrcen:  Gf  nts'  frames,  22,  24  and  26  in.,  Ladies'  22  in. ;  best  "Record,"  guaran- 

 teed  tires  and  high-grade  equipment  throughout.   Our  Written  Guarantee  with  every  bicycle. 

FAIR  AMSa  £ini  I  AR  (°ry°urexPressagerit'sguaranteeforcnarSesorieway)8tatewhether  ladies'  or  gents',  color  and 
'CHU  UllC  UULLMIi  height  of  frame  wanted,  and  we  will  ship  C.  0.  D.  forthe  balance  ($15.75  and  express  charges), 
bject  to  examination  and  approval.  If  you  don't  find  it  the  most  wonderful  Bicycle  Offer  ever  made,  send  it  back  at  our  ex- 
nse.    ORDER  TO-DAY  if  you  don't  want  to  be  disappointed.    50  cents  discount  for  cash  in  full  with  order. 

Wheels  $3  to  $10.  We  want  IE*.  X  ID  IE  I*.  AGENTS 

every  town  to  represent  us.    Hundreds  earned  their  bicycle  last  year.  This  year  we  offer  wheels  and  cash  for  work  done 
us;  also  Free  Use  of  sample  wheel  to  agents.    Write  for  our  liberal  proposition.    We  are  known  everywhere 
the  greatest  Exclusive  Bicycle  House  in  the  world  and  are  perfectly  reliable;  we  refer  to  any  bank  or  business  house  in 
licago,  to  any  express  company  and  to  our  customers  everywhere. 

Jm  I.  MEAD  CYCLE  CO.,  Chicago,  III. 

The  Mead  Cycle  Co.  are  absolutely  reliable  awd  Iroquois  Bicycles  at  $16.75  are  wonderful  bargains.— Editor. 
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IAS.  WARD,  JR, 


J>    Produces  the  & 


finest  Catalogue  anb  Ittagaztne  IDork. 
SoiiDentr  anb  HoDelttes  a]Spectaltt}. 
Samples  anb  (Estimates  Submitted. 


COR.  FRANKLIN  AND  METHUEN  STS.,  LAWRENCE 


Something  New  in  Pipes  t£$£  » 


the 


THIS  PIPE  IS  MADE  IN  FIVE  SIZES. 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


WILLI/irU  &  EVERETT, 

The  Largest  and  Best  Collection  of  Pictures 
suitable  for  STUDENTS  ROOMS  and 
at  most  reasonahle  Prices. 

j^rtistie  pra/nii)$  a  Specialty. 
190  Boyslton  5t.,     -  Boston. 

GflARliES  W.  HEAHfl, 


Has  for  years  had  the  reputation  of  making  Fine  Class 
Work  for  leading  Colleges  and  Schools  in  New  England. 
He  makes  his  own  sittings  and  thus  giving  personal  at- 
tention to  his  patrons  they  are  assured  of  best  results. 

USUAL  SCHOOL  RATES  WILL  BE  GlVEN  iO 

PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  STUDENTS 

who  may  sit  without  a  card  or  ticket. 

SATISFACTION  QUARANTED 

STUDIO: 

394  Boylstoi)  5t.,  Bostoi?. 

Near  Hotel  Brunswick. 
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RESERVED  FOR 

ITbomas  BL  Brooks  61  Co., 

410  Washington  Ct., 

BOSTON. 


THE 

Wm.  II.  Brett  «  « 

lEngraving  Company, 

r  •tit'-  •mi''  ■Mil'1  ••iii''  v  ''in1"'!!!1,  'if  ''in1,  ''in''  ''in1,  ''in1  ''in  v  w  ''in  r  ''ii'  ''in1'  'w  w  ''w  'W  ''v 

^0  ^romfield  3t., 
Boston. 


SPECIAL  INVITATIONS,  COLLEGE  STATIONARY, 
ENQRAVINQ  AND  DIE  STAMPING. 

COMMENCEMENT  WORK. 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR. 


LOUIS  ALEXANDER,  FORMEFi  Avenue)  New  York. 

T imports  and  TafTors 


65  (^ntral  §t,   ®   boWell,  Mass. 


TRUNKS 

and  BAGS. 

u.  e-  Fletct>e 

TRUNKS  FT1BDE  and  REPAIRED. 

• 

P.  F.  DEVISE, 

HATTERS, 

TH  MANUFACTURER, 

OUTFITTERS. 

410  Essex  St., 

LAWRENCE. 

88    Merrimac  St., 

158    BOYLSTON  ST., 

LOWELL. 

BOSTON. 

ANDREW  J.  LLOYD  &  CO., 

PrescriptioD  OpW^DS, 


flod  Dealers  in  Photographic  Supplies 

Main  Store,  323-325  Washington  Street,  (opp.  Old  South  Church,) 
Branch,  454  Boylston  Street,  cor.  Berkeley  Street, 


BOSTON. 
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Whether  for 


T 

Golfing, 
Wheeling, 

INGp 


business  wear  or  occasions 
of  ceremony,  our 


CLOTH 


will  be  found  at  the  upper  limit  of 
excellence. 

Materials,  workmanship,  fit,  "  style  " 
and  price  alike  commend  themselves 
to  the  customer's  taste. 

MACULLAR  PARKER 
COMPANY, 

400  Washington  St.,  BOSTON 


■J 


Tutoring  at  Cambridge. 

The  teachers  named  below,  of  long  experience  and  thoroughly  familiar 
with  Harvard  requirements,  will  receive  this  summer,  as  usual,  pupils  in  Cam- 
bridge in  preparation  for  the  admission  examinations  of  Harvard  College,  the 
Lawrence  Scientific  School  and  Radcliffe  College.  Instruction  will  be  fur- 
nished preparatory  to  entrance,  to  the  removal  of  conditions,  or  to  the  antici- 
pation of  prescribed  or  elective  studies.  The  work  is  divided  by  subjects  among 
the  different  teachers,  and  as  a  rule  each  teacher  has  only  one  pupil  at  a  time; 
this  method  of  instruction  insures  the  best  possible  adaptation  to  speeial  needs/ 
Excellent  laboratory  facilities  are  furnished. 

Students  from  a  distance  can  have  pleasant  accommodations  procured  (fbr 
them  and  much  care  will  be  given  for  their  comfort  and  enjoyment.  Candi- 
dates will  not  be  received  in  preparation  for  the  June  examinations  without  the 
cordial  approval  of  the  head  of  the  school  where  they  have  been  in  attendance 
during  the  present  school  3-ear.  Reference  maj'  be  made  to  any  recent  Har- 
vard Graduate  or  will  be  furnished  in  any  large  city. 

The  instruction  is  divided  as  follows : 
History  and  Allied  Subjects. — Max  Benshimol,  A.M.  (Harvard  Univer- 
sity), William  W.  Nolen,  A.M.  (Harvard  University.) 
Mathematics  and  Science — George  A.  Hill,  A.M.  (Harvary  University), 

William  W.  Nolen,  A.M.  (Harvard  University.) 
The  Languages. — Constance  G.  Alexender,  A.B.  (Radcliffe  College),  Max 
Benshimol.  A.M.   (Harvard  University),  George  N.  Henning,  A.M. 
(Harvard  University),  Charles  H.  Rieber,  A.B.  (University  of  Califor- 
nia), Hollis  Webster,  A.  M.  (Harvard  University.) 
Correspondence  may  be  addressed  to 

WILLIAM  M.  NOLENt 

Manter  Hall,  Cambridge,  Mass. 


. . .  FOX  Or  M05HER, . . 
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BICYCLES  AND  SUNDRIES 

REPAIR  A  SPECIALTY. 

We  have  the  largest  line  of  Bicycles  carried  by  dealers  in 
Lawrence.    Call  and  see  them. 

Trinity  Racer,     Elmore,     Stormer,  Pennant, 
Massasoit,  Ferris. 


Bis 


FINEST  ROAD-BED  ON  THE 

CONTINENT. 
ONLY    FIRST-CLASS  THROUGH 
CAR  ROUTE 


Eto  the  west. 


Through  trains  leave  Boston  : 
8.30  a.  m.,  except  Sundays. 
10.30  a.  m  ,  daily. 
2.00  p.  m.,  daily. 
3.00  p.  m.,  except  Sundays. 
7.15  p.  m.,  daily. 
1 1. 00  p.  m.,  except  Sundays. 


SPRINGFIELD  LINE 

— FOR— 

New  York,  New  Haven 
and  Hartford. 


Leave  Boston  :  19.00  a.  m., 
1 1 2. 00  m.,  ^4.oop.  m.  and  J 11. 00 
p.  m.  Train  leaving  at  12.00  m. 
is  the  famous  "Mid-day  limited." 
No  excess  fare  is  charged. 

fExcept  Sunday.  JDaily. 

Drawing  room  cars  on  all  day 
trains,  and  sleeping  cars  on  all 
night  train. 


For  tickets,  timetables,  or  information  of  any  kind  call  on  nearest 
ticket  agent,  or  address  A.  S.  HANSON,  G.  P  A.,  Boston,  Mass. 
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